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To the Student 

This is a new kind of textbook. Most social studies texts you 
have read in the past probably contained information about a par¬ 
ticular subject, like civics or geography. The texts were written by 
one or two authors who organized their material into chapters, 
each with an important theme. There were numerous illustrations 
in the form of pictures, graphs, tables, and charts. You read or 
examined this material to learn the facts and generalizations it 
presented. 

Instead of twenty or thirty chapters written by one or two au¬ 
thors, this text has sixty-two readings. After an introductory chapter 
entitled "'The Humanities: An Introduction,” there are three units. 
Each unit is made up of three chapters, each of which is composed 
of a number of readings. Each reading contains at least one article 
or piece of source material, taken from a diary, piece of fiction, 
historical account, or other publication. An introduction linking 
one reading with another, and study questions, alerting you to 
important points and issues, open each reading. Additional ques¬ 
tions, designed to alert you to problems raised by specific points 
in the readings, appear as marginal notes opposite the passages 
they refer to. 

Although maps accompany each unit, you will find few illustra¬ 
tions in the text. However, filmstrips, recordings, and dittoed class 
handouts have been provided for use with various readings. 

Most students are able to study one reading in this text for each 
night’s homework assignment. Because most classes meet about 
ninety times a semester and there are only sixty-two readings, there 
wiU be days when your teacher will not assign readings from this 
book. On Aese days, he may give tests, assign supplementary read¬ 
ings, study current events, or hold additional class discussions or 
individual conferences with students. He may also suggest that 
many students should spend two days on a particular reading. 
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Both the text and the audio-visual materials have been designed 
so that instead of merely memorizing facts and generalizations, you 
■will identify problems, develop hypotheses (or tentative answers to 
questions), and draw your own conclusions from the evidence. This 
course in the humanities emphasizes basic questions about the nature 
of the good man, the good life, and the good society. This course 
does not aim for consensus about issues such as these. Instead, it has 
been designed so that each individual can develop his ovsm philosophy. 

Modem education helps people to prepare for a career. It should 
also help them to develop a consistent and satisfying philosophy of 
life. Everyone working at a job, studying in school or college, or 
rearing a family ought to know clearly what he believes and why 
he believes it. Humanistic study provides opportunities to investi¬ 
gate questions about the nature of the good man, the good Hfe, and 
the good society. 

Most of the great humanistic thinkers have hved in cities. At one 
time or another, a number of cities have made outstanding con¬ 
tributions to philosophy, music, art, literature, or history. We have 
selected for study three cities at three widely scattered periods of 
time—ancient Athens, Renaissance Florence, and modem New York 
City—partly because each one made great contributions to thought 
about the human condition and partly because the range of this 
thought was so wide. The variety of ideas you will encounter as 
you read works written in and about these cities should help you 
to clarify your own beliefs about yomself and your world. We 
welcome you to the beginning of a quest which should last a life- 
search for personal answers to the great philosophic ques¬ 
tions which give meaning to life. 

Edwin Fenton 
General Editor 

Holt Social Studies Curriculum 
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How To Use This Book 

The text of The Humanities in Three Cities consists of sixty-two 
readings which have been edited from published works or written 
especially for this course. Each day’s assignment follows a common 
pattern: 

1. An introduction giving background information and relating 
the reading to other readings in the same chapter. 

2. Study questions stressing key points which you should think 
about to prepare for class discussion. 

3. An article written especially for this course, or a piece of source 
material such as a newspaper article, a speech, or an excerpt 
from a book. 

Before coming to class, read the lesson and take notes. Since your 
teacher will distribute dittoed material from time to time, you 
should have a three-ring looseleaf notebook which can hold both 
the material which will be distributed and your homework and 
classroom notes. Note-taking helps you to remember what the lesson 
is about, and thus prepares you for class discussion. There are many 
methods of note-taking. But unless you find from experience that 
a different method works better, use the following one: 

1. Write the reading number and the title of the reading at the 
top of a piece of notebook paper. 

2. Skim the entire reading. Read the topic sentences of the intro¬ 
duction. Next, read the study questions and fix them in your 
mind. Then read the topic sentences of the article itself. When 
you have finished, state in your own words what the reading 
is about. All this should take no more than two or three 
minutes. 

3. Read the introduction and take notes as you read. Pick out 
the major ideas and necessary information to support those 
ideas. It will save time if you develop your own method of 
shorthand, instead of using complete sentences. But remember 
that you may wish to study from the notes several months 
later, so take down enough information to make the notes 
meaningful. 


XI 


4. Read the article or source material carefully and take notes as 
you read. Put any conclusions you draw in parentheses as a 
reminder that they are your ideas. Do not underline or mark 
the text. 

5. Go over your notes, underlining key words or ideas. This will 
help you to learn the information in the reading, and prepare 
for class discussion. 

6. Try to answer the study questions for yourself. Do not write 
your answers out. Simply think about them and be prepared 
to present and defend your answers in class. 

7. Keep a vocabulary list of new words and their definitions. 

It will also help to keep your class notes and your reading notes 
together in your notebook, so that you can review without flipping 
through a mass of paper to find material which goes together. If 
you have trouble with this note-taking method, or if it takes 
too long, ask your teacher for help. 


Supplementary Readings 

At the end of each unit, you will find a list of books, most of 
them paperbacks, suggested for supplementary reading. In some 
cases teachers may add titles to the lists of Suggested Readings in 
order to guide you toward books in your school library on topics 
that may be of special interest to you. Your teacher may have placed 
these books in the library or in your classroom. He may require 
you to read some of them or assign some for extra credit. 

Following the author and title of each book, you will find a brief 
description of the volume. The descriptions will help you decide 
which volumes you want to read. You may also want to leaf through 
a number of the books first to get a better idea of what they are 
like. Some of the volumes are easier to read than others. Many 
contain numerous illustrations. You should choose something ap¬ 
propriate to your own interests and reading skill. 

Your teacher may wish to make special rules and regulations 
about the Suggested Readings. Some teachers may choose not to 
use them at all. Others may ask you to submit book reviews based 
on the volumes you select. Instructions for writing book reviews 
have been included as a handout in the audio-visual kit. 
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PART 1: SYNOPSIS ANiA SCENES 


■PROM ll.'EST' SIDf! STORY 

This introcliictioiT to the Immaiuties will begin with ex¬ 
cerpts from a modern musical play, West Side Stonj. Set on the 
West Side of Manhattan in New York City, the play pits two 
teenage gangs against tnic'h other. It also tells the story of two 
star-crossed lovers, <‘aeh of whom hc'longs to one of the rival gairgs, 
much as Shake.si)eart>'s Romeo and Juliet helouged to rival families. 

West Side Story optmed on Broadway in Septemher, 1957. It was 
a smash hit. Later tlu! play was made into a spectacular motion 
pichire that won ten Acsideury Awards. West Side Story’s dramatic 
excitement, its Ixmutiful music, and its brilliant choreograirhy 
won widesprcRid popularity and critical acclaim in both its stage 
and scr('en versions. 

But West Side Story is more than outstanding entertainment. It 
provokes deeper fc*(‘ling and greater reflection than plays of lower 
caliber. West Side Story compels its audi<mces to come, to grips 
with basic cpiestions whic'h trouble all men, (piestions whicli provide 
the focus of this course: What is the good man? What is the good 
life? What is the good soc'icty? Part I of this introduction a.sks you 
to reflect upon the first and the third of these questions as you read 
the synopsis of Wc.vf Side Story which follows. Think about the 
following (luestions as you read; 

1. Do \t)/j liiink the yoimg people in \lV.v/ Side Story ar<' good 
men and woiiuii? W'liy or uf)\' not? 

2. Wlial social ptolilems roiilrilinli* to the eliaraelt'rs’ prolilem.s in 
West Siiie Slory'T I low inij'lil tliey he remedied? 

I. Wliaf ctileria would voii use to delermitie \v!io is a giKid man 
and w!io is a ".inai wumaii in Bes'/ Side Story? What <‘ri!(‘ria 
would you use So deteimine wfielher the .soci.'i! setting, is a giKicl 
one? Does West Side Story :u!d to the eriteriii you would use 
to judge lueu and soeielies? 


Tk' Hiimuililies: 

All ihb'oiluiimi 













West Side Story 


Laurents and Stephen 
Sondheim, lest Side Stari, 
bound together with William 
Shakespeare, Somes aid 
liiiie! itiew York; Del! 
Poblishlng Co., 1965), 
pp. 161-164, 212-214. 
Lyrics to lest Side Story 
ara copyright © 1957 by 
Leonard Bernstein and 
Stephen Sondheim. 

Copyright © 1956, 1958 
by Arthur Laoreots, 

Lecnard Bernstein, 

Stephen Sondfieiin and 
JeroiTie Robbins, 
ieprioted by permission 
of Raodom House, Inc. and 
the Leonard Bernstein 
Foundation (c/o 
Abraham Friedman, Esq., 

17 East 45th St., 

Mm York, I.Y.l 


Two rival teenage gangs, the Sharks, who are Puerto 
Rican, and the Jets, composed of a jumble of Caucasian groups, 
live on the West Side of Manhattan. Their feuding is approaching a 
blow-up when the play opens. That evening a dance is to be held at 
the neighborhood gym—considered neutral territory. Riff, the leader 
of the Jets, now plans to challenge Bernardo, leader of the Sharks, 
at the dance. With trouble threatening, the Jets naturally look for 
guidance to one of their founders, Tony, who has recently drifted 
away from the gang. Riff, the leader of the Jets, declares that Tonys 
‘"always come through for us and he will now!" 

Tony, who has been holding down a job at a neighborhood drug¬ 
store, accepts Riff"s invitation to join the Jets at the dance with the 
greatest reluctance. When Tony arrives, the Jets and Sharks are danc¬ 
ing wildly and tensely. In the midst of the excitement, Tony spots a 
beautiful girl; instantly they are drawn to each other. The girl is 
Maria, younger sister of Bernardo, who is leader of the Sharks. 
Bernardo, appalled at his sister and furious at Tony, sends Maria 
home and then accepts Riff s challenge to meet for a formal decla¬ 
ration of war between the Sharks and the Jets. Tony, dazzled by 
his new-found love, heads straight to Marias tenement building 
and climbs the fire-escape to her family s apartment. On the fire- 
escape, Tony and Maria sing “Tonight"": 

MAEIA. [5fng5;] 

Only you, you re the only thing TU see forever. 

In my eyes, in my words and in everything I do, 

Nothing else but you 
Ever! 

tony: 

And there’s nothing for me but Maria, 

Every sight that I see is Maria. 

MARIA: 

Tony, Tony . . . 
tony: 


Always you, every thought TU ever know. 
Everywhere I go, you’ll be. 


MARIA: 


All the world is only you and me! 

[And now the buildings, the world fade 
away, leaving them suspended in space.] 


Tonight, tonight, 

It all began tonight, 

I saw you and the world went away. 
Tonight, tonight. 

There’s only you tonight, 

What you are, what you do, what you say. 

TONY: 

Today, aU day I had the feeling 
A miracle would happen— 

I know now I was right. 

For here you are 

And what was just a world is a star 
Tonight! 

BOTH: 

Tonight, tonight 

The world is full of light. 

With suns and moons all over the place. 
Tonight, tonight. 

The world is wild and bright. 

Going mad, shooting sparks into space. 
Today the world was just an address, 

A place for me to live in, 

No better than all right. 

But here you are 

And what was just a world is a star 
Tonight! 

MANS VOICE [offstage:] 

Maruca! 


makca: 

Wait for me! 

[She goes inside as the buildings begin to 
come back into place.] 

TONY [sings:] 

Tonight, tonight. 

It all began tonight, 

I saw you and the world went away. 

MAKiA [returning:] 

I cannot stay. Go quickly! 

tony: 

I’m not afraid. 


XV 



maria: 

They are strict with me. Please. 

TONY [kissing her:] 

Good night. 

maria: 

Buenas noches. 

tony: 

I love you. 

maria: 

Yes, yes. Hurry. [He climbs down.] Wait! When will I see you? 
[He starts back up.] No! 

TONY: 

Tomorrow. 

MARIA: 

I work at the bridal shop. Come there. 

TONY: 

At sundown. 

MARIA: 

Yes. Good night. 

TONY: 

Good night. 

[He starts off.] 

maria: 

Tony! 

TONY: 

SshI 


MARIA: 

Come to the back door. 

TONY: 

Si 


[Again he starts out] 

maiua: 

Tony! [He stops. A pause.] What does Tony stand for? 
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TONY: 


Anton. 

MABIA: 

Te adoro, Anton. 

TONY: 

Te adoro, Maria. 

[Both sing as music starts again:] 

Good night, good night, 

Sleep well and when you dream. 

Dream of me 
Tonight 

Meanwhile, the Jets and the Sharks gather at Docs drugstore 
where they insult each other as thoroughly as they know how. Then 
the two gangs agree to meet the next night for an all-out rumble. 
At this point Tony steps in and persuades the gangs to let their 
differences be settled by a simple fist-fight between one man from 
each gang, Bernardo for the Sharks and Riff for the Jets. The next 
day Tony meets Maria at the bridal shop where she works. They 
dream of marriage, and Maria, opposed to any fighting between her 
brother and the man she loves, pleads with Tony to try to stop 
even the fistfight. 

Tony s attempt to stop the fight ends in disaster. The two cham¬ 
pions of the rival gangs produce switchblades and Bernardo stabs 
Riff:> who had hesitated in response to Tonyas plea. Enraged, Tony 
takes Riff s knife and rams it into Bernardo. By the time the police 
arrive and the gangs have fled. Riff and Bernardo are lying dead. 
Soon after Maria learns of the fight, Tony appears. At first she is 
hysterical and angry, but then she falls into Tonyas arms as he tells 
her what happened. 

Later that evening Tony and Maria make plans to run away 
together. Tony then leaves Marias apartment and Anita, who was 
Bernardo's girl, enters. They quarrel as they sing "A Boy Like That" 
and "I Have a Love." 

ANITA [savagely:] 

And you still don t know: Tony is one of them! 

[She sings bitterly:] 

A boy like that who’d kill your brother. 

Forget that boy and find another! 

One of your own kind— 

Stick to your own kind! 
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A boy like that will give you sorrow— 

You’ll meet another boy tomorrow! 

One of your own kind, 

Stick to your own kind! 

A boy who kills cannot love, 

A boy who kills has no heart. 

And he’s the boy who gets your love 
And gets your heart— 

Very smart, Maria, very smart! 

A boy like that wants one thing only, 

And when he’s done he’ll leave you lonely. 

Hell murder your love; he murdered mine. 

Just wait and see— 

Just wait, Maria, 

Just wait and see! 

MARIA [sings:] 

Oh no, Anita, no- 
Anita, no! 

It isn’t true, not for me, 

It’s true for you, not for me, 

I hear your words— 

And in my head 
I know they’re smart. 

But my heart, Anita, 

But my heart 
Knows they’re wrong. 

[Anita teptises the chorus she has just 

. , _ sung, as Maria continues her sona.] 

And my heart ^ 

Is too strong. 

For I belong 

To him alone, to him alone. 

One thing I know: 

I am his, 

I don’t care what he is. 

I don’t know why it’s so, 

I don’t want to know. 

Oh no, Anita, no—you should know better! 

You were in love—or so you said. 

You should know better 

I have a love, and it’s all that I have. 

Bight or wrong, what else can I do?' 
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I love him; I m his, 

And everything he is 
I am, too. 

I have a love and it s all that I need, 
Eight or wrong, and he needs me too, 
I love him, we^re one; 

There^s nothing to be done. 

Not a thing I can do 

But hold him, hold him forever, 

Be with him now, tomorrow 
And all of my life! 


BOTH: 

When love comes so strong, 

There is no right or wrong. 

Your love is your life! 

Chino, a Shark who has courted Maria, has heen hunting for 
Tony with a gun since Bernardo's slaying. Since leaving Marias, 
Tony has been hiding in the drugstore cellar. In the store itself, the 
Jets have gathered. Anita, carrying a message from Maria for 
Tony, enters. The Jets taunt her so ruthlessly, however, that she 
becomes infuriated and tells the Jets that Chino shot Maria. When 
Tony is told the false message, he stumbles out into the street 
yelling, ^VhinoP . . . COME ON: GET ME, TOOr Then, in the 
shadows, Tony sees Maria. Jn joy he rushes toward her, hut at 
that moment Chino appears and fires a single shot. Mortally 
wounded, Tony falls into Marians arms. As Tony dies, Maria brushes 
his lips with her fingers. Then she shouts in anguish, ‘WE ALL 
KILLED HIM; and my brother and Riff.'’ Finally she leans over 
Tony, whispers “Te adoro, Anton," and kisses her dead lover. 


r'.'iRT II SONGS OF 
I'HE GOOD LIFE 

The songs of West Side Story 3.5 well as Jerome Robbins’s 
choreography contribute substantially to the development of the 
plot and atmosphere. Through songs and dances, the authors make 
their characters more vividly express their feelings about one 
another and about life in general. Stephen Sondheim’s poetic words 
set to Leonard Bernstein’s music express a number of ideas about 
some ot lifes most perplexing questions. 

The three songs included in Part II of this introduction focus on 

questions of this course in the hu- 
mamties: What is the good life? In each of these three songs, fhe 
Je ts or the Sharks reveal their attitudes toward some aspect of thl 
hfe on the West Side of Manhattan. Not only do they Lress hSr 

qu«do„, guide your thoughts ar you reai ® ^ 

>■ ■'iu ,Le Soug. ry^Mize ,he uaOrra of the good 

ir- r-' symbolize the good 

- '.1. i. ef ti;- G. « Nsemed^ T”® '’“P'® *= “‘“S'? 

'i-.-ed in .h;xr^?.4::terL7df ‘ r“ 7 

Rae i.i; 'l'L‘ i^.nrl 1iN. ® about the 

■N'./s' Sf.jj-y/ “e characters in West 

The Gang and the Good Life 

«».s.-„7eysideX^^‘Xjf; “I 

g«»g. raeir »„g reoeufc *eir j&as abmZZold^e"^"^ “ 

kiff fife 

When you’re a Jet, 

You’re a Jet aU the way 
From your first cigarette 
To your last dyin’ day. 





When you’re a Jet, 

If the spit hits the fan. 

You got brothers around, 

You’re a family man! 

You’re never alone, 

You’re never disconnected! 

You re home with your own— 

When company’s expected. 

You’re well protected! 

Then you are set 
With a capital J, 

Which you’ll never forget 
Till they cart you away. 

When you’re a Jet, 

You stay 
A Jet! 

I know Tony like I know me. I guarantee you can coun/hS^te. 

ACTION: 

In, out, let’s get crackin’. 

A-BAB: 

Where you gonna find Bernardo? 
biff: 

At the dance tonight at the gym. 

BIG DEAL: 

But the gym’s neutral territory. 
lUFF [sweet innocence:] 

I m gonna make nice there! I’m only gonna challenge him. 
a-eab: 

Great, Daddy-0! 


RIFF: 


So everybody dress 
And walk t^! 


up sweet and sharp. Meet Tony and me at ten. 


A-RAB: 

We always walk tall! 


[He runs off:] 


BABY JOHN: 

Were Jets! 


xxi 










[He sings with Baby John:] 


ACTION; 

The greatest! 


When you’re a Jet, 

You’re the top cat in town, 
You’re the gold-medal kid 
YWth the heavyweight crown! 

When you’re a Jet, 

You’re the swingin’est thing. 
Little boy, you’re a man; 
Little man, you’re a king! 

The Jets are in gear. 

Our cylinders are clickin’! 

The Sharks’ll steer clear 
Cause every Puerto Rican 
S a lousy chicken! 

Here come the Jets 
Like a bat out of hell- 
Someone gets in our way. 
Someone don’t feel so well! 
Here come the Jets: 

Little world, step aside! 

Better go underground. 

Better run, better hide! 

We’re drawin’ the line. 

So keep your noses hidden! 
We’re bangin’ a sign 
Says “Visitors forbidden”— 
And we ain’t kiddin’! 

Here come the Jets, 

Yeah! And we’re gonna beat 
Every last buggin’ gang 
On the whole buggin’ street! 

On the whole! 


[A-rab, Action, Big Deal sing:] 


[AZZ;] 


[Diesel and Action;] 


Ever—! 

Mother—! 

Lovin’—! 

Street! 


[AZZ;] 
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The Lights Black Out 




'^America'’: Goods and the Good Life 

The Sharks, a gang of Puerto Rican youths, is the other 
gang in West SicU' Story. In the following song, Rosalia and Anita, 
two of the Jets’ girls, debate the advantages of living in Puerto 
Rico and New York City. 

nosALiA [S/ie sings tiostalgicalhj:] 

Puerto Rico . . . 

You lovely island . . . 

Island of tropic'al brc'i'zes. 

Always the pineapples growing, 

Always the coffee, blossoms blowing . . . 

ANITA [sings sarcastically:] 

Puerto Rico . . . 

You ugly island . . . 

Island of tropic diseases. 

Always the hurriciines blowing. 

Always the ijopulation growing . . . 

And the money owing, 

And the babies crying, 

And the bnlh^ts flying. 

I like the island Manhattan— 

Smoke on your pipe; and put that in! 

[All, except Rosalia:] 

I like to be in Anu'rica! 

OK by me in Anu'rical 
Everything fnjc in America 
P’or a smtill fee in America! 

nos alia: 

I like the city of San Juan— 

ANITA: 

I know a boat you can get on. 
nosALIA: 

Hundreds of flowers in full bloom— 

ANITA: 

Ilundn'ds of pt'oplc in (‘aeh room! 


Automobile in America, 
Chromium .steel in America, 


[All, except Rosalia:] 












Wire-spoke wheel in America- 
Very big deal in America! 

ROSALIA: 

Ill drive a Buick through San Juan— 


ANITA: 

If there s a road you can drive on. 

ROSALIA: 

m give my cousins a free ride— 


ANITA: 

How you get all of them inside? 

[All, except Rosalia:] 

Immigrant goes to America, 

Many hellos in America; 

Nobody knows in America 
Puerto Rico s in America. 

[The girls whistle and dance.] 

ROSALIA: 

When will I go back to San Juan- 


ANITA: 

When you will shut up and get gone! 
ROSALIA: 

I’U give them new washing machine— 


ANITA: 


What have they got there to keep clean? 

I like the shores of America! 

Comfort is yours in America! 

Knobs on the doors in America, 
Wall-to-wall floors in America! 


[All, except Rosalia:] 


ROSALIA: 


[They whistle and dance.] 


I’ll bring a TV to San Juan- 


ANITA: 

If there s a current to turn on. 


ROSALIA: 

Everyone there will give big cheer! 
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ANITA: 


Everyone there will have moved here! 

[The song ends in a joyous dance] 
The Lights Black Out 


The Good Life Is ''Somewhere^' 

In a dream sequence after the leaders of the two gangs 
have been killed, the Jets and the Sharks sing of aspirations they 
share for a better life—somewherer 


TONY [He sings:] 

111 take you away, take you far far away out of here, 

Far far away till the walls and the streets disappear, 

Somewhere there must be a place we can feel weVe free. 
Somewhere there’s got to be some place for you and for me. 

[As he sings, the walls of the apartment begin to move 
off, and the city walls surrounding them begin to close 
in on them. Then the apartment itself goes, and the two 
lovers begin to run, battering against the walls of the 
city, beginning to break through as chaotic figures of the 
gangs, of violence, flail around them. But they do break 
through, and suddenly—they are in a world of space and 
air and sun. They stop, looking at it, pleased, startled, 
as boys and girls from both sides come on. And they, 
too, stop and stare, happy, pleased. Their clothes are 
soft pastel versions of what they have worn before. They 
begin to dance, to play: no sides, no hostility now; just 
joy and pleasure and warmth. More and more join, mak¬ 
ing a world that Tony and Maria want to be in, belong 
to, share their love with. As they go into the steps of a 
gentle love dance, a voice is heard singing.] 

OFFSTAGE VOICE [singS.*] 

There’s a place for us. 

Somewhere a place for us. 

Peace and quiet and room and air 

Wait for us 

Somewhere 


There’s a time for us, 

Someday a time for us, 

Time together with time to spare. 
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Time to learn, time to care 
Someday! 

Somewhere 

Well find a new way of living, 
Well find a way of forgiving 
Somewhere, 

Somewhere . , . 


meres a place tor us, 

A time and place for us. 

Hold my hand and we re halfway there. 

Hold my hand and I’ll take you there 
Someday, 

Somehow, 

Somewhere! 

[The lovers hold out their hands to each other; the others 
follow suit: Jets to Sharks; Sharks to Jets. And they form 
what is almost a procession winding its triumphant way 
through this would-be world, as they sing the words of 
the song with wonderment. Then, suddenly, there is a 
dead stop. The harsh shadows, the fire escapes of the 
red, tenement world cloud the sky, and the figures of 
Eiff and Bernardo slowly walk on. The dream becomes a 
nightmare: as the city returns, there are brief re-enact¬ 
ments of the knife fight, of the deaths. Maria and Tonv 
are once again separted from each other by the violent 
warnng of the two sides. Maria tries to reach Bernardo 
Tony to stop Riff; the lovers try to reach each other 

iZTl confusion and blackness, after 

which they find themselves back in the bedroom, cUng- 

Ze wZfh J ^tth a blind refusal to 

desperately as they sing.] 

tony and MARIA: 

Hold my hand and were halfway there. 

Hold my hand and Ill take you there 
oomeday. 

Somehow, 

Somewhere! 

















Artist unknown, Head of the bronze statue 
National Museum, Athens 
Photo from Hirmer Fotoarchiv 








Athens and Its Citizens 

STATING THE ISSUE 


Men constantly search for symbols to give meaning to their lives. 
They turn to religious scriptures to find symbols that express morals 
and values, and ideas about the origin and destiny of man. They 
look to secular political documents for ideas about the good society. 
The works of painters, sculptors, dramatists, and poets often sym¬ 
bolize ideas about the good man and the good life. Sometimes men 
seek symbols for what is good in the lives of heroes and leaders. 

Sometimes a "golden age” illuminates the essence of men’s values. 
Since the end of the Middle Ages, western men have regarded the 
fifth century b.c. as the golden age of Athens. In little more than 
one hundred years, Athens produced some of the most elegant 
architecture, most beautiful sculpture, most compelling drama, and 
most profound philosophy the world has ever known. The ancient 
Greeks were not content merely to survive; they sought to survive 
in style. In doing so, they considered directly the nature of the 
good man, the good life, and the good society. 

What sort of men were those ancient Athenians who produced a 
golden age? What values inspired them? What qualities did they 
admire? What were their lives like? The answers to these questions 
begin to reveal symbols that can give any man s life greater purpose. 
These questions provide the focus of this chapter. 


CHAPTER 
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1 A TOUR OF ATHENS 


!n ancient Athens, the 
hil! called the Acropolis 
was the city’s religious 
center. ("Aero" means 
topmost, and “polis" can 
mean city.) 


High on a craggy rock overlooking the modern city of 
Athens stand the ruins of ancient temples. As the twentieth-century 
visitor walks among them, their graceful lines and magnificent pro¬ 
portions gratify his senses. The entire Acropolis, and particularly the 
Parthenon, the temple built to honor the patron goddess of Athens, 
leads the visitor to wonder what manner of men would expend so 
much energy and lavish such care on the creation of beauty. For 
beauty crowned the city. 



4 






The ancient Athenians were city dwellers. To them, life outside 
the polis, or city-state, seemed hardly worth living-a dreary and 
solitary existence cut off from all that mattered. But in a city, men 
could congregate to share idcnis. A city could marshal its resources 
to build a magnificent tcunple, stage an exciting new play in a public 
theater, or commission great sculpture. And a city could set up a 
government in whic'h each cnti/.cm shared in determining his own 
destiny. Only cities, thought tlu' Athenians, enabled man to cultivate 
the human spirit rather tluin struggle endlessly merely to survive. 

If a mcKhm visitor c?ould soitiehow be transported to the days 
when tc'mpl(\s stood wliole upon the liill, he would be caught up in 
a life of extraordinary vitality. As he toured the city and met its 
people, he would begin to understand the values that inspired 
Athenians. Reading 1 attcanpts to conve^y the sights, sonnds, and 
smells tliat tlic visitor would have encountered as he toured Athens 
more than two thousand ytxirs ago. As you take this tour, keep the 
following cpiestions in mind: 

1 Wlial sfirls of aclivllies itiok pkee in Jii what ways wvre 

t}if*se acti\i‘ties similar to or difIVreiil from those of a modem 

dly? 

2. What the .seltiiig.s for \airioiis aetivilies in city? To 

wlial c^xfcmt clci \iiii think eerfaiii typers of buildings and othc*r 
settings in the ci'iy alleetrcl the aclivitiers tlial look pkt*e there? 

3. Wliiit iiiitls of I’leople met on flio <ily sirca'ts? Wilut seem to 
have fieeii iiiufcir iiifc*rc‘sLs? 

4. l)ti von tliiiiL tliat you w’oiild liavc^ iikcal llviiig In ii city like tlie 
(iiic‘ deserfhed in ihi.s rcsidiiig? Ksplalii ycitir aiiswcaa 


The Attenian polls 
comprised tlie city of 
Athens and the surroimding 
countryside, Some 
wealthy Athenians owned 
country estates as well 
as houses in the city. 


A Visit to the Ancient City 

It is v<iry early in the morning. . . . Long since, little 
market Ijoats havc^ rowed across the narrow strait from Salamis, 
bringing the; island-faritu'rs’ product;, and other farmers from the 
plain and tin; mountain slopes have started for market. In the ruddy 
light th<! marble Icauples on the lofty Acropolis rising ahead of 
these hurrying rustics arc standing out clearly; the .spear and helmet 
of the great brazen statue of . , . Athena . . . arc flashing from the 
noble citadel, as a kind of day beacon, beckoning onward toward 
the city, i'’roru tlu; Peiraeus, the harbor town, a confused hum of 
mariners lading an<l unlading the vessels is even now rising. . . . 
Our route is to follow llu* farmers bound for market. 

The most dir(‘ct road from the Peiraeus to Athens . . . leads 
between tlu; towering ramparts of the '’Long Walls,” two mighty 


William Stearns Davis, 

A Day in Old Athens 
(Boston: Allyn & Bacon, Inc., 
1914!, pp. 9-19, 2Z-23. 
Reprinted by permission. 


Athena was the patron 
goddess of Athens. 
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Attica comprised the 
city of Athens and the 
siirroufiding coontryside. 
The word referred to the 
geographic area (not 
the political unit) of 
the Athenian polls. 


¥ases and pitchers for 
the Greeks were both 
practical equipment and 
art objects. They were 
used for carrying water 
and storing olf¥e oil. 

Many were also beauti¬ 
fully painted. 

Peiagope comes from the 
Greek words “paido” for boy, 
and “agogos" for leader. 

Thus a pedagogue was a 
leader of boys, or a teacher. 


barriers which run parallel almost four miles from the inland city 
to the harbor, giving a guarded passage in wartime and making 
Athens safe against starvation from any land blockade; but there is 
an outside road leading also to Athens from the western farmsteads, 
and this we can conveniently follow. Upon this route the crowd 
which one meets is certainly not aristocratic, but it is none the less 
Athenian. Here goes a drover, clad in skins, his legs wound with 
woolen bands in lieu of stockings; before him and his wolf-like dog 
shambles a flock of black sheep or less manageable goats, bleating 
and baaing as they are propelled toward market. After him there 
may come an unkempt, long-bearded farmer flogging on a pack ass 
or a mule attached to a clumsy cart with solid wheels, and laden 
with all kinds of market produce. . . . There are still other com¬ 
panies bound toward the city: countrymen bearing cages of 
poultry; others . . . driving pigs; swarthy Oriental sailors, with rings 
in their ears, bearing bales of Phoenician goods from the Peiraeus; 
respectable country gentlemen, walking gravely in their best white 
mantles and striving to avoid the mud and contamination; and 
perhaps also a small company of soldiers, just back from foreign 
service, . , . clattering shields and spear staves. 

The crowds grow denser as everybody approaches the frequented 
'Teiraeus Gate,” for nearly all of Attica which lies within easy 
reach of Athens has business in the Market Place every morning. 

. . . There are few late risers at Athens. . .. The plays in the theater, 
which, however, are given only on certain festivals, begin ... at 
sunrise. The philosophers say that "the man who would accomplish 
great things must be up while yet it is dark.” . . . 

The Market Place attracts the great masses, but by no means 
all; . . . sturdy slave girls, carrying graceful pitchers on their heads, 
are hurrying towards the fountains which gush cool water at most 
of the street comers. Theirs is a highly necessary task, for few or 
no houses have their own water supply. . . . Many in the street 
crowds are rosy-cheeked schoolboys, . . . Close behind, carrying 
their writing tablets, follow the faithful "pedagogues,” the body- 
servants appointed to conduct them to school, give them informal 
instruction, and, if need be, correct their faults in no painless 
manner. . . . 

Progress is slower near the Market Place because of the extreme 
nariowness of the streets. They are only fifteen feet wide or even 
less, . . , and dirty to boot. Sometimes they are muddy, more often 
extremely dusty. Worse still, they are contaminated by great 
accumulations of filth; for the city is without an efiicient sewer 
system or regular scavengers. Even as the crowd elbows along, a 
house door will frequently open, an ill-favored slave boy show his 
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head, and with the yell, “Out of the way!” slap a bucket of dirty 
water into the street. ... It is fortunate indeed that the Athenians 
are otherwise a healthy folk, or they would seem liable to perpetual 
pestilence; even so, great plagues have . . . harried the city. 

The first entrance to Athens will thus bring to a stranger, full of 
the city’s fame and expectant of meeting objects of beauty at every 
turn, almost instant disappointment . . . One can readily be lost 
in a labyrinth of filthy little lanes the moment one quits the few 
main thoroughfares. High over head, to be sure, the red crags of 
the Acropolis may be towering, crowned with the red, gold, and 
white tinted marble of the temples, but all around seems only 
monotonous squalor. The houses seem one continuous series of 
blank walls; mostly of one, occasionally of two stories, and with flat 
roofs. These walls are usually spread over with some dirty gray or 
perhaps yellow stucco. For most houses, the only break in the street 
walls are the simple doors, all jealously barred and admitting no 
glance within. There are usually no street windows, if the house 
is only one story high. . . . 

It is clear we are entering a city where nine tenths of what the 
twentieth century will consider the “essential conveniences” of life 
are entirely lacking. . . , When we investigate, we will find condi¬ 
tions like these—houses absolutely without plumbing, beds without 
sheets, rooms as hot or as cold as the outer air, only far more drafty. 

. . . We must fasten on our clothes (or rather our “two pieces of 
cloth”) with two pins instead of with a row of buttons; we must 
wear sandals without stockings (or go barefoot); must warm our¬ 
selves over a pot of ashes; judge plays or lawsuits on a cold winter 
morning sitting in the open air; we must study poetry with very 
little aid from books, geography without real maps, and politics 
without newspapers; and lastly, [as a modern scholar has put it] 
“we must learn how to be civilized without being comfortable!” 

. . . The contrast between the dingy, dirty streets and [the] 
magnificent public plaza [of the Agora] is startling. The Athenians 
manifestly care little for merely private display, rather they frown 
upon it; their wealth, patriotism, and best artistic energy seem all 
lavished upon their civic establishments and buildings. 

The Agora is a square of spacious dimensions, planted here and 
there with graceful bay trees. . . . Ignoring for the time the teeming 
noisy swarms of humanity, let our eyes be directed merely upon 
the encircling buildings. The place is almost completely inclosed by 
them, although not all are of equal elegance or pretension. Some 
are temples. . . . Others are governmental buildings. . . . The major¬ 
ity of these buildings upon the Agora, however, are covered prom¬ 
enades, porticoes, or stoae. 


► How mucli do you think 
civilization depends on 
materia! comfort! 
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stoag fpiuraJ cf 
stoa A6Vi gp:;! jp'al* 
,Ar'i€g. ivi'IpcI at tna 
hac< and Aitn ccdumns 
in front 


► Do yoo think that a man 
can justify slamry by 
arguing that ensiaving 
others permits funi to 
dei/Gta his iife to 
public service? 


The stoae are combinations of rain shelters, shops, picture gal¬ 
leries, and public offices. Turn under the pillars of the “Royal Stoa” 
upon the west, and you are among a whispering, nudging, intent 
crowd of listeners, pushing against the barriers of a low court. . . . 

In the open spaces of the plaza itself are various altars ... to the 
. . . Gods, . . . and innumerable statues of local worthies. . . . 

. . . The whole square is abounding with noisy activity. If an 
Athenian has no actual business to transact, he will at least go to 
the Agora to get the morning news- ... the last rumor as to the 
foreign policy of Thebes; whether it is true that old King Agesilaus 
had died at Sparta; whether com is likely to be high, owing to a 
failure of crops in the Euxine (Black Sea) region; whether the 
Great King of Persia is prospering in his campaign against Egypt. 
The crowd is mostly clad in white, though often the cloaks of the 
humbler visitors are very dirty, but there is a sprinkling of gay 
colors,—blue, orange, and pink. Everybody is talking at once. . . . 
The southern part of the square is covered with little booths of 
boards and wicker work, very frail and able to be folded up, 
probably every night. There are little lanes winding amid these 
booths; and each manner of huckster has its own especial “circle” 

or section of the market-Trade is mostly on a small scale,-the 

stock of each vender is distinctly limited in its range. . . . Behind 
each low counter, laden with its wares, stands the proprietor, who 
keeps up a din from leathern lungs: “Buy my oil!” “Buy charcoal!” 
“Buy sausage!” etc., until he is temporarily silenced while dealing 
with a customer. . . . 

Evidently Athens, more than many later-day cities, draws clear 
Imes between the workers and the “gentlemen of leisure.” There is 
no distinction of dress between the numerous slaves and the 
humbler free workers and traders; but there is obvious distinction 
between the artisan of bent shoulders . . . with his scant garments 
girded around him, and the graceful gentleman of easy gestures and 
flowing drapery. . . . There is a great political democracy in Athens, 
but not so much social democracy. “Leisure,” i.e. exemption from’ 
every kind of sordid, money-getting, hard work, is counted the true 
essential for a respectable existence, and to hve on the efforts of 
others and to devote oneself to public service or to letters and 
philosophy is the open satisfaction or the private longing of every 
Athenian. 

A great proportion of these, therefore, who frequent the Agora 
are not here on practical business, unless they have official duties 
at the government offices. But in no city of any age has the gracious 
art of doing nothing been brought to such perfection. The Athenians 
are an intensely gregarious people. Everybody knows everybody 
else. Says an orator, “It is impossible for a man to be either a rascal 






or an honest man in this city without your all knowing it.” Few 
men walk long alone. . . . The morning visit to the Agora 'To tell 
or to hear some new thing” will be followed by equally delightful 
idling and conversation later in the day at the Gymnasia, and later 
still, probably, at the dinner-party. 


The Gymnasia fcncliooed 
like an athletic club. 

Men gathered there to 
exercise and to talk. 
Toward the end of the 
fourth century 8X., 
the Gymnasia became more 
an educational center 
for Athenian youths. 


2 THE LIFE OF AN 
ATHENIAN LEADER: PERICLES 


In a democracy, leaders often symbolize the values of 
the people who follow them. Americans remember George Wash¬ 
ington, Thomas Jefferson, and Abraham Lincoln as more than great 
Presidents. These three leaders symbolize qualities that Americans 
admire—Washingtons integrity and courage, Jefferson’s idealism 
and intelligence, Lincoln s humility and compassion. At our best 
moments, we choose great men to lead us. 

Pericles, the most prominent Athenian political leader during the 
fifth century b.c., perhaps best symbolizes the values of Athens’s 
golden age. The following account of Pericles’s life was written by 
Plutarch, a Greek turned Roman citizen. Although Plutarch lived 
nearly four hundred years after Pericles, scholars agree that Plu¬ 
tarch’s view of the "Olympian,” as Pericles was known to his fol¬ 
lowers, conforms generally to what is now known of Athenian values 
during the fifth century b.c. As you read this biography of Pericles, 
consider the following questions: 

1. Wliat adjectives would \’Oii use to describe Pericles? To what 
extent do they represent your ideals of the good man? 

2 , How V’oiild you describe the kind of life that Pericles lived? 
Does his way of life appeal to you? Why or why not? 

3, To wliat extent do you think that a man could be like Pericles 
today? Wliat social conditions are necessary to produce a man 
like Pericles? 

4. How did Pericles resemble American political leaders? How did 
he differ? 


Plutarch’s Life of Pericles 

As a young man of Athens, Pericles was wary of the 
people. Because of his wealth, his distinguished family and influ¬ 
ential friends, and his striking resemblance to a tyrant of the past, 


John W, McFarland and 
Pleasant and Audrey Graves, 
Liies from Plutarch (New 
York: Random House, Inc., 
1966), pp, 49-51, 53-54, 
56-58, 60, 68-69. Re¬ 
printed by permission. 
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By vote cf six thmsand 
citizens, a man cooM be 
ffirced to lea/e Atbens for 
fen years. This pfocedure, 
called sstracfsii, was 
meant to cutb leaders 
¥rho were considered 
politically dangeroijs 
or personally obnoxious. 
Aristides, Tfiemislocles, 
and Cinion v/ers leading 
Athenian politiciaiis. 


The soph'sfs were 
professional teachers, 
some quite learoecJ, others 
rroch less so. Because 
they were as/aiiable for 
hire, and cecause their 
teachings often conflicted 
’Aith traditional values, 
the sophists f/ere 
highly controversial. 


The assembly was the main 
legislative body of Athens. 
All citizens could tate 
part in its discussions. 


he feared he might be considered a dangerous person and subse¬ 
quently ostracized. But when Aristides was dead, Themistocles 
driven out, and Cimon usually abroad on expeditions, Pericles 
became the spokesman for the common people rather than for the 
aristocrats. By nature he was far from democratic; actually he chose 
the party of the people to protect himself from any suspicion that 
he wanted arbitrary power. Also, the people s party seemed the 
most likely source of support in his political contest with Cimon, 
who had great power with the aristocracy. . . . 

Under the pretense of teaching him only music, the sophist 
Damon , . . trained Pericles to be a young athlete of politics. Zeno, 

. . . who taught natural philosophy with a tongue like a double- 
edged weapon, instructed Pericles in the art of silencing opponents 
in argument, no matter which side he might take. But it was 
Anaxagoras . . . who inspired him to nobility of purpose and 
character. Anaxagoras was the first philosopher to teach that the 
order of the world was the work of a conscious intelligence rather 
than the result of chance. Pericles held Anaxagoras in high esteem; 
he filled himself with his tutor s lofty thought. He developed, under 
the influence of Anaxagoras, a sustained, even tone of voice which 
was extremely effective. More importantly, Anaxagoras inspired in 
the young Pericles a composure, serenity, and majestic dignity which 
nothing could disturb. 


... Pericles carefully reserved the eflFectiveness of his own appear¬ 
ances for great occasions. . , , He did not speak on every occasion, 
nor did he attend the assembly at each meeting. Matters of lesser 
importance were taken care of by friends or other speakers. He was 
never seen walking in public except when he went to the market¬ 
place or the council hall. He declined all invitations to supper, all 
nendly visits and indeed any intimate association which might 
weaken public impression of his superiority and gravity. He 

toew well that chgnity is not easy to preserve in the familiarity of 
comradeship or drinking. ^ 

Pencles was very careful of what and how he would speak-so 

Aafn^ addressed the people he prayed to the gods 

at no word might slip unawares from his lips which might be 

rysM£'fW-r“?”' hamnsuo them, 

brft Ijghlnmg- and the ‘dreadful th.mdcr- 

s tongue. . . . But it was his study of philosonhv whieb 

S tLlf’r'l*' alLolT » 

With this quality he suipassed all other orators of his time and 
gravity to affect the same sort of pride themselves, 
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saying that by imitating it they might in time come to possess it 
naturally. 

. . . Pericles made it his policy to gratify the desires of the 
people. He arranged to always have some great public show, ban¬ 
quet, or procession in town to please them—coaxing and managing 
his countrymen like children with such delights. Many have said 
that Pericles encouraged and led the people to bad habits; that by 
his public indulgences he changed the Athenians from a sober, 
thrifty people, who were self-sufficient, into lovers of expense, in¬ 
temperance and license. On the other hand, Thucydides described 


► Can a political leader 
justify the ys8 of tax 
revenues for public shows 
or buildings to win 
political support? 
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During the sIkIIi and 
fiftii centuries S.C., 

Greek cities colonized 
large parts of the 
Mediterranean basin. Tfie 
colonisls, or planters, 
osoally became quite 
independent of their 
mother city once their 
colonies were settled 


Tfie Persian Wars were 
fought between the Greeks, 
led by Athens, and the 
Persians during the first 
fifty years of tfie fifth 
century B.C» 


the rule of Pericles as an arlstocratical government which, though 
it was called a democracy, was in fact the supremacy of a single 
great man. Every year Pericles sent out sixty galleys, each carrying 
many citizens who were paid for eight months while they learned 
the art of seamanship. To further ease the city of an idle, restless 
crowd, he sent a thousand citizens into the Chersonese as planters, 

. . . five hundred more to the isle of Naxos, a thousand into Thrace, 
and others to Andros and Italy. In this way he both met the needs 
of poor Athenians and intimidated their allies by, in eflFect, posting 
garrisons in the midst of them. 

But it was the construction of public and sacred buildings which 
Pericles ordered that gave the most pleasure to the Athenians and 
astonished all strangers. ... Yet this was the policy for which 
Pericles was most criticized. His enemies denounced him: "Our 
Greek allies cannot but resent it as an insufferable affront, if not 
open tyranny, when they see the treasure they contributed for the 
Persian war wantonly lavished by us upon our own city. We use 
their money to gild Athens and adorn her like some vain woman 
bedecked with precious stones, to sculpt figures and temples which 
cost a thousand talents!” 

But Pericles informed the men of Athens that so long as they 
maintained the defense of their Greek allies and kept the Persians 
from attacking, Athens was in no way obliged to make any account¬ 
ing. "‘Those we defend do not supply so much as one horse or man 
or ship, but only money. If we uphold our side of the agreements,” 
he^said, “that money is not theirs who give it, but ours who receive 
it” Pericles wanted not only eternal glory for Athens, but also work 
and immediate prosperity for the undisciplined multitude of work¬ 
ers who stayed at home while those who were eligible earned public 
pay in military service. With the variety of workmanship needed 
to erect these great works of Athens, almost everyone in the city, 
either directly or indirectly, was on the public payroll. . 

When [his enemies] denounced Pericles for squandering the pub¬ 
lic money, Pericles rose in open assembly and put the question to 
the people whether they thought he had spent too much. They 
answered, Too much, a great deal!” “Then,” he said, “since it is 
so, let the cost be charged not to your account, but to mine; and 
let the inscriptions upon the buildings carry my name.” When they 
heard this, whether from surprise at his generosity or from a 
determination to share in the glory, they cried aloud, urging him 
to spend what he thought fit from the public purse, and to spare 
no cost till all work was finished. 

. . . With the people no longer divided, he got all of Athens and 
all affairs that pertained to the Athenians into his own hands. He 
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controlled their tributes, their armies, their galleys, the islands, the 
sea, and the far-flung power and leadership they exercised over 
other Greeks as well as barbarians. 

After Pericles had consolidated all political power, he was no 
longer the same man he had been before—he was not so tame, gentle 
and familiar with the people, nor so ready to comply with their 
wild and capricious desires. He turned from indulgence in courting 
their support to the austerity of aristocratic and regal rule. By 
being honorable, firm, and consistent in the city’s best interest, he 
was able to lead the people along and show them what should be 
done. Sometimes, though, he had to urge them forward and force 
them against their will to do what was for their best advantage. . . . 

Actually, Pericles’ influence was due not only to his eloquence 
but also ... to the whole fabric and reputation of his life, the 
confidence felt in his character, his manifest freedom from every 
kind of corruption, and his superiority to all considerations of 
money. . . . Nor did greatness come to Pericles as the lucky windfall 
of some happy chance of fate, nor as the brief bloom of a policy 
that flourished for a season only. For forty years he was first among 
statesmen, and after the banishment of Thucydides, for fifteen more 
years he held continuous command [as] general. During this entire 
period he preserved his integrity unspotted. 

Yet Pericles was not indifferent to earning money. Indeed, he 
was neither idle nor careless in looking after the property he in¬ 
herited from his father, but managed his business so it would not 
absorb his time and attention, yet not suffer from neglect. Each 
year’s produce he sold in a single sale. From the proceeds, he sup¬ 
plied everything needed for his family until the next year’s sale. 
Every expenditure was ordered and set down from day to day 
with great exactness; no money was spent except from profits 
already in hand. His sons and their wives objected to scanty allow¬ 
ances and minute calculation of daily expenditures; and claimed 
they should be able to enjoy some of the luxury customary to so 
great a family with such a large estate. 

This tight, parsimonious personal economy of Pericles was very 
unlike the conduct of his philosopher-tutor Anaxagoras, who, in 
contempt of wealth, left his house and his fields untended, insisting 
that one employed in purely intellectual contemplation should be 
independent of external and material things. Pericles, however, 
dedicating himself to the service of society and the business of life, 
found use for material wealth in helping the poor. To him, therefore, 
wealth was not only useful but also honorable and good. It is said 
that in the involvement of public business Pericles forgot Anaxag¬ 
oras, who finding himself neglected and deserted in his old age. 


The tributes were annoa! 
assessments Athens made 
on the member states of 
its imperial alliance. Tribute 
money was supposed to pay 
for Athens’s defense of the 
alliance against other states. 


► Should the government 
provide pensions for old 
people when they retire? 
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► Should mature people 
divorce and remarry when 
their children are grown and 
they are no longer happy 
together? 


According to Greek mythol¬ 
ogy, the gods dwelled on 
Mount Olympus io eastern 
Greece. The title “Olympian” 
implied that Pericles 
was fit to be a god. 


wrapped himself up, intending to starve. Pericles, hearing this, ran 
immediately to him and earnestly entreated him to give up his 
purpose, if not for his own sake, then so that Pericles and Athens 
would not be deprived of such a faithful and able counselor. Un¬ 
folding his robes, Anaxagoras replied, ''Ah, Pericles! Those who 
have need of a lamp take care to supply it with oil!” 

As a military leader, Pericles gained a great reputation for 
prudence. He would not willingly engage in any fight which he 
believed was unduly risky. He did not envy the glory of generals 
whose rash adventures were by chance crowned with success. . . . 

When Pericles and his first wife no longer agreed nor liked to 
live together, they parted by mutual consent, and she married 
another man. She had borne Pericles two sons, Xanthippus and 
Paralus. Pericles then took himself Aspasia, a woman who capti¬ 
vated the greatest statesmen and provoked much comment from 
the philosophers. Some say Pericles visited Aspasia on account of 
her knowledge and skill in politics. She had the reputation for being 
interested in only the most powerful men, and having taught public 
speaking to many famous Athenians; even Socrates sometimes went 
to visit her. . . . She was not an Athenian, but a Milesian by birth, 
who became famous throughout the Mediterranean world. Pericles 
loved her very much, and every day as he left and returned from 
the marketplace he greeted and kissed her. She bore him a son, who 
lacked full Athenian citizenship because of his mothers foreign 
birth. . . . 

Pericles was a man to be admired for his kind, just, dispassionate 
nature and the patience with which he accepted the conflicting 
humors of the Athenians, while persevering in working for Athens. 
Though his power was nearly absolute, he never used it to gratify 
himself nor did he ever treat an enemy as if he were irreconcilable. 
His unblemished integrity and irreproachable conduct during his 
whole administration made that otherwise absurd and arrogant title 
"Olympian ’ fitting and becoming. . . . 

The events that followed his death made the Athenians sharply 
aware of the loss of Pericles. Those who, while he lived, resented 
his great authority because it overshadowed their own, were soon 
disillusioned with other orators and statesmen. They soon began 
to acknowledge that for all his majestic power, no man had ever 
been more moderate, and that none had ever given to moderation 
such impressive authority. Corruption and vice, which Pericles 
had kept under control, grew, through licentious impunity, to be¬ 
come a flood of wrongdoing. Only then was the wisdom and re¬ 
straint with which Pericles had exercised his great power recognized 
as having been the chief bulwark of Athenian democracy. 
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3 ATHSNIAM EDUCATIOA^ 


Education gives children the knowledge, attitudes, and 
skills that society believes they will need in order to assume adult 
responsibilities. American students, for example, learn reading, 
writing, and arithmetic because these skills are necessary to hold a 
job, be a good citizen, and manage one’s personal affairs. Not every 
society has placed a high priority on these skills. For example, a 
primitive agricultural society which obtains its food from small 
family plots would depend upon fathers to teach their sons the 
techniques of farming rather than have them learn reading, writing, 
and arithmetic in a school. 

Education plays a vital role in a society’s efforts to develop good 
men, to help them lead the good life, and to have them support 
the ideals of the good society. American schools try to teach moral 
principles partly by punishing students when they break rules of 
good conduct. At least part of an American boy’s education stresses 
vocational skills so that he can get a job which will let him support 
a family and contribute to the economy. American educational in¬ 
stitutions teach students about American government so that tliey 
can participate intelligently in the democratic process. 

Reading 3 describes the way in which Athenian citizens were 
educated during the fifth century b.c. Using this information, you 
should be able to determine how Athens tried to develop individ¬ 
uals who were imbued with its ideals. Not every child in Athens 
received the kind of education described in the selection which 
follows, however. Only those who would eventually become citizens 
ever received this kind of schooling. Consequently girls, the 
children of slaves, and resident foreigners were excluded from 
Athenian schools. Moreover, only wealthy citizens could afford to 
send their children through the educational system, since the state 
did not provide free public education. Keep these exceptions in 
mind as you read the selection which follows, and use the questions 
below to guide you. 

L Wliat subjects were taught to Atlieiiiaii boys in school? Which 
of these subjects are still taught in American schools? 

2. How were children taught? What effect would these teaching 
teciiiiiques have on Athenian boys? 

3. What do you think was the purpose of schooling in Athens? 

4. Would Athenian education contribute to developing the good 
man? \\’’ouM it produce individuals who could lead the good 
life and work for the good societ}’? 
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By Joli!i i. Oood. 


► Shoold women receive the 
same formal education as 
men? 


Schools for Citizens 

In Athens, as everywhere, boys grew to become men. 
But in the ancient city, the process of growth involved much more 
than physical maturation. The adult male was a citizen, and 
Athenian citizens had many more responsibilities than their wives, 
servants, or slaves. The ideal citizen had to learn, as he grew, to 
weigh the arguments of a debate and reach a decision. He had to 
leam to express his own views eloquently and persuasively. He was 
expected to become an able judge of sculpture, architecture, and 
drama, for he might be asked to judge artistic works in some of 
the man y competitions which Athens sponsored. He also had to 
acquire the physical strength and skills to defend his city as a 
soldier. And most important, he had to learn the values by which 
Athenians guided their lives. 

The education of the citizen began in the home. As in all societies, 
child-rearing in Athens set many of the patterns for adult life. The 
child in his earliest years learned respect for his elders, the basic 
principles of proper behavior, and his duties to other members of 
his family. From infancy, the child learned that his father was 
absolute master of the household. But there is evidence that 
Athenian parents were somewhat more lenient than their counter¬ 
parts in other societies. Themistocles, for example, joked that his 
son was the real ruler of Athens, for Themistocles, the most power¬ 
ful man in the city was ruled by his wife, and his wife was ruled 
by their child. Even the toys and games of the young influenced 
what kind of adults they would become. Boys learned early to be 
competitive; even before they reached school age they played 
games in which the object was to triumph over a rival. The 
boy’s toy box nearly always contained a set of clay soldiers which 
he manipulated in great mock-battles. Boys began to learn military 
tactics at an early age. 

Girls never went to school. They received all their education in 
the home, learning the necessary skills of womanhood—embroidery, 
spinning, weaving, and other “domestic sciences.” Wives of citizens 
often taught their daughters to read and write, and many girls 
learned to dance, sing, and play a musical instrument. Some men 
argued that women should receive more formal education. “Is there 
anyone with whom you hold fewer discussions than with your 
wife?” they asked. Perhaps home life would not be so intellectually 
boring, they contended, if girls learned some of the things that 
boys began to leam at the age of six—the age that Athenians 
believed marks the beginning of rationality. The boys did not go 
to free, public schools, for Athens had none. They were educated 
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at their fathers’ expense. Yet Athens valued education highly, and 
fathers were expected to see that their sons received formal edu¬ 
cation. In fact, Athenian law stipulated that a son need not care 
for his aged father if his father had not provided for his education. 

The schools were run by professional schoolmasters, stem men 
who did not spare the rod if a boy misbehaved, or even if he merely 
stumbled over a recitation of his A, B, Cs. Elementary-school 
teaching was not a respected vocation in Athens. An Athenian 
proverb defines a man who has fallen on ill fortune as one who 
is “either dead or teaching A, B, C’s.” 

Once he acquired a certain amount of literacy, the boy began to 
read the poets, particularly Homer. He was made to memorize long 
passages from both the Iliad and the Odyssey and a few of the 
brightest boys even memorized all of the two works. Not only did 
the boy have to memorize the passages; he was also expected to 
recite them with intelligence and expression. Athenians believed 
that this type of instruction would not only cultivate oratorical 
skills in the young, but also imbue boys with the ideals symbolized 
by the heroes of Homer s great epics. 

Schoolboys also learned arithmetic in their first years at school. 
Mathematics was not only useful for keeping accounts; it also was 
the basis of many aspects of Greek culture. The Athenians knew 
that much about the world could be understood best by the ap¬ 
plication of mathematical logic—proportion in architecture, musical 
harmonies, symmetry and unity in design. Hence, Athenian school¬ 
boys learned arithmetic to become capable of making aesthetic and 
logical judgments. They did not learn to figure, as later generations 
would, mainly in order to conduct business affairs or to inquire in 
the empirical sciences. 

About the time that a boy reached the age of thirteen his musical 
education began. He was taught to sing and to play a musical 
instrument, generally the lyre, a small harp. Music occupied an 
important part in the curriculum because Athenians believed that 
it cultivated the feelings. The Greeks believed that music produced 
specific emotional reactions, and that these reactions were governed 
by mathematical structures which defined harmony, phrasing, and 
tonal scales. Music properly cultivated feelings because it released 
emotions only within a rational structure. It provided that proper 
balance and relationship between passion and reason which was 
the Greek ideal. 

Physical training also played an important part in the boys’ 
education. Most of the training was devoted to running, leaping, 
wrestling, hunting, driving chariots, and hurling javelins—skills 
which contributed to the boys’ ability to defend the city. Physical 


► Can a society expect 
excellent people to teach 
school if it refuses to 
give teachers the status 
and respect gi¥en to mem* 
bers of other professions? 


The Athenians had very few 
books, in societies where 
the written word is rare, 
long epic poems have been 
memorized and transnnitted 
orally through many 
generations. 


Though only a few frag¬ 
ments of Greek music 
survive, many theoretical 
writings on music are 
available. The Greeks 
approached music with 
mathematical logic and 
powerful emotions. In this 
respect Greek music 
resembled classical Indian 
music. 


► What should be the func¬ 
tion of physical education in 
a high school? 
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ihetork is fae art of 
spakirig or f/riting 
effectively. 


Trans, in 0. f. Botsford 
and E. G. Sihler, Seiteiic 
Cifiiizatioii flew York: 
Colombia University Press, 
1915), p. 478. Ipfiifai came 
to mean tliose yoong men 
wdo were completing their 
edycation to become 
citizens. 


training also involved learning to use the weapons of the day, the 
bow and the sling. The development of skill, strength, and a com¬ 
petitive spirit took place in the gymnasia, and the boys would 
continue to go there for exercise and conversation even after they 
became grown men. A large proportion of Athenian boys were too 
poor to continue formal education after the age of sixteen. These 
sons of less wealthy parents went to work, while the more fortunate 
paid handsomely for advanced education with the great ‘professors” 
of the day. Many studied rhetoric, for the ability to express oneself 
well increased his status, prestige, and power. These young men 
also studied philosophy, aesthetics, and mathematics. Physical 
training also continued, as the boys went to professional coaches of 
wrestling, boxing, spear-throwing, and riding to increase their skills. 

At the age of eighteen all young men began their formal military 
training. In impressive ceremonies, perhaps a thousand or more 
eighteen-year-olds marched to a temple and recited the Ephibic 
Oath: 

I will not disgrace the sacred arms, nor will I abandon the man next 
to me, whoever he may be. I will bring aid to the ritual of the state, 
and to the holy duties, both alone and in company with many. I will 
transmit my native commonwealth not lessened, but larger and better 
than I have received it. I will obey those who from time to time are 
judges; I will obey the established statutes, and whatever other regula¬ 
tions the people shall enact. If anyone shall attempt to destroy the statutes 
I will not permit it, but will repel him both alone and with all. I will 
honor the ancestral faith. 

The inductees then marched off to the Piraeus, for garrison duty 
and military training for several months. They ate at a common 
mess with the other members of their tribe, hopefully developing 
the^ esprit de corps and loyalty to their fellows which Athenians 
believed so essential to the life of the city. For men might legiti¬ 
mately disagree with each other on what should be done, but they 
were expected to be of one heart in their affection, pride, and 
devotion to their polis. Upon conclusion of their garrison duty and 
training young men marched back to Athens. Before an assembly 
held in the great theater each man was presented with a spear and 
a shield. Together they marched off again, this time to patrol the 
frontiers of the polis. While on duty they received instruction in 
marching, digging trenches, building fortifications, and using siege 
weapons. 

Their tour of duty over at about the age of twenty, the young 
men returned again to the city, this time to take their places as 
citizens Having completed their formal education, they returned 
as highly capable and interesting young men. 
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4 THE PLACE OF WO.ViEM 


Most people in the ancient world toiled endlessly for 
little reward. A large proportion of Athenian citizens, however, 
enjoyed the leisure to participate in the city^s rich cultural life. But 
not all Athenians were citizens. In Pericles’s day, only about 50,000 
male offspring of two native-born parents enjoyed the privileges of 
citizenship and therefore full participation in Athenian life. Ap¬ 
proximately 20,000 resident foreigners, 125,000 slaves, and the wives 
and children of citizens were denied these privileges. 

The slaves, working long hours in the fields, silver mines, shops, 
and households of citizens, led the hardest lives of aU Athenians. 
Resident foreigners, most of whom engaged in business, enjoyed 
more material comfort than slaves. They were heavily taxed, how¬ 
ever, and could not participate fully in political, economic, and 
cultural affairs. Although scholars agree that women were excluded 
from full participation in Athenian life, they disagree about the 
exact status women achieved in the Athenian social structure. Some 
students of Greek history believe that women were little more than 
prisoners in the households of their husbands. Others contend that 
women had an honored place in society. 

This dispute among modem scholars about the place of women 
in Athenian society may reflect disagreement among Athenian men. 
The selection that follows presents only one Athenian thinkers 
view of the role and status of women. You will examine other atti¬ 
tudes in class. 

Xenophon, author of the following selection, was a historian, an 
essayist, and a soldier. His Oeconomicus was a treatise on estate 
management. Along with other matters, he naturally discussed the 
role of the lady of the manor. The essay is written in the form of 
a dialogue between Socrates and Ischomachus, who owned a coun¬ 
try estate. As you read, try to answer the following questions: 


Afnens did fiot take a 
thorough census, so 
these pop'uiatfoji figures 
3^8 educated guesses. 


1. What does Iscliomaclius consider to be the special abilities and 
dispositions of women? What role does he think these abilities 
and dispositions fit them for? 

2. Wliat status did Iscliomachiis give his wife? What privileges 
did she have? what duties? 

3. How would you describe the relationship between Isclioniaclios 
and his wife? 

4. If all Athenian men had treated their wives as Ischomachus 
treated Ills, what kind of life would the wives have led? Do 
you think it would have been a good life? Why or why not? 
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► Should parents play a 
major roie in choosing their 
childreoto mates? 


Lessons for a Young Wife 

. . . But to answer your question, Socrates (he pro¬ 
ceeded), I certainly do not spend my days indoors, if for no other 
reason, because my wife is quite capable of managing our domestic 
aJffairs without my aid. 

Ah! (said I), Ischomachus, that is just what I should like par¬ 
ticularly to learn from you. Did you yourself educate your wife 
to he all that a wife should be, or when you received her from her 
father and mother was she already a proficient well skilled to dis¬ 
charge the duties appropriate to a wife? 

Well skilled! (he replied). What proficiency was she likely to 
bring with her, when she was not quite fifteen at the time she 
wedded me, and during the whole prior period of her life had 
been most carefully brought up to see and hear as little as possible, 
and to ask the fewest questions? or do you not think one should 
be satisfied, if at marriage her whole experience consisted in know¬ 
ing how to take the wool and make a dress, and seeing how her 
mother s handmaidens had their daily spinning-tasks assigned them? 
For (he added), as regards control of appetite and self-indulgence, 
she had received the soundest education, and that I take to he the 
most important matter in the bringing-up of man or woman. . . . 

Socrates: Pray, narrate to me, Ischomachus, I beg of you, what 
you first [taught] her. . . . 

Why, Socrates (he answered), when after a time she had become 
accustomed to my hand, that is, was tamed suflSciently to play her 
part in a discussion, I put to her this question: ‘‘Did it ever strike 
you to consider, dear wife, what led me to choose you as my wife 
among all women, and your parents to entrust you to me of all 
men? It was certainly not from any difficulty that might beset either 
of us to find another bedfellow. That I am sure is evident to you. 
No! it was with deliberate intent to discover, I for myself and your 
parents in behalf of you, the best partner of house and children we 
could find, that I sought you out, and your parents, acting to the 
best of their ability, made choice of me. If at some future time God 
grant us to have children born to us, we will take counsel together 
how best to bring them up, for that too will be a common interest, 
and a common blessing if haply they shall live to fight our battles 
and we find in them hereafter support and succour when ourselves 
are old. But at present there is our house here, which belongs alike 
to both. It is common property, for all that I possess goes by my 
will into the common fund, and in the same way all that you de¬ 
posited was placed by you to the common fund. We need not stop 
to calculate in figures which of us contributed most, but rather let 
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US lay to heart this fac't that whichever of us proves the better 
partner, he or she at once contributc's what is most worth having_ 

“God made provision from llu' first shaping, as it seems to me, the 
woman’s nature for indoor and man’s for outdoor occupations. Man’s 
body and soul llt^ furnished with a grc'ater capacity for enduring 
heat and cold, wayfaring and military marchc-s; or, to repeat, lie 
laid upon his shoulders tlu* outdoor works. 

“While in creating the* body ol woman with less capacity for these 
things,” I contimu'd, "Cod would schuu to have imposed on her the 
indoor works; and knowing that He had implanted in the woman 
and imposed upon her the nurture of new-born babes, lie endowed 
her with a largc'r shar<‘ of afh'ction for the iK'iw-born child than lie 
bestowed upon man. And since; Ih' had imposed on woman the 
guardianship of tlu> things imported without, Cod, in His wisdom, 
perceiving that a hairful spirit was no detrimemt to guardianship, 
endowed the. woman with a larger measure of timidity than lie 
bestowed on man. Knowing furtluT that he to W'hom tlie outdoor- 
works belonged would need to defend them against malign attack, 
He endowed the man in turn with a largtir share of courage. 

“And seeing that both alike feel llie ne(‘d of giving and receiving, 
He set down memory and carefulness Ix-lwi'en them for thiur com¬ 
mon use, .so that you would find it hard to det<‘rmine wheth(;r of the 
two, the male or the female!, has the larger share of these. So, too, 
God set down hetwt-en them for tlnur common u.s(! the gift of self- 
control, wher(! needed. . . . And for the very rea.son that their 
natures are not alike adapted to like ends, tlu-y stand in gre-ater iu!ed 
of one another; and the murri<*d couple is made more u.s(!ful to 
itself, the one fulfilling what the other lacks. 

“Now, being wtdl aware of this, my wife,” I uddt!d, “and knowing 
well what things are laid upon us ... by CJod Himself, must wo not 
strive to perform, each iii the best way po.ssible, our re.spective 
duties? Law, too, gives her e(m.s<‘nt-luw and tlu; usage; of man¬ 
kind, by .sanctioning the* w«*dIoek of man and wife; and just as Cod 
ordained them to be partners in their children, .so the; law estab¬ 
lishes their common ownership of house and <;statc. Custom, more¬ 
over, proclaims us beautiful those e.'jcelhmces of man and woman 
with which Cod gifted them at birth. I’hus for a woman to bide 
tranquilly at homt‘ ratlier than roam abroad is no dishonour; but 
for a man to remain imloors, insf<'ad of devoting liimself to outdoor 
pursuits, is a thing disereditabh'. Hut if a man does things contrary 
to the nature given him by Co<l, the ehaiices are, .such insubordina¬ 
tion e,scapc.s not the eye of Ih-aven; hi; pays the penalty, whether 
of neglecting his own works, or of performing tho.se appropriate to 
woman. . . . 



Xenopi^oii was describing 
a cooiilry estate that 
was, for tlie most part, 
economically self- 
sufficient Compare it 
to an eigliteeiitli-ceiitijry 
plantation in Virginia. 


► Slioyid a woman be able 
to find fylfillment only 
through her family and her 
household duties? 


'‘You will need in the same way to stay indoors, despatching to 
their toils without those of your domestics whose work lies there. 
Over those whose appointed tasks are wrought indoors, it will be 
your duty to preside; yours to receive the stuffs brought in; yours 
to apportion part for daily use, and yours to make provision for the 
rest, to guard and gamer it so that the outgoings destined for a 
year may not be expended in a month. It will be your duty, when 
the wools are introduced, to see that clothing is made for those who 
need; your duty also to see that the dried com is rendered fit and 
serviceable for food. 

"There is just one of all these occupations which devolve upon 
you,’’ I added, "you may not find so altogether pleasing. Should any 
of our household fall sick, it will be your care to see and tend them 
to the recovery of their health.” 

"Nay,” she answered, "that will be my pleasantest of tasks, if 
careful nursing may touch the springs of gratitude and leave them 
friendlier than heretofore.” . . . 

"But there are other cares, you know, and occupations,” I 
answered, "which are yours by right, and these you will find agree¬ 
able. This, for instance: to take some maiden who knows naught of 
carding wool and to make her a proficient in the art, doubling her 
usefulness; or to receive another quite ignorant of housekeeping 
or of service, and to render her skilful, loyal, serviceable, till she is 
worth her weight in gold; or again, when occasion serves, you have 
it in your power to requite by kindness the well-behaved whose 
presence is a blessing to your house; or maybe to chasten the bad 
character, should such a one appear. But the greatest joy of all will 
be to prove yourself my better; to make me your faithful follower; 
knowing no dread lest as the years advance you should decline in 
honour in your household, but rather tmsting that, though your hair 
turn gray, yet, in proportion as you come to be a better helpmate to 
myself and to the children, a better guardian of our home, so will 
your honour increase throughout the household as mistress, wife, 
and mother, daily more dearly prized. Since,” I added, "it is not 
through excellence of outward form, but by reason of the lustre of 
virtues shed forth upon the life of man, that increase is given to 
things beautiful and good.” 

That, Socrates, or something like that, as far as I may trust my 
memory, records the earliest conversation which I held with her. 
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Athens: The Ideals 

STATING THE ISSUE 


By any standard, the Athenians left a rich heritage to modem 
man. Their philosophy, embodied in the works of Plato, Aristotle, 
and many others, still helps to shape western thought. Their temples, 
though few in number and small in size, stand as enduring monu¬ 
ments of excellence. Modern theatrical companies still perform their 
plays, which continue to oflFer penetrating insights into basic human 
dilemmas. Their democratic political system, which offered all citi¬ 
zens a voice in shaping the community, remains a standard by which 
modem men judge their own governments. 

Perhaps the Greek heritage endured because ancient Athenians 
faced squarely the most significant questions that confront men in 
all ages. Athenians boldly asked themselves what is good. They 
examined critically their assumptions about truth, beauty, and 
justice. Because they confronted these issues honestly and intelli¬ 
gently, they left the modem world a treasure of philosophy, art, and 
literature concerned with mans most important problems. 

The eagerness of Athenians to probe the meaning of life grew in 
part from their great confidence in man. They believed that man, 
through the use of his reason and the liberation of his spirit, could 
find answers to history’s most profound questions. Consequently, 
they were far more wilHng than most other peoples, before or since, 
to speculate about the meaning of existence. Can man lead a good 
life on earth? What does a good man owe to his family, to 
his companions, and to strangers? What do a society’s ideals reveal 
about its conceptions of what is good? Should a man obey society’s 
laws if he thinks that they are basically wrong? These are the 
major issues of Chapter 2. 


CHAPTER 

2 
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5 GREEK CONCEPTS 
OF THE AFTERLIFE 

Men have always sought immortality. Unwilling to accept 
the idea that a mans existence ends with his final heartbeat, they 
have clung tenaciously to belief in an afterlife. Some men, such as 
Christians, think that life in an eternal paradise lies beyond the 
grave. Others, such as Hindus, contend that men’s souls leave them 
at death to enter the bodies of other earthly creatures. Still others 
believe that man achieves immortality only through the memories 
of men who live after him. All these beliefs influence the ways in 
whi(± men spend their earthly existence. Indeed, preparation for 
death shapes much of what men do in this world. 

The Greeks sought immortality as much as men of any age. Con¬ 
sequently, they asked themselves questions about the afterlife and 
about the relationship between the afterlife and life on this earth. 

n these questions, as on so many fundamental issues, no single 
Creek view prevailed. Adept and passionate thinkers, the Greeks 
often pursued dffierent lines of thought to different conclusions. 
Reading 5 presents the afterlife as seen by three Greeks-a ninth- 
cenfety-B.c. poet and two fourth-century-B.c. philosophers. As you 
read, keep the following questions in mind; 

1. How is die afterlife defined in Horner’s story of Od.vsseus in 
liades. How do Epiciirjs and Socrates define it? 

2. According to Homer, is tlie afterlife something to be desired? 
Does Socrates belie’re the afterlife is something to strive for? 

Mow about Epicurus? 

3. Does each beliei-e that the afterlife is a reward for having lived 
a good life on earth? 

4. H hat does each of these three views of the afterlife impiv about 
how a man snoiild live on earth? What does each imply about 
the central purpose of this life? 


The Afterlife According to Homer 

For Athenians the epic poetry of Homer was a prime 
source of history, national spirit, religion, and entertainment. 
Homers two great works, the Iliad and the Odyssey, tell the heroic 
s ory of the Trojan War, fought between the Greeks and the Tro¬ 
ians, a people who dominated western Asia Minor. Homer composed 
his poems around 800 B.C., nearly four centuries after the Trojan 




War. The Iliad and the Odyssey became fountainheads of Greek 
culture. In the fifth century nearly all Athenians knew Homers 
stories; Athenian schoolchildren studied Homer and memorized 
long passages from his works. 

In the following selection from the Odyssey, Homer describes a 
visit by Odysseus, a Greek war-hero, to Hades, the place where 
the Greeks believed all souls went after death. Odysseus, however, 
is not yet dead; he goes to Hades to get directions for a safe passage 
home from the tear to his family in Greece. Once in Hades, Odys¬ 
seus meets the sold of his mother, whom he has not seen since 
leaving for the tear, and then the soul of Achilles, another Greek 
hero of the Trojan War. As Odysseus relates the story, he first 
questions his mother. 

“'But do tell me, really and truly, what was the cause of your 
death? how did you die? Was it a long disease? or did Artemis 
Archeress [goddess of the hunt] kill you with her gentle shafts? 
And tell me about my father/ . . . 

•• * • ''^[Y]our father stays there in the country and never comes 
to town. His bedding is not glossy rugs and blankets on a bedstead, 
but in winter he sleeps among the hinds in the house, in the dust 
beside the fire, and wears poor clothes: when summer comes and 
blooming autumn, he lies on the ground anywhere about the slope 
of his vineyard, on a heap of fallen leaves. There he lies sorrowing 
and will not be comforted, longing for your return; old age weighs 
heavy upon him. 

“'And this is how I sickened and died. The Archeress did not 
shoot me in my own house with those gentle shafts that never miss; 
it was no disease that made me pine away; but I missed you so 
much, and your clever wit and your gay merry ways, and life was 
sweet no longer, so I died."' 

“When I heard this, I longed to throw my arms round her neck. 
Three times I tried to embrace the ghost, three times it slipt through 
my hands like a shadow or a dream. A sharp pang pierced my 
heart, and I cried out straight from my heart to hers: 

'"Mother dear! Why don't you stay with me when I long to 
embrace you? Let us relieve our hearts, and have a good cry in each 
other's arms. Are you only a phantom which awful Persephoneia 
[goddess of the underworld] has sent to make me more unhappy 
than ever?' 

“My dear mother answered: 

“ 'Alas, alas, my child, most luckless creature on the face of the 
earth! Persephoneia is not deceiving you, she is the daughter of 
Zeus; but this is only what happens to mortals when one of us dies. 


Hcmer, Ihe Odyssey, trans. 
by W. H. D. Rouse (l^ew York: 
7n a M 8 w Am e li ca n L i b ra ry J n c., 
1937). pp. 119420,124-125. 
Reprinted by permission. 
English rights controlied by 
Thomas Nelson & Sons, Ltd. 
This translator decided that 
the poetry of Honier couid 
most effectively be rendered 
in English through prose. 


► How often should children 
visit aged parents? 
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Teiresias was a blind 
prophet You wiii meet 
him again when you read 
Antigsne. 


As soon as the spirit leaves the white bones, the sinews no longer 
hold flesh and bones together—the blazing fire consumes them all; 
but the soul flits away fluttering like a dream. Make haste to the 
light; but do not forget all this, tell it to your wife by and by.’ . 

“As we two stood talking together of our sorrows in this mourn¬ 
ful way, other ghosts came up: Achilles and Patroclos, and Anti- 
lochos, the man without stain and without reproach, and Aias, who 
was most handsome and noble of all next to the admirable Achilles. 
[These four men were Greek warriors.] The ghost of Achilles knew 
me, and said in plain words; 

“‘Here is Prince Odysseus who never fails! O you foolhardy 
man! Your ingenious brain will never do better than this. How did 
you dare to come down to Hades, where dwell the dead without 
sense or feeling, phantoms of mortals whose weary days are done?’ 

“I answered him, ‘My lord Achilles . . . , our chief and our cham¬ 
pion before Troy! I came to ask Teiresias if he had any advice or 
help for me on my way to my rugged island home. For I have not 
yet set foot in my own country, since trouble has ever been my 
lot. But you, Achilles, are most blessed of all men like the gods- 
and now you are a potentate in this world of the dead. Then do 
not deplore your death, Achilles.’ 


He answered at once, ‘Don’t bepraise death to me, Odysseus. 
I would rather be a plowman to a yeoman farmer on a small hold¬ 
ing than lord paramount in the kingdom of the dead.’ ” 


Epicurus, aoMen Maxims, 
in Waitgr R. Agard, Tk 
Sreak Mind (Princeton: 

D. Van Nostrand Company 
Inc., 1957), p. 162. 
Heprinted by permission. 


Epicurus on Life and Death 

_ The following selection comes from the Golden Maxims 
0 / Epicurus a phUosopher of the fourth century b.c. Unlike most 
Greek thinkers Epicurus had little use for the gods; his name, in 
fact, became the Hebrew word for “atheist.” 

Accustom yourself to think that death means nothing to us. For 

“nd death is .an end 

bv ffivine pt^eiple makes human life pleasant, not 

i but by freeing us from 

any desure for immortalty. For there is nothing in life to be afnaid 

nSv ^^tb ^ “ '•'O S^atest of calamides, 

de«h !s L ® "“0 "0 “ "ot. and wheri 

death rs here we are not. So death means nothing to either the 

d'rd^do nt[ S’ ‘*0 '>>0 and the 
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Socrates Contemplates His Death 

In the year 399 b.c., Socrates, the great Athenian philoso¬ 
pher, was tried and condemned to death on the charge of corrupt¬ 
ing the minds of the youth of Athens. In this selection, written by 
his student, Plato, we find Socrates reflecting upon death and the 
afterlife as he awaits his execution in his cell. 


. . . [T]hose of us who think that death is an evil must needs be 
mistaken. I have a clear proof that that is so. . . . 

. . . [W]e may well hope that death is a good. For the state of 
death is one of two things: either the dead man wholly ceases to 
be and loses all consciousness or, as we are told, it is a change and 
a migration of the soul to another place. And if death is the ab¬ 
sence of all consciousness, and like the sleep of one whose slumbers 
are unbroken by any dreams, it will be a wonderful gain. For if a 
man had to select that night in which he slept so soundly that he 
did not even dream, and had to compare with it all the other nights 
and days of his life, and then had to say how many days and nights 
in his life he had spent better and more pleasantly than this night, 
I think that a private person, nay, even the Great King of Persia 
himself, would find them easy to count, compared with the others. 
If that is the nature of death, I for one count it a gain. For then 
it appears that all time is nothing more than a single night. But if 
death is a journey to another place, and what we are told is true— 
that all who have died are there—what good could be greater than 
this? . . . [Wjhat would you not give to converse with Orpheus and 
Musaeus and Hesiod and Homer? ... I am willing to die many 
times if this be true. ... I could spend my time in examining those 
who are there, as I examine men here, and in finding out which of 
them is wise, and which of them thinks himself wise when he is 
not wise. . . . 

And you too . . . must face death hopefully, and believe this one 
truth, that no evil can happen to a good man, either in life or after 
death. His affairs are not neglected by the gods; and what has 
happened to me today has not happened by chance. I am persuaded 
that it was better for me to die now, and to be released from 
trouble; and that was the reason why the guide never turned me 
back. And so I am not at all angry with my accusers or with those 
who have condemned me to die. Yet it was not with this in mind 
that they accused me and condemned me, but meaning to do me 
an injury. So far I may blame them. 

Yet I have one request to make of them. When my sons grow up, 
punish them, my friends, and harass them in the same way that I 


P'^ato, Eolfiipliro, Ipologf, 
Crito, tans, by F. j. 

Church and R. D. Cummings 
'.Wew York; Liberai Arts 
Press, Inc., 1956], pp. 
47«49. 


These four men were 
famous Greek singers and 
poets of the past 
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► Do you believe that 
excelJence should be 
pursued at tfie expense 
of fuaterial comfort? Or 
should one stride for 
some of each? 


have harassed you, if they seem to you to care for riches or for any 
other thing more than excellence; and if they think that they are 
something when they are really nothing, reproach them, as I have 
reproached you, for not caring for what they should, and for think¬ 
ing that they are something when really they are nothing. And if 

you will do this, I myself and my sons will have received justice 
from you. 


6 THE HERO AND 
THE GOOD LIFE 

T conceptions of the good man and tlie 

gtMd hfe. Nathan Halo. Martin Luther King, Babe Ruth, and John 
Glenn s^bolize qualities of the good man to many Americans. In 
similar fashion, the lives of people as diverse as the Beatles and 
the Kennedys influence our thoughts about the nature of the good 
Me. So long as man can learn and has memory, past and present 
heroes will subtly mold his world. 

The selections in Reading 6 present four models that influenced 
ancient Athenians. The first, Odysseus, was the hero of Homer’s 
Odt/sset/, an ^ic tale that describes the adventures of Odysseus on 

mLt T" of *0 

Sat f^W The three 

that follow Tellus, Cleobis, and Biton, were more simple folk. 

fi? ^conversation about the nature of happiness be- 
^een Solon, the Athenian wise man and reformer, and Croesus a 
fabulously wealthy king in Asia Minor. As you read these two 
selections, let the following questions guide your thinking: 

1. mat are the characteristics of the good man according to 
Homers story of Odysseus and the Cyclops? 

- Do you think the standards of the good man suggested by the 
bS™£?°^ Odysseus provide a satisfactory guide to human 

Relieve make men 

deSLrS ^ 

4. Which provides a better model for a good man and a good 

mod V' ^ man with more 

modest attainments? 
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Odysseus and the Cyclops 

In the folloiving selection Odysseus tells of his encoun¬ 
ter with the Cyclops, the giant, one-eyed monster. After having 
been blown off course, Odysseus and his men landed on the island 
inhabited by the Cyclops and were captured. Odysseus tells hoto 
he plotted to free his men. 

‘"‘Who are you?’ [the Cyclops] called out. 'Where do you come 
from over the watery ways? Are you traders, or a lot of pirates 
ready to kill and be killed, bringing trouble to foreigners?’ 

"While he spoke, our hearts were wholly broken within us to see 
the horrible monster, and to hear that beastly voice. But I managed 
to answer him: 

"'We are Achaians [Greeks] from Troy, driven out of our course 
over the broad sea by all the winds of heaven. We meant to sail 
straight home, but we have lost our way altogether: such was the 
will of Zeus, I suppose. We have the honour to be the people of 
King Agamemnon [of the Achaians]. . . , whose fame is greatest of 
all men under the sky, for the strong city he sacked and the many 
nations he conquered. But we have found you, and come to your 
knees, to pray if you will give us the stranger’s due or anything 
you may think proper to give to a stranger. Respect the gods, most 
noble sir; see, we are your suppliants! Strangers and suppliants 
have their guardian strong, God walks with them to see they get 
no wrong.’ 

"He answered me with cruel words: 'You are a fool, stranger, or 
you come from a long way off, if you expect me to fear gods. Zeus 
Almighty be damned and his blessed gods with him. We Cyclopians 
care nothing for them, we are stronger than they are. I should not 
worry about Zeus if I wanted to lay hands on you or your compan¬ 
ions. But tell me, where did you moor your ship—far off or close 
by? I should be glad to know that’ 

"He was just trying it on, but I knew something of the world and 
saw through it; so I answered back, 'My ship was wrecked by 
Poseidon Earthshaker, who cast us on the rocks near the boundary 
of your country; the wind drove us on a lee shore. But I was saved 
with these others.’ 

"The cruel monster made no answer, but just jumped up and 
reached out towards my men, grabbed two like a pair of puppies 
and dashed them on the ground: their brains ran out and soaked 
into the earth. Then he cut them up limb by limb, and made them 
ready for supper. He devoured them like a mountain lion, bowels 
and flesh and marrow-bones, and left nothing. We groaned aloud. 


Homer, Ihs Odyssejf, trans. 
by W. H. D. Rouse (Mew York: 
The Hew American Library, loc., 
1937}, pp. 98-101. Reprinted 
by permission. English rights 
cofitrolled by Thomas Halson 
a Sons, Ltd. 


In a world undotted with 
motels and other pobiic 
accofnmodations, one was 
expected to greet a 
stranger with hospitality. 


Poseidon was the god of 
the sea. 


Note this vivid, if gory, 
example of Homer's 
imagery. Homer often 
described the unfamiliar 
by a precise comparison 
to something that was 
more easily imaginable. 
Here he implies that the 
Cyclops is as powerful 
compared to man as man 
is to a poppy. 
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lifting our hands to Zeus, when we saw this brutal business; but 
there was nothing to be done. 

"'When Goggle-eye had filled his great belly with his meal of 
human flesh, washed down with a draught of milk neat, he lay and 
stretched himself among the sheep. But I did not lose heart. I 
considered whether to go near and draw my sharp sword and 
drive it into his breast; I could feel about till I found the place 
where the midriff encloses the liver. But second thoughts kept me 
back. We should have perished ourselves in that place, dead and 
done for; we could never have moved the great stone which he 
had planted in the doorway. So we lay groaning and awaited the 
dawn. 

"Dawn came. He lit the fire, milked his flocks, all in order, put 
the young under each, then he grabbed two more men and pre¬ 
pared his breakfast. That done, he drove out the fat flocks, moving 
away the great stone with ease; but he put it back again, just as 
you fit cover to quiver. With many a whistle Goggle-eye turned his 
fat flocks to the hills; but I was left brooding and full of dark plans, 
longing to have my revenge if Athena would grant my prayer. 

"Among all my schemes and machinations, the best plan I could 
think of was this. A long spar was lying beside the pen, a sapling 
of green olive-wood; Goggle-eye had cut it down to dry it and use 
as a staff. It looked to us about as large as the mast of a twenty-oar 
ship . . . ; it was about that length and thickness. I cut off a fathom 
of this, and handed it over to my men to dress down. They made 
it smooth, then I sharpened the end and charred it in the hot fire, 
and hid it carefully under the dung which lay in a great mass all 
over the floor. Then I told the others to cast lots who should help 
me with the pole and rub it into his eye while he was sound asleep. 
The lot fell on those four whom I would have chosen myself, which 
made five counting me. 

"In the evening, back he came with his flocks. This time he drove 
them all into the cave, and left none outside in the yard; whether 
he suspected something, or God made him do it, I do not know. 
Then he lifted the great stone and set it in place, sat down and 
milked his ewes and nannies bleating loudly, all in order, put her 
young under each, and when all this was done, grabbed two more 
men and made his meal. 

"At this moment I came near to Goggle-eye, holding in my hand 
an ivy-wood cup full of the red wine, and I said: 

"'Cyclops, here, have a drink after that jolly meal of mans- 
mutton! I should like to show you what drink we had on board 
our ship. I brought it as a drink-offering for you, in the hope that 
you might have pity and help me on my way home. But you are 
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mad beyond all bc'aring! Hard heart, how can you expect any 
other men to pay you a visit? For you have done what is not right.’ 

“He took it and .swallowed it down. The good stuff delighted 
him terribly, and he asked for another drink; 

“‘Oh, please give me more, and tell me your name this very 
minute! I will give you a stranger’s gift which will make you ^ 

happy! Mother earth does give us wine in huge bunches, even in .Scldent'orteedTi''^ 

this part ot the world, and the rain from heaven makes them grow; 
but this is a rivulet of nectar and ambrosial’ 

“Then I gave him a second draught. Three drinks I gave him; 
three times the fool drank. At last, when the wine had got into 
his head, I said to him in the gentlest of tones: 

‘“Cyclop.s, do you ask me my name? Well, I will tell you, and 
you shall give nui the stranger’s due', as you promised. Noman is 
my name; Noman is what mother and father call me and all my 
friends.’ 

“Then the cnu'l me)nster said, ‘Noman sluill be last eate'n of his 
company, and all the' erthe'rs shall be eaten be'forc him! that shall 
be your stranger’s gift.’ 

“As he said this, down he slipt and rollt'd em his back. Ilis thick 
neck drooped side'ways, and all-ee)n(iue'ring slet'p laid he)ld on him; 
wine dribbled out of liis gulle't with lumps of human flesh, as he 
belched in his drunke'n slumbers. 'rh<*n I drove the pole deep under 
the ashes te) grow hot, anel spoke to hearten my men that no one 
might fail me; through fe'ar. 

“As se)on as the; wood wtis on the; point of catching fire, and 
glowed white-hot, green as it was, I elrew it eiuickly out of the; fire 
while my men stoe)el round me: God breathed courage into us then. 

The men took hold of the stake;, and thnist the; sharp point into his 
eye; and I Icane'd hard e)n it from above and turned it rerund and 
round. As a man bores a ship’s timber with an auger, while e)the;r.s 
at the lowe'r part kee;p turning it with a strap which the;y hold at 
each end, ancl round and round it nms; so we held the fire-sharp¬ 
ened pe)le; ancl turnc'd it, and the blood bubbk;el about its hot point. 

The fumes singed eye;Iids and ciyelashes all about as the eyeball 
burnt and the; roots crackh'd in the fire, As a smith plunges an axe 
or an adze' in cold watc;r, for that makes the stre;ngth of ste'cl, ancl 
it hisses loud when ho te;mpe;rs it, so his c'ye sizzletl about the pole 
of olive-wood. 

“He gave; a horrible bellow till the rocks rang again, and we 
.shrank away in fc'ur. T’lu'n he dniggc'd out the post from his eye 
dabbled and elriijping with blood, and thrc'w it from him, wringing 
his hands in wild agony, ancl roar(;d aloud to the Cye-lopians who 
lived in caves round al)out among the; windy hills. T'hc'y he;ard his 
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cries, and came thronging from all directions, and stood about the 
cave, asking what his trouble was: 

‘‘ What on earth is the matter with you, Polyphemos?’ they 
called out. Why do you shout like this through the night and wake 
us all up? Is any man driving away your flocks against your will? 
Is any one trying to kill you by craft or main force?’ 

‘^Out of the cave came the voice of mighty Polyphemos: ‘0 my 
friends, Noman is killing me by craft and not by main force!’ 

"'They answered him in plain words: 

"Well, if no man is using force, and you are alone, there’s no 
help for a bit of sickness when heaven sends it; so you had better 
say your prayers to Lord Poseidon your father!’ 

"With these words away they went, and my heart laughed 
within me to think how a mere nobody had taken them all in with 
my machinomanations!” 


Herodotus, Ihe Histories, 
trans. by Aubrey de 
Selincourt (London; 

Penguin Books, Ltd., 1954), 
pp. 23-26. Reprinted by 
permission. 


^ Could you be happy if 
your parents were ashamed 
of you? 


The Good Life: A View of Happiness 

The following selection is taken from Herodotus’s His¬ 
tories, ivhich tell of the fifth-century~B.c, wars between the Persians, 
who ruled most of Asia Minor, and the Greeks. Herodotus did not 
record the following conversation firsthand; in fact, he may well 
have made it up. In any case, Herodotus used the story of Croesus 
and Solon as an opportunity to present an Athenian view of the 
good man and the good life. 

Croesus entertained [Solon] hospitably in the palace, and three 
or four days after his arrival instructed some servants to take him 
on a tour, of the royal treasuries and point out the richness and 
magnificence of everything. When Solon had made as thorough an 
inspection as opportunity allowed, Croesus said: "Well, my Athe¬ 
nian friend, I have heard a great deal about your wisdom, and 
how widely you have travelled in the pursuit of knowledge. I can¬ 
not resist my desire to ask you a question: who is the happiest man 
you have ever seen?” 

The point of the question was that Croesus supposed himself to 
be the happiest of men. Solon, however, refused to flatter, and an¬ 
swered in strict accordance with his view of the truth. “An Athe¬ 
nian,” he said, “called Tellus.” 

Croesus was taken aback. “And what,” he asked sharply, “is your 
reason for this choice?” 

“There are two good reasons,” said Solon, "‘first, his city was pros¬ 
perous, and he had fine sons, and lived to see children born to each 
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of them, and all these children surviving; and, secondly, after a 
life which by our standards was a good one, he had a glorious 
death. In a battle with the neighbouring town of Eleusis, he fought 
for his countrymen, routed the enemy, and died like a soldier; and 
the Athenians paid him the high honour of a public funeral on the 
spot where he fell.” 

All these details about the happiness of Tellus, Solon doubtless 
intended as a moral lesson for the king; Croesus, however, thinking 
he would at least be awarded second prize, asked who was the 
next happiest person whom Solon had seen. 

'Two young men of Argos,” was the reply; "Cleobis and Biton. 
They had enough to live on comfortably; and their physical strength 
is proved not merely by their success in athletics, but much more 
by the following incident. The Argives were celebrating the festival 
of Hera, and it was most important that the mother of the two 
young men should drive to the temple in her ox-cart; but it so 
happened that the oxen were late in coming back from the fields. 
Her two sons therefore, as there was no time to lose, harnessed 
themselves to the cart and dragged it along, with their mother 
inside, for a distance of nearly six miles, until they reached the 
temple. After this exploit, which was witnessed by the assembled 
crowd, they had a most enviable death—a heaven-sent proof of how 
much better it is to be dead than alive. Men kept crowding around 
them and congratulating them on their strength, and women kept 
telling the mother how lucky she was to have such sons, when, in 
sheer pleasure at this public recognition of her sons’ act, she prayed 
the goddess Hera, before whose shrine she stood, to grant Cleobis 
and Biton, who had brought her such honour, the greatest blessing 
that can fall to mortal man. 

“After her prayer came the ceremonies of sacrifice and feasting; 
and the two lads, when all was over, fell asleep in the temple— 
and that was the end of them, for they never woke again. 

'The Argives had statues made of them, which they sent to 
Delphi, as a mark of their particular respect.” 

Croesus was vexed with Solon for giving the second prize for hap¬ 
piness to the two young Argives, and snapped out: “That’s all very 
well, my Athenian friend; but what of my own happiness? Is it so 
utterly contemptible that you won’t even compare me with mere 
common folk like those you have mentioned?” 

My Lord,” replied Solon, “I know God is envious of human 
prosperity and likes to trouble us; and you question me about the 
lot of man. Listen then: as the years lengthen out, there is much 
both to see and to suffer which one would wish otherwise. . . . [T]he 
total of days for your seventy years is 26,250, and not a single one 


Argos was a Greek city. 
By choosing Greeks for 
both of his examples, 
Solon may have been ryb- 
bing it in, as Croesus 
was not Greek. 


Delphi, located at the 
foot of Mount Parnassus, 
was the home of the chief 
shrine to the god Apollo, 
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► Forced to a choice, would 
you rather be rich or 

healthy? 


of them IS like the next in what it brings. You can see from that 
Croesus, what a chancy thing life is. You are rich, and you rule a 
numerous people; but the question you asked me I will not answer, 
until I know that you have died happily. Great wealth can make 
a man no happier than moderate means unless he has the luck to 
continue in prosperity to the end. . . . [TJhough the rich have the 
means to satisfy their appetites and to bear calamities, and the poor 
have not, the poor, if they are lucky, are more likely to keep clear 
of trouble, and will have besides the blessings of a sound body, 
health, freedom from trouble, fine children, and good looks. 

Now if a man thus favoured dies as he has lived, he will be iust 
toe one you are looking for: the only sort of person who deserves 
to be caUed happy. But mark this: until he is dead, keep the word 
toappy in reserve. TiU then, he is not happy, but only lucky. 

0 o y of course can have all these advantages, any more than 
a country can produce everything it needs: whatever it has, it is 
ound to lack something. The best country is the one which has 
most. It is the same with people: no man is ever self-sufiicient- 
toere IS sure to be something missing. But whoever has the greatest 
number of the good things I have mentioned, and keeps them to 
toe end, and dies a peaceful death, that man, my lord Croesus 
deserves m my opinion to be called happy. 

“Look to the end, no matter what it is you are considering. Often 

enough God gives a man a glimpse of happiness, and then utterly 
mms nim. ^ 

These sentiments were not of the sort to give Croesus any pleas¬ 
ure; he let Solon go with cold indifference, firmly convinced that 
he was a fool. For what could be more stupid than to keep teUing 

un to look at the “end” of everything, without any regard to 
present prosperity? ^ ^ 


7 THE ROGUE 

Good men, both the famous and the humble, mirror a so- 
cietys ideals. Their lives serve as models for others. Parents and 
teachers parade their achievements for the young to emulate. Leg¬ 
ends, folk songs, and biographies record their good deeds. They are 
everywhere honored in the land. 

Viliams and rogues can play a similar role; but instead of models 
to emulate, they become examples of all that is bad and to be 
avoided at all costs. The bad can reveal the good, however. A list 
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of the characteristics of villains and rogues can be transformed by 
antonyms into a character sketch of the good man. 

A foiirth-century-B.c. writer named Theophrastus sketched some 
of Athens’s most unpleasant character types. For all of their achieve¬ 
ments, the Athenians, as Theophrastus delighted in showing, were 
not invariably heroic and charming. In portraying the darker side 
of Athenian character, Theophrastus was part of a great comic 
tradition that leaned heavily on wit, satire, and bawdiness. As you 
read excerpts from his character sketches, keep the following ques¬ 
tions in mind: 

1. What qualities did Theophrastus attack in these character 
sketches? 

2. What qiialilies do the sketches imply tiiat a good man shoiilcl 

■' You may wish to find an anloiixiii for each of the 
characteristics you identify.: 

3. Which of Tlieoplirastiish characters have }toi met In riioclein 
dress in }'ocr own city or town? How ‘hnoderiT docs Theo¬ 
phrastus seem? 

4. How should a good person deal with the sorts of people Theo¬ 
phrastus described? 


A Gallery of Rogues 

THE TOADY, OR FLATTERER 

Flattery may be thought of as an attitude or relationship which 
is degrading in itself, but profitable to the one who flatters. 

The toady is the sort of person who will say to the man he is 
walking with, ‘‘Do you notice how people look at you? You’re the 
only man in Athens they study in that way.” Or perhaps, “You 
were being complimented yesterday in the Arcade. There was a 
group of thirty or more sitting talking; and the question cropped 
up, Who was our best citizen? Starting from that, we all came 
back jfinally to your name.” While he is going on like this, he picks 
a stray thread oflF the other s cloak; or if a bit of chaff has blown into 
his hair, he takes it out, and says with a laugh, “Look at that! Be¬ 
cause I haven’t seen you for two days, you’ve got a beard full of 
grey hairs; though if anyone’s hair keeps its colour in spite of years, 
yours does.” Then he will tell the company to keep silent while 
the great man is speaking; he will praise him when he is listening; 
and when he pauses in his talk he will back him up with “Hear, 
hear!” When his patron makes a feeble joke he laughs, stuffing his 


Theoptirastys, The 
Characters, bound to¬ 
gether with Menander, 
Piays anii Fragnents, 
both trans. by Philip 
Veilacott (London: 

Pengoin Books, Ltd., 1967), 
pp. 27-^29, 37-38, 41-42, 
48-50, Reprinted by 
permission. 
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cloak into his mouth as if he couldn’t contain his merriment. He 
asks people they meet in the street to wait until “He” has passed. 
He buys apples and pears, brings them in and gives them to the 
children when their father is watching, kisses them and says, “Well, 
youngsters, youVe got a splendid father.” If he goes with his patron 
to help him buy some shoes, he remarks that the foot is more 
shapely than the shoe. If the other is on his way to visit some friend, 
the toady will run ahead and tell the friend, “He’s coming to see 
you, and then turn back and say, “I have announced you.” He is 
even capable of running errands, at a moment’s notice, to the 
women s market. . . . Then in the theatre, he will take the cushions 
from the slave, and himself arrange them on his patron’s seat. His 
patrons house, he will say, is beautifully built; his land has been 
nicely planted; and his portrait is an excellent likeness. 


A panegyric Is a formal 
oration of praise. 


The Dionysfa, the 
Mysteries, the Apaturia, 
and the Rural Dionysia 
were all annual religious 
and civic festivals. 

The Odeion, or Odeon, 
which has given its name 
to countless modern 
theaters, was a public 
building devoted to poetical 
and musical contests. 

It was built by Pericles. 


THE CHATTERER 

Chatter is the churning-out of long-winded, unconsidered talk. 

The chatterer is the sort of man who sits down beside someone 
he doesnt know and begins by delivering a panegyric on his own 
wife; continues with an account of his dream of the night before; 
then describes in detail what he had for supper. Next, getting into 
his stride, he remarks how far inferior men of the present day are 
to the ancients; how reasonable wheat is now in the shops; how 
full of foreigners Athens is getting. He observes that since the 
Dionysia it has been good sailing weather; and that if only Zeus 
would send more rain it would be better for the farmers. Then he 
tells you what part of his land he will put down to crops next year; 
and how difficult it is to live; and that Damippus has set up an 
enormous torch at the Mysteries; and “How many columns has the 
Odeion?” and “I was violently sick yesterday”; and “What day of the 
month is it today?” Then he tells you that the Mysteries are in 
September, the Apaturia in October, and the Rural Dionysia in 
December. In fact, if you put up with him, he will never stop. 

THE UNSEASONABLE MAN 

Unseasonableness is an annoying faculty for choosing the wrong 
moment. 

The unseasonable man is the kind who comes up to you when 
you have no time to spare and asks your advice. He sings a serenade 
to his sweetheart when she has influenza. ... If he is going to give 
evidence he turns up when judgement has just been pronounced. 
W^hen he is a guest at a wedding he makes derogatory remarks 
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about the female sex. When you have just reached home after a 
long journey he invites you to come for a stroll. He is certain to 
bring along a buyer who offers more, when you have just sold 
your house. When people have heard a matter and know it by 
heart, he stands up and explains the whole thing from the begin¬ 
ning. He eagerly undertakes a service for you which you dont 
want performed but which you have not the face to decline. . . . 
When a friend’s slave is being beaten he will stand there and tell 
how he once had a slave who hanged himself after a similar beating. 
If he takes part in an arbitration, he will set everyone at blows 
again just when both sides are ready to cry quits. And after danc¬ 
ing once, will seize as partner another man who is not yet drunk. 

A CHIP ON THE SHOULDER, 

OR THE MAN WITH A GRIEVANCE 

To have a '"chip on the shoulder” means to complain unduly about 
the lot which life has assigned to one. 

The man with a grievance is the kind of man who, when . . . his 
sweetheart is caressing and kissing him he says to her, '1 wonder 
if you genuinely love me as much as you seem to. He is resentful 
against Zeus, not for sending rain, but for sending it too late. If 
he finds a purse in the road, he says, "But a fortune—no! I ve never 
found that!’ When he has bought a slave cheap after much haggling, 
"I wonder, now,” says he, "whether for that money I can have 
bought anything worth having.” When someone comes to him with 
the good news, "You’ve got a son,” he replies, "If you add to that, 
'And away goes half my property,’ you’ll be telling the truth. . . . 
When his friends have contributed to provide him with a loan, and 
one of them says, "Now you can feel cheerful,” "Can I indeed,” he 
answers, "when I’ve got to give every one of you his money back, 
and on top of that show gratitude, as if I’d been done a favour! ’ 

COWARDICE 

Cowardice, let us say, is a sort of shrinking of the soul due to fear. 

The coward is the sort of man who, when at sea, is sure that the 
cliflFs just sighted are pirate vessels; ... or looks up at the steersman 
to ask if he is on mid-course, or what he thinks of the weather; and 
explains to the man next to him that his fear is due to a dream he 
had. . . . On military service, . . . when he hears shouting and sees 
men falling, he tells those standing next to him that in his hurry 
he forgot his sword; and he runs back to the tent, and sends his 
slave out, telling him to look and see where the enemy are; and 



meanwhile he hides his sword under his pillow, and then spends a 
long time looking for it; and while he’s in the tent he sees a 
wounded man being brought in—one of his friends; so he runs to 
him, tells him to cheer up, and lends a hand to carry him. Then he 
looks after him, washes him, sits down beside him, and flicks the 
flies off his wound—in fact, anything rather than fight the enemy. 
When the trumpet sounds the advance, he remains sitting in the 
tent, and says, 'To hell with you! Cant you let the man get a bit 
of sleep—always blaring away!” Then, covered with blood from the 
other man s wound, he meets the men as they come back from the 
battle, and recounts how—at some risk to himself—he has "saved 
one of our comrades”; and he brings the men of his tribe in to see 
the patient, and describes to each of them how with his own hands 
he brought the man back to the tent. 


The Great Dionysia was 
the annual dramatic 
festival of Athens, 
Archois were high 
office-holders. This 
sketch suggests that all 
Athenian people did not 
share a high opinion of 
democracy. 


THE AUTHORITARIAN 

Authoritarianism, or the oligarchic temperament, may be 
described as an arrogant relish for power and profit. 

The authoritarian is the sort of person who, when the Assembly 
is discussing what men to appoint as assistants to the Archon in 
organizing the procession at the Great Dionysia, will come forward 
and state his opinion that those appointed should be given uncon¬ 
ditional powers; and if someone else proposes ten assistants, he will 
answer, “One is enough, but he must be a man.” Of the poems of 
Homer there is one single line he has made his own: “From many 
rulers no good comes; let one man rule.” Of all the rest of Homer 
he knows nothing. Typical of him are utterances like this: “We 
must get together by ourselves and discuss these matters, out of the 
reach of the rabble and the street-comer. It’s time we stopped kow¬ 
towing to every jack-in-office, and ourselves accepting the kicks or 
compliments from them. Either they or we must run this city.” 
He will go out about midday, with his cloak thrown well back, his 
hair tastefully trimmed, his nails precisely pared, and strut about 
declaiming statements like this: “These blackmailers make Athens 
impossible to live in ; or In the law-courts we are simply slapped 
down by corrupt juries”; or “People who meddle in politics—I can’t 
imagine what they want”; or “The working class-they’re always the 
same: ungrateful, and ready to obey anyone who offers a bribe or 
a bonus. Or he will tell you how ashamed he feels in the Assembly, 
when some mean-looking, scmffy citizen sits down next to him. “The 
rich are being bled to death,” he says, “with subsidizing the navy, 
the theatre, the festivals, and everything else. When is it going to 
end? Democratic agitators-how I detest them!” 
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8 GREEK ART AND IDEAS 


Perhaps no other people in history devoted so much 
attention to their artistic environment as the Athenians, Modem 
man often judges his architecture in terms of how functional it is; 
the ancient Greeks judged a building in terms of its beauty. Today, 
most paintings and sculpture are inside private homes or museums, 
where only those willing to make an extra effort can see them; the 
Athenians displayed works of art in public places where people 
gathered to conduct their business, participate in religious festivals, 
or discuss public issues. Modern Americans must pay to see a 
Broadway play; Greek tragedies and comedies were free to all. 

Athenian citizens diligently cultivated a sense of beauty. Athens 
expected every citizen to contribute to the arts by creating an 
artistic work or by giving money to support an artist, build a temple, 
or finance a play. The nature of beauty was the subject of serious 
inquiry. Philosophers such as Plato and Aristotle, and mathemati¬ 
cians such as Pythagoras and Euclid, devoted much of their atten¬ 
tion to defining the beautiful. 

In the following essay William Fleming, professor of art at Syra¬ 
cuse University, discusses three ideas that he believes are expressed 
in all Greek art. As you read, think about the following questions: 

1. How does the author define the concepts of hiimaiiism, idealism, 
and rationalism? 

2. How were liumanism, idealism, and rationalism expressed in 
Greek art? 

3. What do the ideas of liumanism, idealism, and rationalism re¬ 
veal about the Greek conception of the good man, the good 
life, and the good society? 

4. To what extent do the concepts of humanism, idealism, and 
rationalisrii symbolize your own values? 


Humanism, Idealism, 

and Rationalism in Greek Art 

Certain recurring themes appear in each of the arts of 
the Hellenic [Greek] period as artists sought to bring their ideals 
to expression. Out of these themes emerges a trio of ideas—human¬ 
ism, idealism, and rationalism—that recur continually in Athenian 
thought and action. These three ideas, then, provide the framework 


William Fleming, Ms 
and Weas, 3rd ed. 

(New York; Holt, Rinehart 
and Winston, Inc., 1968), 
pp. 33-34, 36-39, Re¬ 
printed by permission. 


► What does the expression 
'‘rnan is the measore of 
all things’' imply about 
the goals of a society? 


that surrounds the arts and encloses them in such a way that they 
come together into a significant unity. 

HUMANISM 

"‘Man,” said Protagoras, ‘'is the measure of all things.” And, as 
Sophocles observed, “Many are the wonders of the world, and none 
so wonderful as man.” This, in essence, is humanism. With himself 
as yardstick, Hellenic man conceived his gods as perfect beings, 
immortal and free from physical infirmities but, like himself, sub¬ 
ject to very human passions and ambitions. The gods likewise were 
personifications of human ideals: Zeus stood for masculine creative 
power, Hera for maternal womanliness, Athena for wisdom, Apollo 
for youthful brilliance, Aphrodite for feminine desirability, and so 
on down the list. And because of his resemblance to the gods, 
Hellenic man gained greatly in self-esteem. When gods were more 
human, as the saying goes, men were more divine. 

The principal concern of the Greeks was with human beings— 
their social relationships, their place in the natural environment, 
and their stake in the universal scheme of things. In such a small 
city-state as Athens, civic duties devolved on each individual. Every 
responsible person had to concern himself with politics, which 
Aristotle considered to be the highest social ethics. Participation in 
public affairs was based on the need to subordinate personal aspira¬ 
tions to the good of the whole state. A man endowed with great 
qualities of mind and body was honor-bound to exercise his gifts 
in the service of his fellow men. Aeschylus, Socrates, and Sophocles 
were men of action who served Athens on the battlefield as well as 
in public forums and theaters. One responsibility of a citizen was 
to foster the arts, and under Athenian democracy the state itself, 
meaning the people as a whole, became the principal patron of the 
arts. . . . 

Particularly congenial to this humanistic mode of thought was 
the art of sculpture. With the human body as the point of departure, 
such divinities as Athena and Apollo appeared as idealized images 
of perfect feminine and masculine beauty. Equally imaginative were 
such deviations from the human norm as the goat-footed Pan, the 
half-human half-horse centaurs, and the myriads of fanciful crea¬ 
tures and monsters that symbolized the forces of nature. The Greeks 
were more thoroughly at home in the physical world than the later 
Ghristian peoples who believed in a separation of flesh and spirit. 
The Greeks greatly admired the beauty and agility of the human 
body at the peak of its development. In addition to studies in litera¬ 
ture and music, Greek youth was trained from childhood for 
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competition in the Athenian and Olympic games. Since it was 
through the perfection of their bodies that men most resembled the 
gods, the culture of the body was a spiritual as well as a physical 
activity. The nude body in action at gymnasiums was a fact of daily 
experience, and sculptors had ample opportunity to observe its 
proportions and musculature. . . . 

IDEALISM 

When an artist faces the practical problems of representation, 
he has two main courses open to him: he can choose to represent 
objects either as they appear to the physical eye or as they appear 
to the mind’s eye. In one case, he emphasizes nature, in the other, 
imagination; the world of appearances as opposed to the world of 
essences; reality as contrasted with ideality. The avowed realist is 
more concerned with concretion—that is, with rendering the actual, 
tangible object that he sees with all its particular and peculiar 
characteristics. The idealist, on the other hand, accents abstraction, 
which is to say he eliminates all extraneous accessories and concen¬ 
trates on the inner core, the essential qualities of things. A realist, 
in other words, tends to represent things as they are; an idealist, 
as they might or should be. . . . 

The case for idealism is argued in Plato’s dialogues. He assumes 
a world of eternal verities . . . but recognizes that perfect truth, 
beauty, and goodness can exist only in the mental world of forms 
and ideas. Phenomena observed in the visible world are but reflec¬ 
tions of these invisible forms. By way of illustration, parallelism is a 
concept, and two exactly parallel lines will, in theory, never meet. 
It is impossible, however, to find anything approaching true parallel¬ 
ism in nature, and, no matter how carefully a draftsman draws 
them, two lines will always be unparallel to a slight degree and, 
hence, will meet somewhere this side of infinity. But this does not 
destroy the concept of parallelism, which still exists in the mental 
image or idea of it. Plato’s Republic, to cite another example, is an 
intellectual exercise in projecting an ideal state. No one knew better 
than the author that such a society did not exist in fact and probably 
never would. But this does not lessen the value of the activity, and 
the important thing was to set up goals that would approach his 
utopian ideal more closely than did any existing situation. . . . 

Aristotle, for his part, distinguished between various approaches 
in art. In his Poetics, he observes that 'It follows that we must 
represent men either as better than real life, or as worse, or as 
they are. It is the same in painting. . . .” Aristotle also applied the 
same standard to drama, pointing out that "Comedy aims at repre- 


duflng ihe Greek Olympics, 
held once emmy four 
years, there was a truce 
icetween Greek states so 
that athletes could come 
to Olympia, Victors in 
the games won only a 
branch of wild olive, 
but they were also 
celebrated as heroes in 
songs and poems. 
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Pythagoras was a Greek 
philosopher, mathematician, 
and astronomer who 
founded a religious and 
moral brotherhood that 
became a political force 
in a Greek colony in 
southern Italy. Among 
Pythagoras's ideas were 
that all matter corresponds 
to numbers, and 
that numbers have quasi- 
mystica! properties. 

Anaxagoras was the Greek 
philosopher who taught 
Pericles. See Reading 2. 


senting men as worse, Tragedy as better than in actual life.” In 
the visual arts, the distinction, then, is between making an idealized 
image, a realistic image, or a caricature. And it is clearly implied 
that the true artist should be concerned only with the ideal. 

At its high point in the latter half of the fifth century b.c., the 
Hellenic style was dominated by the idealistic theory. The Greek 
temple was designed as an idealized dwelling place for a perfect 
being, and by its logical interrelationship of lines, planes, and 
masses, it achieves something of permanence and stability in the 
face of the ephemeral and haphazard state of nature. In portraying 
an athlete, a statesman, or a god, the Hellenic sculptor concentrated 
on typical or general qualities rather than on the unique or par¬ 
ticular. This was in line with the Greek idea of personality, which 
it was felt was better expressed in the dominating traits and char¬ 
acteristics than in individual oddities or peculiarities. In sculpture, 
as well as in all the other arts, the object was to rise above transitory 
sensations to capture the permanent, the essential, the complete. 
Thus the sculptor avoided representing the human being in infancy 
or old age, since these extremes of immaturity and postmaturity 
implied incompleteness or imperfection and hence were incompati¬ 
ble with the projection of ideal types. The range of representations 
extends from athletes in their late teens through images of Hermes, 
Apollo, and Athena, who are conceived in their early maturity, to 
Zeus, father of the gods, who appears as the fully developed patri¬ 
arch in all the power of mature manhood. It must also be remem¬ 
bered that few of the Hellenic sculptors subjects were intended to 
represent human beings as such. The majority were fashioned to 
represent gods, who, if they were to be cast in human form, must 
have bodies of transcendent beauty. . . . 

RATIONALISM 

Rational and irrational forces exist within every society as well 
as every person. The question remains whether the state or indi¬ 
vidual tries to solve problems by reason or emotion. “Things are 
numbers,” Pythagoras is supposed to have said, and by this state¬ 
ment to have affirmed that something solid and permanent underlies 
the shifting appearances of things. A few generations later, Anaxag¬ 
oras went a step farther by stating that “mind has power over all 
things that have life.” His disciple Socrates continued the argument 
and kindled in his followers a burning love of truth, not because 
truth was useful for worldly success but because it is an ideal to be 
pursued for its own sake. . . . 

. . . [T]he Hellenic artists were no less concerned than Plato with 
the pursuit of an ideal order, which they felt could be grasped by 
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the mind through the medium of the senses. Greek architecture, in 
retrospect, turns out to be a high point in the rational solution to 
building problems. The post-and-lintel .system of construction, as 
far as h goc's, is cmiinently rrmsonable and completely compre¬ 
hensible. All structural members fulfill their logical purpose, and 
nothing is hidcU'u or mysterious. I’he orderly principle of repetition 
on which Greek tempk' (h'signs are based is as logical in its way as 
one of Euclid’s geometry propositions or Plato’s dialogues. It accom¬ 
plishes for the' c'ye' what Plato was trying to achieve for the mind. 
The tight unity of the* Gree'k temple met the Greek requirement 
that a work of art be' eomple'te' in itse-lf. Its carefully controlled but 
flexible relationships e)f ve'rticals and he)ri/.ontals, solids and voids, 
structural prine-ipU's and dece)rativei embellishments give it an 
inexorable' inle'rnal c'e)nsiste'ncy. And the harmonic proportions of 
the Parthenein re'fk'el the Gree'k image of a harmoniously propor¬ 
tioned universe epiite' as nmeh as a logical .system. 

Sculpture like-wisc' avoiek'd the pitfalls of rigid mathematics and 
succeeded in we)rking out principlexs adapted to its specific needs. 
When Polyclitus [a sculptor] said, “the beautiful cemes about, 
little by little, through many numbers,” he was aiming £it a rational 
theory of art in which thci parts and whole of a work could be 
expressed in matlu'matical proportions, but he also allowed for 
flexible application of tlu^ rule, depending on the pose or line of 
vision. By such a n'conc'ilialiou of the opposites of order and 
freedom, hc' revc'als tlu^ sculptor’s kinship with his p)hilosophical 
and political colk'ugues who wt^re trying to do the same for other 
aspects of Allu'niair life. 


9 (’,RUJ]K POHTRY 


Poetry often eKpiTsses strong or delicate feelings and 
intense perct^ptions 1)C‘tter than other forms of literature. By using 
powerful imagers and (‘oinpaet, rhythmic language, a poet can say 
in a few words what a novelist would need a volume to explain. 
Greek poc^ts used vers(‘ to express a wide range of thoughts and 
feelings'. Many of thenr i) 0 (‘ms dcuil with values and touch upon 
the concepts of Innnanistn, idealism, and rationalism that were 
discuss(‘d in Beading B. 

The works that follow arc^ (examples of Greek lyric poetry. "Lyric" 
comes from "lyres" tlui stringcid musical instrument to whoso music 
lyric poenns were originally sung. These poems arc usually short, 
and focus on a single theme, in contrast to the far-ranging narrative 
of epics such as the Iliad and the Odyssey. 


Post-and-linte! construction 
is placing stones 
liorizoiiially on top of 
supporting columns. 
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Most of the authors of the following poems spent at least part of 
their lives in Athens. Athenians heard and memorized nearly all of 
the poems that follow. As you read them, think about the following 
questions: 


L Wliat is each poem’s theme? Wliai is each poet tip'ing to say? 
How Is he trying to say it? 

2. Bow do the ideals and feelings expressed in each poem compare 
v/idi the ideals and feelings expressed in Reaclings 5-8? 

3. Whidi of the poems best express voiir own ideals? Which do 
not? Whv? 


Ira paem ty Hw'xss, 
S'rori'eas, PtW2X 
Pw.f fa are fr:n Sieek 
lyncs, Pens, by 

batcTiOre 

'Chh3|0: L’nWrsip of 
C.i'cago Press, rev. ed., 
195ip pp. 49, 55-56, 

6f. 49, respeedyely. 

Paper.tad by permlssiop. 

T'ne posns by Theognis, 
Ejpofs, Pronienus, and 
.Verander are frorr T. F. 
xlgran and 1 Sc*Ara, 
eds., Tii3 Mord Bcsic of 
Sts3Ic ¥arsa in Translatioi 
(Oxford: Ciarerdon 
Press, 3nc., 1938), 
pp. 227, 515, 515, 526 
respect*iS(p Reprinted 
by permission. The poem 
by Sapoiio Is from Sappho, 
Po3ffls and Fragments, 
trans. oy Su) Davenport 
nme A^bzT: Ccpyrigni £ by 
Ids Unversity of f/lichigari, 
I955 j. Reprinted by 
penmissiori. 


Pitlakos was a Greek 
statesman, general, and 
sage. 


► VVliat role does luck play 
m determining a person’s 
chances to lead a good life? 


Nine Lyric Poems 


A boastful drinking song, by HYBRIAS 

My wealth is great; it is a spear and a sword, 
and the grand hairy shield to guard my body. 

With these I plow, with these I harvest, 

with these I tread the sweet wine from the grapevine, 

with these I am called master of the rabble. 

And they who dare not carry the spear and the sword 
and the grand hairy shield to guard their bodies, 
all these fall down before me, kiss my knee, hail me 
their high king and master. 


On trying to live the good life, by SIMONIDES 

To be a good man, without blame and without question, 
foursquare founded hand and foot, mind also 
faultless fashioned, is difficult 

Thus the word of Pittakos, but it does not 

run right, though it was a wise man who said it: 

that it is difficult to be excellent. Not difficult; 

only a god could have this privilege; it is not possible 

for a man not to go bad 

when he has more bad luck than he can handle. 

Any man is good while his luck is good, 

bad when bad, and for the most part they are best 

whom the gods love. 
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Therefore, I will not throw away my time and life 
into unprofitable hope and emptiness, the search 
for that object which cannot possibly be, 
the Utterly Blameless Man among all of us who enjoy 
man’s food on the wide earth. 

But if I find one, I will let you know. 

No, I admire all, am a friend of any 

who of his own will does nothing shameful. Against 

necessity not even the gods can fight. 

I do not like to find fault. 

Enough for me if one is not 

bad, not too unsteady, knows 

what is right and good for his city, 

a sound man. I will not 

look out his faults. For the generation 

of fools is endless. Take anything as good 

which is not soiled with shame. 


A different view from a poet short on funds, by THEOGNIS 

Poverty, Kyrnos, breaks a gallant man 
More than white hairs or shivering fevers can. 

To flee it, Kyrnos, in the deep sea drown. 

Or from a towering precipice leap down; 

Broken by poverty, a mans denied 

All power of speech and act: his tongue is tied. 


An un-Homeric view of war, by PINDAR 

War is sweet to those who have not tried it. The experienced 
man is frightened at the heart to see it advancing. 


A eulogy to a statesman, by EUPOLIS 

In eloquence no man could equal him— 

When Pericles arose and took the floor. 

By ten good feet our common orators 
As by an expert runner were outstript. 

Not only voluble, but with persuasion 
Sitting upon his lips. He bound a spell, 

And had this power, alone of orators,— 

To prick men’s hearts and leave behind the sting. 


This is orse of a series 
of poems in which Tiieognis 
offers advice to his young 
friend Kyrnos. 


You will find an example 
of Pericles's eloquence 
ill Reading 13. 
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Readings lD-11 cnnsist 
cf one cf Sopnocles’s 
greatest tragedies. 


This translation of 
Menander’s posrn is by 
Lord Byron. 


Aphrodite, ¥/hom the 
Romans called Venys, was 
tlie goddess of love. The 
apple was one of her 
symbols. 


Lianuii means incense. 


Aphrodite was also known 
as Kypris. 


A eulogy to a poet, by PHRYNICHUS 

How blessed Sophocles, who, dying old, 

Was old in happiness and skill of hand. 
Beautiful were his Tragedies, and many; 

And beautiful his end, who lived untroubled. 


On life and death, by MENANDER 
Whom the gods love die young. 


A lady poePs song to Aphrodite, by SAPPHO 

Come out of Crete 
And find me here, 

Come to your grove. 

Mellow apple trees 
And holy altar 
Where the sweet smoke 
Of libanum is in 
Your praise, 

Where leaf melody 
In the apples 
Is a crystal crash, 

And the water is cold. 

All roses and shadow. 

This place, and sleep 
Like dusk sifts down 
From trembling leaves. 

Here horses stand 
In flowers and graze. 

The wind is glad 
And sweet in its moving. 

Here, Kypris 

Pour nectar in the golden cups 

And mix it deftly with 

Our dancing and mortal wine. 


On beauty found in simple things, by PRAXILLA 

Loveliest of what I leave behind is the sunlight, 

and loveliest after that the shining stars, and the moon s face, 

but also cucumbers that are ripe, and pears, and apples. 
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10-11 GREEK DRAMA 


Ancient Athenians enjoyed the theater as modern Ameri¬ 
cans enjoy television and movies. Men and women, citizens and 
slaves, flocked to the great open-air theater on the slope of the 
Acropolis. Public funds and private contributions supported the 
theater and the plays that were performed there. 

Athenian drama brought together nearly every strain of Greek 
culture. The plays themselves were written mostly in poetic form. 
Dramatists took themes from the Homeric legends and, occasionally, 
from historical events and mythology; their characters included the 
gods themselves. Actors needed such admired skills as public speak¬ 
ing, singing, and dancing. Leading artists made statues and painted 
scenery for the performances. 

The Athenians found the theater peculiarly suited to their own 
concerns. In their comedies, Athenian pla 3 rwrights poked fun at the 
gods, more serious playwrights, philosophers, and politicians. In 
their tragedies, they posed seemingly irreconcilable conflicts, show¬ 
ing what happens when men dare to act like the gods, and dealing 
with such matters as free will and death. Of the hundreds of plays 
written for the spring religious festivals in Athens, only the come¬ 
dies of Aristophanes and the tragedies of Aeschylus, Sophocles, and 
Euripides remain. Even many of the plays by those four authors are 
lost. 

Readings 10-11 consist of the complete text of a modem transla¬ 
tion of one of the greatest Greek tragedies, Sophocles s Antigone. 
More perfectly than any other Greek playwright, Sophocles fused 
two Greek views of how to live the good life. His characters look 
to the gods and to religious laws for guidance, but they are always 
individual human beings with full responsibility for working out 
their own destinies. 

Sophocles’s Antigone is the last in a series of three plays chroni¬ 
cling the downfall of the mling family of the Greek city of Thebes. 
Sophocles based the plays on legends familiar to every Athenian. 
The first two plays, Oedipus Rex and Oedipus at Colonus, tell the 
story of Antigone’s father. King Oedipus of Thebes. Wishing to end 
a plague that has stmck his city, Oedipus consults the Delphic 
oracle, a prophetic power that gives information through a priestess 
at a temple in Delphi. The oracle, traditionally long on wisdom and 
short on practical suggestions, tells Oedipus to find the murderer 
of his predecessor, King Laios. As he investigates the murder, 
Oedipus gradually leams that he himself, unknowingly, killed King 
Laios, who was his father, and married Queen locaste, who was his 
mother. Upon his revelation, locaste kills herself, and in anguish 


Sigmund Freud invented 
the term '‘Oedipus complex” 
to describe the intense 
jealousy four- and five- 
year-old boys often fee! 
toward their fathers, 
and the intense love 
they feel for their 
mothers. Most people 
outgrow this stage in 
childhood; a few do not 
King Oedipus, according 
to Sophocles, did not 
even know who his father 
and mother were; thus St 
could be said that he 
did not suffer from the 
complex named after him— 
at least not consciously. 
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Aristot'e spelled out tiie 
psyciiological functions 
of tragedy in fiis Pieties. 


Sopliocles, MllidMi M 
Englisli Vsrslofi fay Dudley 
Fitts and Robert Fitzgerald, 
copyriglit, 1S39, by Harcourt 
Brace & Wer’d, inc-i renewed, 
1987, by Dudlsy Fitts and 
Robeit Fitzierald, Reprinted 
fay ps miss ion of the pijb» 
lisner. Cautions All rignts, 
including professional, ama¬ 
teur, motion picture, recita- 
tlcrs, iecturing, public read¬ 
ing, radio broadcasting, and 
teleyision are strictly rs- 
served Inquiries on ail rights 
shoyid be addressed to Har- 
court Brace £ World, inc.^ 
757 Third Aveniie, f^’ew York, 
^.Y. 10017, The stage 
directions In the text 
that follows were added 
fay the translators. 


Oedipus tears out his own eyes. After the downfall of Oedipus, his 
sons vie for the throne and in the ensuing war kill each other. 
Antigone and her sister, Ismene, are the only surviving members of 
the family; their maternal uncle, Creon, becomes king. 

When Antigone protests Creon s decree that one brother was a 
traitor who must be left lying on the plain unburied, the conflict 
of Antigone begins. Burial rites were of vast religious importance 
to nearly every Greek, and to be denied them was a punishment of 
overwhelming terror. An unburied body was an offense to the gods, 
and the tormented souls of the unburied were believed to haunt and 
plague their survivors instead of going to their proper resting place 
in Hades. 

Both Antigone and Creon are unswerving in their devotion to 
what they believe is the correct view of the good man, the good 
life, and the good society. Sophocles took no sides. His greatness 
was his power to make both Antigone and Creon complex and 
sympathetic individuals. 

By involving the spectator in a compelling story, Sophocles hoped 
to provoke him to deep thought and emotion. As you read, keep the 
following questions in mind: 

1, On licit I'aliies does Antigone base her defiance of Creon? On 
wliat values does Creon base his posiiion? 

2. Is either Antigone or Creon clearly in the wrong? Co you agree 
with one more than witli the other? Why? 

3. Co you tliiiik Antigone and Creon are stubborn and piideful? 
Or are the}’ noble in refusing to cliange their ideals? Why? 

4, Can a good society tolerate citizens udio defy its laws? Whu;? 
Can a good man obey what lie believes is an iinjiist law? Why? 

Sophocles’s Antigone 

CHARACTERS: 

ANTIGONE CREON A SENTRY 

ISMENE HAIMON A MESSENGER 

EURYDICE TEIRESIAS CHORUS 

SCENE: 

Before the palace of Creon, King of Thebes. A central double 
door, and two lateral doors. A platform extends the length of the 
fagade, and from this platform three steps lead down into the 
"orchestra,” or chorus-ground, time: dawn of the day after the 
repulse of the Argive army from the assault on Thebes. 
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PROLOGUE 

[ANTIGONE and iSMENE enter from the 
central door of the Palace,] 

ANTIGONE: 

Ismene, dear sister. 

You would think that we had already suffered enough 
For the curse on Oedipus: 

I cannot imagine any grief 

That you and I have not gone through. And now— 

Have they told you of the new decree of our King Creon? 

ISMENE: 

I have heard nothing: I know 
That two sisters lost two brothers, a double death 
In a single hour; and I know that the Argive army 
Fled in the night; but beyond this, nothing. 

ANTIGONE: 

I thought so. And that is why I wanted you 

To come out here with me. There is something we must do. 

ISMENE: 

Why do you speak so strangely? 

ANTIGONE: 

Listen, Ismene: 

Creon buried our brother Eteocles 

With military honors, gave him a soldier s funeral. 

And it was right that he should; but Pol 3 meices, 

Who fought as bravely and died as miserably,— 

They say that Creon has sworn 

No one shall bury him, no one mourn for him, 

But his body must lie in the fields, a sweet treasure 
For carrion birds to find as they search for food. 

That is what they say, and our good Creon is coming here 
To announce it publicly; and the penalty— 

Stoning to death in the public square! There it is. 

And now you can prove what you are: 

A true-sister, or a traitor to your family. 

ISMENE: 

Antigone, you are mad! What could I possibly do? 

ANTIGONE: 

You must decide whether you will help me or not. 


Tlis Argive army was one 
of the armies allied with 
Polpeices, brother of 
Antigone and Ismene. 
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ISIMENE: 


Are there circiimstaiices 
ynder whjcfi fne individual 
should not yield to those in 
authority? If so, wha! are 
they? 


I do not understand you. Help you in what? 

ANTIGONE: 

Ismene, I am going to bury him. Will you come? 
ismene: 

Bury him! You have just said the new law forbids it. 

ANTIGONE: 

He is my brother. And he is your brother, too. 

ISMENE: 

But think of the danger! Think what Creon will do! 

ANTIGONE: 

Creon is not strong enough to stand in my way. 

ISMENE: 

Ah sister! 

Oedipus died, everyone hating him 

For what his own search brought to light, his eyes 

Ripped out by his own hand; and locaste died, 

His mother and wife at once: she twisted the cords 
That strangled her life; and our two brothers died, 

Each killed by the others sword. And we are left: 

But oh, Antigone, 

Think how much more terrible than these 

Our own death would be if we should go against Creon 

And do what he has forbidden! We are only women, 

We cannot fight with men, Antigone! 

The law is strong, we must give in to the law 

In this thing, and in worse. I beg the Dead 

To forgive me, but I am helpless: I must yield 

To those in authority. And I think it is dangerous business 

To be always meddhng. 

ANTIGONE: 

If that is what you think, 

I should not want you, even if you asked to come. 

You have made your choice, you can be what you want to be. 
But I will bury him; and if I must die, 

I say that this crime is holy: I shall lie down 
With him in death, and I shall be as dear 
To him as he to me. It is the dead, 

Not the living, who make the longest demands: 
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We die forever. . . You may do as you like. 

Since apparently the laws of the gods mean nothing to you. 

ISMENE: 

They mean a great deal to me; but I have no strength 
To break laws that were made for the public good. 

ANTIGONE: 

That must be your excuse, I suppose. But as for me, 

I will bury the brother I love. 

ISMENE: 

Antigone, 

You have yourself to consider, after all. 

I am so afraid for you! 

ANTIGONE: 

You need not be: 

You have yourself to consider, after all. 

ISMENE: 

But no one must hear of this, you must tell no one! 

I will keep it a secret, I promise! 

ANTIGONE: 

Oh tell it! Tell everyone! 
Think how they’ll hate you when it all comes out 
If they learn that you knew about it all the time! 

ISMENE: 

So fiery! You should be cold with fear. 

ANTIGONE: 

Perhaps. But I am doing only what I must. 

ISMENE: 

But can you do it? I say that you cannot. 

ANTIGONE: 

Very well: when my strength gives out, I shaU do no more. 

ISMENE: 

Impossible things should not be tried at all. 

ANTIGONE: 

Go away, Ismene: 

I shall be hating you soon, and the dead will too. 


For your words are hateful. Leave me my foolish plan: 

I am not afraid of the danger; if it means death, 

It will not be the worst of deaths—death without honor. 

ismene: 

Go then, if you feel that you must. 

You are unwise. 

But a loyal friend indeed to those who love you. 

[Exit into the Palace, antigone goes off, 
L. Enter the chorus.] 


In most Greek tragedies 
the ehofiis. Itself de- 
tacrsd frcni tke cantral 
action of the pla^, coir:- 
marts on Ita characters 
and evetils, interpreting 
them to the audience. 
Sometimes, as here, the 
chorus fills in plot 
ioforniation. The chorus- 
leader was called the 
cheragss. In effect the 
function of the Greek 
chorus was the same as 
that of the chorus in a 
nicdero musical comedy. 
That fact is not surprising, 
for the Greeks ioveoted 
not only the dioriis, but 
the vary idea of theater. 


chorus: 

Now the long blade of the sun, lying 
Level east to west, touches with glory 
Thebes of the Seven Gates. Open, unlidded 
Eye of golden day! O marching light 
Across the eddy and rush of Dirce’s stream, 

Striking the white shields of the enemy 

Thrown headlong backward from the blaze of morning! 

CHORAGOS: 

Polyneices their commander 
Roused them with windy phrases, 

He the wild eagle screaming 
Insults above our land, 

His wings their shields of snow, 

His crest their marshalled helms. 


CHORUS: 

Against our seven gates in a yawning ring 
The famished spears came onward in the night; 

But before his jaws were sated with our blood. 

Or pinefire took the garland of our towers, 

He was thrown back; and as he turned, great Thebes— 
No tender victim for his noisy power— 

Rose like a dragon behind him, shouting war. 

CHORAGOS: 

For God hates utterly 

The bray of bragging tongues; 

And when he beheld their smiling, 

Their swagger of golden helms, 

The frown of his thunder blasted 
Their first man from our walls. 
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CHORUS: 

We heard his shout of triumph high in the air 

Turn to a scream; far out in a flaming arc 

He fell with his windy torch, and the earth struck him. 

And others storming in fury no less than his 

Found shock of death in the dusty joy of battle. 

CHORAGOS: 

Seven captains at seven gates 
Yielded their clanging arms to the god 
That bends the battle-line and breaks it. 

These two only, brothers in blood. 

Face to face in matchless rage. 

Mirroring each the other s death, 

Clashed in long combat. 

CHORUS: 

But now in the beautiful morning of victory 
Let Thebes of the many chariots sing for joy! 

With hearts for dancing well take leave of war: 

Our temples shall be sweet with hymns of praise, 

And the long night shall echo with our chorus. 


SCENE I 

CHORAGOS: 

But now at last our new King is coming: 

Creon of Thebes, Menoflceus’ son. 

In this auspicious dawn of his reign 
What are the new complexities 
That shifting Fate has woven for him? 

What is his counsel? Why has he summoned 
The old men to hear him? 

[Enter creon from the Palace, C. He ad- 
dresses the chorus from the top step.] 


CREON: 

Gentlemen: I have the honor to inform you that our Ship of 
State, which recent storms have threatened to destroy, has come 
safely to harbor at last, guided by the merciful wisdom of Heaven. 
I have summoned you here this morning because I know that I can 
depend upon you: your devotion to King Laios was absolute; you 
never hesitated in your duty to our late ruler Oedipus; and when 
Oedipus died, your loyalty was transferred to his children. Unfor- 
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tiinately, as you know, his two sons, the princes Eteocles and Poly- 
neices, have killed each other in battle; and I, as the next in blood, 
have succeeded to the full power of the throne. 

I am aware, of course, that no Ruler can expect complete loyalty 
from his subjects until he has been tested in office. Nevertheless, I 
say to you at the very outset that I have nothing but contempt for 
the kind of Governor who is afraid, for whatever reason, to follow 
the course that he knows is best for the State; and as for the man 
who sets private friendship above the public welfare,—I have no 
use for him, either. I call God to witness that if I saw my country 
headed for ruin, I should not be afraid to speak out plainly; and 
I need hardly remind you that I would never have any dealings 
with an enemy of the people. No one values friendship more highly 
than I; but we must remember that friends made at the risk of 
wrecking our Ship are not real friends at all. 

These are my principles, at any rate, and that is why I have 
made the following decision concerning the sons of Oedipus: 
Eteocles, who died as a man should die, fighting for his country, 
is to be buried with full military honors, with all the ceremony 
that is usual when the greatest heroes die; but his brother Poly- 
neices, who broke his exile to come back with fire and sword against 
his native city and the shrines of his fathers’ gods, whose one idea 
was to spill the blood of his blood and sell his own people into 
slavery—Polyneices, I say, is to have no burial: no man is to touch 
him or say the least prayer for him; he shall lie on the plain, un¬ 
buried; and the birds and the scavenging dogs can do with him 
whatever they like. 

This is my command, and you can see the wisdom behind it. 
As long as I am King, no traitor is going to be honored with the 
loyal man. But whoever shows by word and deed that he is on the 
side of the State,—he shall have my respect while he is living, and 
my reverence when he is dead. 

CHORAGOS: 

If that is your will, Creon son of Menoikeus, 

You have the right to enforce it: we are yours. 

CREON: 

That is my will. Take care that you do your part. 

CHORAGOS: 

We are old men: let the younger ones carry it out. 

CREON: 

I do not mean that: the sentries have been appointed. 


CHORAGOS: 

Then what is it that you w^ould have us do? 

CREON: 

You will give no support to whoever breaks this law. 

CHORAGOS: 

Only a crazy man is in love with death! 

CREON: 

. And death it is; yet money talks, and the wisest 
Have sometimes been known to count a few coins too many. 

[Enter sentry from L.] 

SENTRY: 

ril not say that Tm out of breath from running, King, because 
every time I stopped to think about what I have to tell you, I felt 
like going back. And all the time a voice kept saying, ‘Tou fool, 
don’t you know you’re walking straight into trouble?”; and then 
another voice: “Yes, but if you let somebody else get the news to 
Creon first, it will be even worse than that for you!” But good sense 
won out, at least I hope it was good sense, and here I am with a 
story that makes no sense at all; but I’ll tell it.anyhow, because, 
as they say, what’s going to happens going to happen, and— 

CREON: 

Come to the point. What have you to say? 

SENTRY: 

I did not do it. I did not see who did it. You must not punish 
me for what someone else has done. 

CREON: 

A comprehensive defense! More eflFective, perhaps, 

If I knew its purpose. Come: what is it? 

sentry: 

A dreadful thing ... I don’t know how to put it— 

CREON: 

Out with it! 
sentry: 

Well then; 

The dead man—Polyneices— 

[Pause. The sentry is overcome, fumbles 
for words, creon waifs impassively.] 
out there—someone— 
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New dust on the slimy flesh! 

[Pause. No sign from creon.] 
Someone has given it burial that way, and 
Gone. . . 

[Long pause, creon finally speaks loith 
deadly control.} 


CREON: 

And the man who dared do this? 


Tills passage refers to 
an ordeal by fortore to 
demonslrate fionesty. It 
was not ysed in the fifth 
century B.C. in Greece, 


Do not know! You must believe me! Listen: 

The ground was dry, not a sign of digging, no, 

Not a wheeltrack in the dust, no trace of anyone. 

It was when they relieved us this morning: and one of them, 
The corporal, pointed to it. There it was. 

The strangest—Look: 

The body, just mounded over with light dust: you see? 

Not buried really, but as if they’d covered it 
Just enough for the ghost’s peace. And no sign 
Of dogs or any wild animal that had been there. 

And then what a scene there was! Every man of us 
Accusing the other: we all proved the other man did it. 

We all had proof that we could not have done it. 

We were ready to take hot iron in our hands. 

Walk through fire, swear by all the gods. 

It was not I! 

I do not know who if was^ hut it was not I! 

[creon’s rage has been mounting stead¬ 
ily, but the SENTRY is too intent upon his 
story to notice it.} 

And then, when this came to nothing, someone said 
A thing that silenced us and made us stare 
Down at the ground: you had to be told the news, 

And one of us had to do it! We threw the dice. 

And the bad luck fell to me. So here I am. 

No happier to be here than you are to have me: 

Nobody likes the man who brings bad news. 


CHORAGOS: 

I have been wondering. King: can it be that the gods have done 
this? 
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[Furioushj] 


CREON: 

Stop! 

Must you doclcleriug wrecks 
Go out of your heads ('utir('ly? "Th<‘ gods!” 

Intolerable! 

The gods favor this corpse? Why? I tow had lie sc'rved them? 
Tried to loot their temph's, Imrn their images, 

Yes and the whole State, and its laws with it! 

Is it your senile opinion that the gorls love to honor bad men? 

A pious thought!”-No, from the very hi'ginning 
There have hetm tliose who have whispered together, 

Stiff-necked anarchists, putting their lieads together, 

Scheming against me in alh‘ys. T’hese are the men, 

And they have lirilx'd my own guaril to do this thing. 

Money! [Sententiamlij] 

There’s nothing in the world so (kanoralizing as money. 

Down go your cities, 

Homes gone, men gone, honest hearts <'orrupt<‘d, 

Crookedness of all kinds, and all for money! 

[To SENTHY;] 
Hut you—! 

I swear by Cod and by the throne of Cod, 

The man who has done this thing shall pay for it! 

Find that man, bring him h<*n' to mt% or your d<*ath 
Will be the least of your problems: I'll string you up 
Alive, and thiTti will lie certain ways to make you 
Discover your employer before you tlie; 

And the process may teach you a lesson you seem to have missed; 
The dearest profit is .sometim<‘s all too dear: 

That depends on the source. Do you undiTStand me? 

A fortune won is oftem misfortune. 


SENTllY; 

King, may I speak? 

CREON: 

Your very voice disto-sses me. 


SENTRY: 

Are you sure that it is my voice, and not your con.sei<‘nee? 
CREON: 

By God, he wants to analyze me now! 
sentry: 

It is not what I say, but what lues been done, that hurts you. 





CREON: 


You talk too much. 

SENTRY: 

Maybe; but Fve done nothing. 

CREON: 

Sold your soul for some silver: that’s all you’ve done. 

SENTRY; 

How dreadful it is when the right judge judges wrong! 

CREON: 

Your figures of speech 

May entertain you now; but unless you bring me the man, 

You will get little profit from them in the end. 

[Exit CREON into the Palace.] 


In this celebrated ode 
to man, note Sophocles's 
use of concrete and 
precise images. 


sentry: 

""Bring me the man”—I 

I’d like nothing better than bringing him the man! 

But bring him or not, you have seen the last of me here. 

At any rate, I am safe! 

[Exit SENTRY.] 

CHORUS: 

Numberless are the world’s wonders, but none 
More wonderful than man; the stormgray sea 
Yields to his prows, the huge crests bear him high; 

Earth, holy and inexhaustible, is graven 
With shining furrows where his plows have gone 
Year after year, the timeless labor of stallions. 

The lightboned birds and beasts that cling to cover, 

The lithe fish lighting their reaches of dim water, 

All are taken, tamed in the net of his mind; 

The lion on the hill, the wild horse windy-maned, 

Resign to him; and his blunt yoke has broken 
The sultry shoulders of the mountain bull. 

Words also, and thought as rapid as air, 

He fashions to his good use; statecraft is his. 

And his the skill that deflects the arrows of snow, 

The spears of winter rain: from every wind 
He has made himself secure—from all but one: 

In the late wind of death he cannot stand. 
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0 clear intelligence, force beyond all measure! 

0 fate of man, working both good and evil! 

When the laws are kept, how proudly his city stands! 
When the laws are broken, what of his city then? 
Never may the anarchic man find rest at my hearth. 
Never be it said that my thoughts are his thoughts. 


SCENE II 

[Re-enter sentry leading antigone.] 


CHORAGOS: 

What does this mean? Surely this captive woman 
Is the Princess, Antigone. Why should she be taken? 

SENTRY: 

Here is the one who did it! We caught her 
In the very act of burying him.—Where is Creon? 

CHORAGOS: 

Just coming from the house. 

[Enter creon, C.] 


GREON: 

What has happened? 

Why have you come back so soon? 

[Expansively] 

O King, 

A man should never be too sure of anything: 

I would have sworn 

That you’d not see me here again: your anger 
Frightened me so, and the things you threatened me with; 

But how could I tell then 

That Fd be able to solve the case so soon? 

No dice-throwing this time: I was only too glad to come! 

Here is this woman. She is the guilty one: 

We found her trying to bury him. 

Take her, then; question her; judge her as you will. 

I am through with the whole thing now, and glad of it. 

creon: 

But this is Antigone! Why have you brought her here? 

SENTRY: 

She was burying him, I tell you! 
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creon: 


Is this the truth? 


[Severely] 


SENTRY: 

I saw her with my own eyes. Can I say more? 

CREON: 

The details: come, tell me quickly! 
sentry: 

It was like this: 

After those terrible threats of yours, King, 

We went back and brushed the dust away from the body. 

The flesh was soft by now, and stinking. 

So we sat on a hill to windward and kept guard. 

No napping this time! We kept each other awake. 

But nothing happened until the white round sun 
Whirled in the center of the round sky over us: 

Then, suddenly, 

A storm of dust roared up from the earth, and the sky 

Went out, the plain vanished with all its trees 

In the stinging dark. We closed our eyes and endured it. 

The whirlwind lasted a long time, but it passed; 

And then we looked, and there was Antigone! 

I have seen 

A mother bird come back to a stripped nest, heard 
Her crying bitterly a broken note or two 
For the young ones stolen. Just so, when this girl 
Found the bare corpse, and all her love’s work wasted, 

She wept, and cried on heaven to damn the hands 
That had done this thing. And then she brought more dust 
And sprinkled wine three times for her brother s ghost. 

We ran and took her at once. She was not afraid. 

Not even when we charged her with what she had done. 

She denied nothing. And this was a comfort to me. 

And some uneasiness: for it is a good thing 

To escape from death, but it is no great pleasure 

To bring death to a friend. Yet I always say 

There is nothing so comfortable as your own safe skin! 

creon: [Slowly, dangerously] 

And you, Antigone, 

You with your head hanging,—do you confess this thing? 

ANTIGONE: 

I do. I deny nothing. 
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CREon: 


You may go. 


[To sentry:] 


[Exit SENTRY.] 
[To ANTIGONE:] 

Tell me, tell me briefly: 

Had you heard my proclamation touching this matter? 

ANTIGONE: 

It was public. Could I help hearing it? 
creon: 

And yet you dared defy the law. 

ANTIGONE: 

I dared. 

It was not God’s proclamation. That final Justice 
That rules the world below makes no such laws. 

Your edict, King, was strong, 

But all your strength is weakness itself against 
The immortal unrecorded laws of God. 

They are not merely now: they were, and shall be, 

Operative for ever, beyond man utterly. 

I knew I must die, even without your decree: 

I am only mortal. And if I must die 
Now, before it is my time to die, 

Surely this is no hardship: can anyone 
Living, as I live, with evil all about me. 

Think Death less than a friend? This death of mine 
Is of no importance; but if I had left my brother 
Lying in death unburied, I should have suffered. 

Now I do not. You smile at me. Afi Creon, 

Think me a fool, if you like; but it may well be 
That a fool convicts me of folly. 

CHORAGOS: 

Like father, like daughter: both headstrong, deaf to reason! 

She has never learned to yield. 

CREON: 

She has much to learn. 

The inflexible heart breaks first, the toughest iron 
Cracks first, and the wildest horses bend their necks 
At the pull of the smallest curb. Pride? In a slave? 

This girl is guilty of a double insolence, 

Breaking the given laws and boasting of it. 

Who is the man here, 

She or I, if this crime goes unpunished? 


► Should a persco some- 
times obey a ^’iiiglier law” 
in defiance of bis govern¬ 
ment? 
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Sistcr^s cliildj or ixiorc tlicin sister s cliilcl. 

Or closer yet in blood—she and her sister 
Win bitter death for this! 

[To servants:] 

Go, some of you, 

Arrest Ismene. I accuse her equally. 

Bring her: you will find her sniffling in the house there. 

Her mind’s a traitor: crimes kept in the dark 
Cry for light, and the guardian brain shudders; 

But how much worse than this 
Is brazen boasting of barefaced anarchy! 


ANTIGONE: 

Creon, what more do you want than my death? 


CREON: 

That gives me everything. 


Nothing. 


ANTIGONE: 

Then I beg you: kill me. 

This talking is a great weariness: your words 
Are distasteful to me, and I am sure that mine 
Seem so to you. And yet they should not scunn so: 

I should have praise and honor for what I havc^ done. 

All these men here would praise me 

Were their lips not frozen shut with fear of you. 

[Bitterly] 

Ah the good fortune of kings, 

Licensed to say and do whatever they please! 


creon: 

You are alone here in that opinion. 

ANTIGONE: 

No, they are with me. But they keep their tonguc^s in leash. 
creon: 

Maybe. But you are guilty, and they arc? not. 

ANTIGONE: 

There is no guilt in reverence for the dead. 


CTIEON: 

But Eteocles-was he not your brother too? 

ANTIGONE: 

My brother too. 
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ckeon: 

And you insult his memory? 

ANTIGONE: [Softly] 

The dead man would not say that I insult it. 

CREON: 

He would; for you honor a traitor as much as him. 

ANTIGONE: 

His own brother, traitor or not, and equal in blood. 

CREON: 

He made war on his country. Eteocles defended it. 

ANTIGONE: 

Nevertheless, there are honors due all the dead. 

CREON: 

But not the same for the wicked as for the just. 

ANTIGONE: 

Ah Creon, Creon, 

Which of us can say what the gods hold wicked? 

CREON: 

An enemy is an enemy, even dead. 

ANTIGONE: 

It is my nature to join in love, not hate. 

CREON: [Finally losing patience] 

Go join them, then; if you must have your love, 

Find it in hell! 

CHORAGOS: 

But see, Ismene comes: 

[Enter ismene, guarded.] 

Those tears are sisterly, the cloud 

That shadows her eyes rains down gentle sorrow. 

CREON: 

You too, Ismene, 

Snake in my ordered house, sucking my blood 

Stealthily—and all the time I never knew 

That these two sisters were aiming at my throne! Ismene, 

Do you confess your share in this crime, or deny it? 

Answer me. 
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ismene: 

Yes, if she will let me say so. I am guilty. 

ANTIGONE: [Coldllj] 

No, Ismene. You have no right to say so. 

You would not help me, and I will not have you help me. 

ismene: 

But now I know what you meant; and I am here 
To join you, to take my share of punishment. 

ANTIGONE: 

The dead man and the gods who rule the dead 
Know whose act this was. Words are not friends. 

ISMENE: 

Do you refuse me, Antigone? I want to die with you: 

I too have a duty that I must discharge to the dead. 

ANTIGONE: 

You shall not lessen my death by sharing it. 

ISMENE: 

What do I care for life when you are dead? 

ANTIGONE: 

Ask Creon. You’re always hanging on his opinions. 

ISMENE: 

You are laughing at me. Why, Antigone? 

ANTIGONE: 

It’s a joyless laughter, Ismene. 

ISMENE: 

But can I do nothing? 

ANTIGONE: 

Yes, save yourself. I shall not envy you. 

There are those who v^ll praise you; I shall have honor, too. 

ISMENE: 

But we are equally guilty! 

ANTIGONE: 

No more, Ismene. 

You are alive, but I belong to Death. 
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CREOK: 


[To the CHORUS:] 

Gentlemen, I beg you to observe these girls: 

One has just now lost her mind; the other, 

It seems, has never had a mind at all. 

ISMENE: 

Grief teaches the steadiest minds to waver, King. 

CREOKT: 

Yours certainly did, when you assumed guilt with the guilty! 

ISMENE: 

But how could I go on living without her? 

CREON: 

You are. 

She is already dead. 
mcENE: 


Jost as Creon lias accused 
his eieces of promoting 
anarctiy in the state, so 
here he accuses them of 
suffering anarchy in 
their minds, in both 
cases, Green's concern 
is filth order and reason. 


But your own son s bride! 


CREON: 

There are places enough for him to push his plow. 

I want no wicked women for my sons! 

ISMENE: 

0 dearest Haimon, how your father wrongs you! 

CREON: 

IVe had enough of your childish talk of marriage! 

CHORAGOS: 

Do you really intend to steal this girl from your son? 

CREON: 

No; Death will do that for me. 

CHORAGOS: 

Then she must die? 

CREON: [Ironically] 

You dazzle me.—But enough of this talk! 

[To GUARDS:] 

You, there, take them away and guard them well: 

For they are but women, and even brave men run 
When they see Death coming. 

[Exeunt ismene, antigone, and guards.] 
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CHORUS: 


Many of tfie Greek legends 
that are tke basis of 
tragedies deal with the 
isrnbie fates of several 
generations of a family. 


Mount Olympos, or Olympiis, 
in eastern Greece, was 
believed to be the home 
of the gods. 


Fortunate is the man who has never tasted God's vengeance! 
Where once the anger of heaven has struck, that house is shaken 
For ever: damnation rises behind each child 
Like a wave cresting out of the black northeast, 

When the long darkness under sea roars up 

And bursts drumming death upon the windwhipped sand. 

I have seen this gathering sorrow from time long past 
Loom upon Oedipus' children: generation from generation 
Takes the compulsive rage of the enemy god. 

So lately this last flower of Oedipus' line 
Drank the sunlight! But now a passionate word 
And a handful of dust have closed up all its beauty. 

What mortal arrogance 
Transcends the wrath of Zeus? 

Sleep cannot lull him, nor the effortless long months 
Of the timeless gods: but he is young for ever, 

And his house is the shining day of high Olympos. 

All that is and shall be, 

And all the past, is his. 

No pride on earth is free of the curse of heaven. 

The straying dreams of men 
May bring them ghosts of joy: 

But as they drowse, the waking embers burn them; 

Or they walk with fixed eyes, as blind men walk. 

But the ancient wisdom speaks for our own time: 

Fate works most for woe 
With Folly s fairest show. 

Man s little pleasure is the spring of sorrow. 


SCENE III 


CHORAGOS: 


But here is Haimon, King, the last of all your sons. 

Is it grief for Antigone that brings him here, 

And bitterness at being robbed of his bride? 

[Enter haimon.] 


CREON: 


We shall soon see, and no need of diviners.—Son, 
You have heard my final judgment on that girl: ’ 
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Have you come here hating me, or have you come 
With deference and with love, whatever I do? 

HAHvION: 

I am your son, father. You are my guide. 

You make things clear for me, and I obey you. 

No marriage means more to me than your continuing wisdom. 

CREON: 

Good. That is the way to behave: subordinate 
Eveiy^thing else, my son, to your father s will. 

This is what a man prays for, that he may get 
Sons attentive and dutiful in his house, 

Each one hating his father s enemies. 

Honoring his father s friends. But if his sons 
Fail him, if they turn out unprofitably. 

What has he fathered but trouble for himself 

And amusement for the malicious? So you are right ^ Does a man owe Ws first 

Not to lose your head over this woman. allegiance to his father 

VI -it, TJ rr • or to tos wife? 

Your pleasure with her would soon grow cold, Haimon, 

And then you’d have a hellcat in bed and elsewhere. 

Let her find her husband in Hell! 

Of all the people in this city, only she 
Has had contempt for my law and broken it. 

Do you want me to show myself weak before the people? 

Or to break my sworn word? No, and I will not. 

The woman dies. 

I suppose she’ll plead '"family ties.” Well, let her. 

If I permit my own family to rebel, 

How shall I earn the world’s obedience? 

Show me the man who keeps his house in hand, 

He’s fit for public authority. I’U have no dealings 
With law-breakers, critics of the government: 

Whoever is chosen to govern should be obeyed— 

Must be obeyed, in all things, great and small, 

Just and unjust! O Haimon, 

The man who knows how to obey, and that man orJy, 

Knows how to give commands when the time comes. 

You can depend on him, no matter how fast 

The spears come: he’s a good soldier, he’ll stick it out. 

Anarchy, anarchy! Show me a greater evil! 

This is why cities tumble and the great houses rain down, 

This is what scatters armies! 

No, no: good hves are made so by discipline. 

We keep the laws then, and the lawmakers, 
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And no woman shall seduce us. If we must lose, 

Let’s lose to a man, at least! Is a woman stronger than we? 


► Is a person Who has 
knowledge that a crime is to 
be committed and does 
nothing to prevent it as 
guilty as the criminal 
himself? 


CHORAGOS: 

Unless time has rusted my wits, 

What you say. King, is said with point and dignity. 

HAiMON: [Bo0shl^ earnest] 

Father: 

Reason is God’s crowning gift to man, and you are right 
To warn me against losing mine. I cannot say— 

I hope that I shall never want to say—that you 

Have reasoned badly. Yet there are other men 

Who can reason, too; and their opinions might be helpful. 

You are not in a position to know everything 
That people say or do, or what they feel: 

Your temper terrifies them—everyone 
Will tell you only what you like to hear. 

But I, at any rate, can listen; and I have heard them 
Muttering and whispering in the dark about this girl. 

They say no woman has ever, so unreasonably, 

Died so shameful a death for a generous act: 

"She covered her brother s body. Is this indecent? 

She kept him from dogs and vultures. Is this a crime? 

Death?—She should have all the honor that we can give her!” 
This is the way they talk out there in the city. 

You must believe me: 

Nothing is closer to me than your happiness. 

What could be closer? Must not any son 
Value his fathers fortune as his father does his? 

I beg you, do not be unchangeable: 

Do not believe that you alone can be right. 

The man who thinks that, 

The man who maintains that only he has the power 
To reason correctly, the gift to speak, the soul— 

A man hke that, when you know him, turns out empty. 

It is not reason never to yield to reason! 

In flood time you can see how some trees bend. 

And because they bend, even their twigs are safe. 

While stubborn trees are tom up, roots and all. 

And the same thing happens in sailing: 

Make your sheet fast, never slacken,—and over you go. 

Head over heels and under: and there’s your voyage. 

Forget you are angry! Let yourself be moved! 
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I know I am young; but please let me say this: 

The ideal condition 

Would be, I admit, that men should be right by instinct; 
But since we are all too likely to go astray, 

The reasonable thing is to learn from those who can teach. 

CHORAGOS: 

You will do well to listen to him, King, 

If what he says is sensible. And you, Haimon, 

Must listen to your father.—Both speak well. 

CREON: 

You consider it right for a man of my years and experience 
To go to school to a boy? 

HAIMON: 

It is not right 

If I am wrong. But if I am young, and right, 

What does my age matter? 

CREON: 

You think it right to stand up for an anarchist? 

HAIMON: 

Not at all. I pay no respect to criminals. 

CREON: 

Then she is not a criminal? 

HAIMON: 

The City would deny it, to a man. 

CREON: 

And the City proposes to teach me how to rule? 

HAIMON: 

Ah. Who is it thaf s talking like a boy now? 

CREON: 

My voice is the one voice giving orders in this City! 
haimon: 

It is no City if it takes orders from one voice. 

CREON: 

The State is the King! 


► Why is it sometimes so 
difficult for parents to 
discuss vital issues 
reasonably and on a basis 
of equality with their 
childrers? 


Note the weight given 
here to public opinion, 
even though the play is 
set in a monarchy. 
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HAIMON: 

Yes, if the State is a desert 

[Pause] 

CREON: 

This boy, it seems, has sold out to a woman. 

HAIMON: 

If you are a woman: my concern is only for you. 

CREON: 

So? Your ^^concem”! In a public brawl with your father! 
HAIMON: 

How about you, in a public brawl with justice? 

CREON: 

With justice, when all that I do is within my rights? 

HAIMON: 

You have no right to trample on God's right. 

[Completely out of control] 
Fool, adolescent fool! Taken in by a woman! 

HAIMON: 

You’ll never see me taken in by anything vile. 

CREON: 

Every word you say is for her! 

HAIMON: [Quietly, darkly] 

And for you. 

And for me. And for the gods under the earth. 

CREON: 

You’ll never marry her while she lives. 

HAIMON: 

Then she must die.—But her death will cause another. 

CREON: 

Another? 

Have you lost your senses? Is this an open threat? 

HAIMON: 

There is no threat in speaking to emptiness. 
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CREON: 


I swear you’ll regret this superior tone of yours! 

You are the empty one! 

HAiMON: If you were not my father, 

rd say you were perverse. 

ckeon; 

You girlstruclc fool, don’t play at words with me! 

HAIMON: 

I am sorry. You prefer silence. 

CREON: 

Now, by God—! 

I swear, by all the gods in heaven above us, 

Youll watch it, I swear you shall! 

[To the SERVANTS:] 
Bring her out! 

Bring the woman out! Let her die before his eyes! 

Here, this instant, with her bridegroom beside her! 

HAIMON: 

Not here, no; she will not die here, King. 

And you will never see my face again. 

Go on raving as long as you’ve a friend to endure you. 

[Exit HAIMON.] 


CHORAGOS: 

Gone, gone. 

Creon, a young man in a rage is dangerous! 

CREON: 

Let him do, or dream to do, more than a man can. 
He shall not save these girls from death. 

CHORAGOS: 

These girls? 

You have sentenced them both? 

CREON: 

No, you are right. 

I will not kill the one whose hands are clean. 

CHORAGOS: 

But Antigone? 
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CREON: 


[Somberly] 


I will carry her far away 
Out there in the wilderness, and lock her 
Living in a vault of stone. She shall have food, 

As the custom is, to absolve the State of her death. 

And there let her pray to the gods of hell: 

They are her only gods: 

Perhaps they will show her an escape from death, 

Or she may learn, though late, 

That piety shown the dead is pity in vain. 

[Exit CREON.] 


This choral ode is a to 
Aphrodite, goddess cf 


CHORUS: 

Love, unconquerable 
Waster of rich men, keeper 
Of warm lights and all-night vigil 
In the soft face of a girl: 

Sea-wanderer, forest-visitor! 

Even the pure Immortals cannot escape you. 
And mortal man, in his one day’s dusk, 
Trembles before your glory. 


Surely you swerve upon ruin 
The just mans consenting heart. 

As here you have made bright anger 
Strike between father and son— 

And none has conquered but Love! 

A girl’s glance working the will of heaven: 
Pleasure to her alone who mocks us, 
Merciless Aphrodite. 


SCENE IV 

CHORAGos: [As ANTIGONE enters guarded:] 

But I can no longer stand in awe of this. 

Nor, seeing what I see, keep back my tears. 

Here is Antigone, passing to that chamber 
Where all find sleep at last. 

ANTIGONE: 

Look upon me, friends, and pity me 
Turning back at the night’s edge to say 
Good-by to the sun that shines for me no longer; 
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Now sleepy Death 

Summons me down to Acheron, that cold shore: 

There is no bridesong there, nor any music. 

CHORUS: 

Yet not impraised, not without a kind of honor. 

You walk at last into the underworld; 

Untouched by sickness, broken by no sword. 

What woman has ever found your way to death? 

ANTIGONE: 

How often I have heard the story of Niobe, 

Tantalos’ wretched daughter, how the stone 
Clung fast about her, ivy-close: and they say 
The rain falls endlessly 

And sifting soft snow; her tears are never done. 

I feel the loneliness of her death in mine. 

CHORUS: 

But she was bom of heaven, and you 

Are woman, woman-bom. If her death is yours, 

A mortal womans, is this not for you 
Glory in our world and in the world beyond? 

ANTIGONE: 

You laugh at me. Ah, friends, friends, 

Can you not wait until I am dead? O Thebes, 

O men many-charioted, in love with Fortune, 

Dear springs of Dirce, sacred Theban grove, 

Be witnesses for me, denied all pity. 

Unjustly judged! and think a word of love 
For her whose path turns 

Under dark earth, where there are no more tears. 

CHORUS: 

You have passed beyond human daring and come at last 
Into a place of stone where Justice sits. 

I cannot tell 

What shape of your father s guilt appears in this. 

ANTIGONE: 

You have touched it at last: that bridal bed 
Unspeakable, horror of son and mother mingling: 

Their crime, infection of all our family! 

0 Oedipus, father and brother! 


Aclieroii, in Greek 

was a rive: that led to Hades. 


a lesser goddess 
who mofliered six children^ 
boasted that she was tlie 
equal cf a more powerfyf 
goddess who had but two 
childrefL In revenge, 
other gods destroyed 
l^iobe's ciiiWren and 
tufiied her into a stone. 


in Greek mythology Dirce 
¥/as a qoeen who was 
killed by being tied to 
the lioms of a bull Then, 
near Thebes, she was tyraed 
into a spring that bore 
her narne. 
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Your marriage strikes from the grave to murder mine. 

I have been a stranger here in my own land: 

All my life 

The blasphemy of my birth has followed me. 

CHORUS: 

Reverence is a virtue, but strength 
Lives in established law: that must prevail. 

You have made your choice, 

Your death is the doing of your conscious hand. 

ANTIGONE: 

Then let me go, since all your words are bitter, 

And the very light of the sun is cold to me. 

Lead me to my vigil, where I must have 
Neither love nor lamentation; no song, but silence. 

[cREON interrupts impatiently:] 


Persephone^ also spelled 
Perseplioneia, was goddess 
cf the underwoiid. 


CREON: 

If dirges and planned lamentations could put off death. 

Men would be singing for ever. 

[To the SERVANTS:] 

Take her, go! 

You know your orders: take her to the vault 
And leave her alone there. And if she lives or dies, 

That's her affair, not ours: our hands are clean. 


ANTIGONE: 

O tomb, vaulted bride-bed in eternal rock, 

Soon I shall be with my own again 

Where Persephone welcomes the thin ghosts underground: 
And I shall see my father again, and you, mother, 

And dearest Polyneices—dearest indeed 
To me, since it was my hand 

That washed him clean and poured the ritual wine: 

And my reward is death before my time! 

And yet, as men s hearts know, I have done no wrong, 

I have not sinned before God. Or if I have, 

I shall know the truth in death. But if the guilt 
Lies upon Creon who judged me, then, I pray, 

May his punishment equal my own. 


CHORAGOS: 


O passionate heart, 

Unyielding, tormented still by the same winds! 
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CREON: 

Her guards shall have good cause to regret their delaying. 

ANTIGONE: 

Ah! That voice is like the voice of death! 

CREON: 

I can give you no reason to think you are mistaken. 


ANTIGONE: 

Thebes, and you my fathers’ gods, 

And rulers of Thebc's, you see me; now, the last 
Unhappy daughter of a lino of kings. 

Your kings, led away to death. You will remember 
What things I suffer, and at what men’s hands 
Because I would not transgn'ss the laws of heaven. 

['/’o the GUAims, simply:] 


Come: let us wait no longer. 


[Exit ANTICONK, L., guarded.] 


chorus: 


All Danae’s beauty was locked away 

In a brazen cell where the sunlight eould not come: 

A small room, still as any gravt:, enclosed her. 

Yet she was a princess too, 

And Zeus in a rain of gold pourc'd love upon her. 

0 child, child, 

No power in wealth or war 
Or tough sea-bhiokencd ships 
Can prevail against untiring Destinyl 


And Dryas’ son also, that furious king, 

Bore the god’s prisoning anger for his pride: 

Sealed up by Dionysus in deaf stone, 

His madness died among eehoes. 

So at the last hci l<;arned what dreadful power 
His tongue had moc:k(!d; 

For he had profaned the revels, 

And fired the wrath of the nine 

Implacable Sisters that love the sound of the flute. 


And old men tell a half-remc'mlx'red tale 
Of horror done whm-e a dark ledges splits the sea 
And a double surf beats on the gray shores: 

How a king’s new woman, sick 

With hatred for the (pusen he had imprisoned. 





Ares was tlie god nf war. 


Ripped out his two sons’ eyes with her bloody hands 
While grinning Ares watched the shuttle plunge 
Four times: four blind wounds crying for revenge, 

Crying, tears and blood mingled.—Piteously born, 
Those sons whose mother was of heavenly birth! 

Her father was the god of the North Wind 
And she was cradled by gales. 

She raced with young colts on the glittering hills 
And walked untrammeled in the open light: 

But in her marriage deathless Fate found means 
To build a tomb like yours for all her joy. 


Many Greeks believed 
that birds were sacred 
and that their behavior, 
if properly interpreted 
by oracles, could indicate 
the future. Burning 
entrails was another 
method of divination. 


SCENE V 

[Enter blind teiresias, led by a boy. The 
opening speeches of teiresias should be 
in singsong contrast to the realistic lines 
of CREON.] 

TEmESIAS: 

This is the way the blind man comes. Princes, Princes, 

Lock-step, two heads lit by the eyes of one. 

CREON: 

What new thing have you to tell us, old Teiresias? 

TEIRESIAS: 

I have much to tell you: listen to the prophet, Creon. 

CREON: 

I am not aware that I have ever failed to listen. 

TEIRESIAS: 

Then you have done wisely, King, and ruled well. 

CREON: 

I admit my debt to you. But what have you to say? 

TEIRESIAS: 

This, Creon: you stand once more on the edge of fate. 

CREON: 

What do you mean? Your words are a kind of dread. 

TEIRESIAS: 

Listen, Creon: 

I was sitting in my chair of augury, at the place 
Where the birds gather about me. They were aU a-chatter, 
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As is their habit, when siuldoTily I heard 
A strange note in their jangling, a scream, a 
Whirring fnry; I knew that they were fighting, 

Tearing each other, dying 

In a whirlwind of wings clashing. And I was afraid. 

I began the riles of burnt-olFc'ring at the altar, 

But Ilcphaistos faih'd nu': instead of bright flame. 

There was only the sputtc'ring slime of the fat thigh-flesh 
Melting: the ('iitrails dis.solvc'd in gray smoke, 

The bare bone burst from the weltc'r. And no bla/.e! 

This was a sign from heaven. My boy described it. 

Seeing for me as I .see for others. 

I tell you, Crc'on, you yourself have; brought 

This new calamity upon us. Our lu'arths and altars 

Are stained with the corruption of dogs and carrion birds 

That glut tlu'tnselves on the corpse of Oc'dipus’ son. 

The gods are deaf when we pray to them, their fire 
Recoils from our ofh'ring, their birds of omen 
Have no cry of comfort, for they are gorged 
With the thick blood of the dt'ud. () my son, 

These arc no trifles! T’hink; all men make mistakes, 

But a good man yiedds whtm he knows his course is wrong. 
And repairs the evil. The only crime is pride'. 

Give in to the d('ad man, tlu'u: do not fight with a corpsc™ 
What glory is it to kill a man who is dead? 

Think, I heg you: 

It is for your own good that I .speak as f do. 

You should bc‘ able to yield for your own good. 

CREON: 

It seems that prophets have mad(‘ me their especial province. 
All my life long 

I have been a kind of butt for the dull arrows 
Of doddering fortune-tellers! No, Teiresias; 

If your bird.S“if the gn'at <‘agh‘s of God him.s<>lf 
Should carry him stinking bit by bit to heaven, 

I would not yi(‘!d. I am not afraid of pollution: 

No man can defile the gods. Do what you will, 

Go into busimsss, makt* money, speculate 
In India gold or that syntlu'tie gold from Sardis, 

Get rich otherwi.sc* than by my con.s(‘nt to bury him. 

Teiresias, it is a sorry thing when a wise man 
Sells his wisdom, lets out liis words for hire! 

TEIRESIAS: 

Ah Creon! Is there no man left in the world— 
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CREON: 

To do what?—Come, lets have the aphorism! 

TEIRESIAS: 

No man who knows that wisdom outweighs any wealth? 

CREON: 

As surely as bribes are baser than any baseness. 

TEIRESIAS: 

You are sick, Creon! You are deathly sick! 

CREON: 

As you say: it is not my place to challenge a prophet. 

TEIRESIAS: 

Yet you have said my prophecy is for sale. 

CREON: 

The generation of prophets has always loved gold. 

TEIRESIAS: 

The generation of kings has always loved brass. 

CREON: 

You forget yourself! You are speaking to your King. 
TEIRESIAS: 

I know it. You are a king because of me. 

CREON: 

You have a certain skill; but you have sold out. 

TEIRESIAS: 

King, you will drive me to words that— 

CREON: 

Say them, say them! 

Only remember: I will not pay you for them. 

TEIRESIAS: 

No, you will find them too costly. 

CREON: 

No doubt. Speak: 

Whatever you say, you will not change my will. 

TEIRESIAS: 

Then take this, and take it to heart! 
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The time is not far off when you shall pay back 
Corpse for corpse, flesh of your own flesh. 

You have thrust the child of this world into living night, 

You have kept from the gods below the child that is theirs: 

The one in a grave before her death, the other, 

Dead, denied the grave. This is your crime: 

And the Furies and the dark gods of Hell Tlie^Furies^were lieliish 

Are swift with terrible punishment for you. vengeance 

Do you want to buy me now, Creon? Not many days. 

And your house will be full of men and women weeping. 

And curses will be hurled at you from far 
Cities grieving for sons unburied, left to rot 
Before the walls of Thebes. 

These are my arrows, Creon: they are all for you. 

[To BOY:] 

But come, child: lead me home. 

Let him waste his fine anger upon younger men. 

Maybe he will learn at last 

To control a wiser tongue in a better head. 

[Exit TEIRESIAS.] 

GHORAGOS: 

The old man has gone. King, but his words 
Remain to plague us. I am old, too, 

But I cannot remember that he was ever false. 

creon: 

That is true. ... It troubles me. 

Oh it is hard to give in! But it is worse 
To risk everything for stubborn pride. 

GHORAGOS: 

Creon: take my advice. 
creon: 

What shall I do? 

GHORAGOS: 

Go quickly: free Antigone from her vault 
And build a tomb for the body of Polyneices. 

CREON: 

You would have me do this? 

GHORAGOS: 

Creon, yes! 

And it must be done at once: God moves 
Swiftly to cancel the folly of stubborn men. 
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CREON: 

It is hard to deny the heart! But I 
Will do it: I will not fight with destiny. 

CHORAGOS: 

You must go yourself, you cannot leave it to others. 

CREON: 

I will go.-Bring axes, servants: 

Come with me to the tomb. I buried hei, 1 
Will set her free. Oh quickly! 

My mind misgives— 

The laws of the gods are mighty, and a man must serve them 
To the last day of his life! 

[Exit CREON. 


Tlie cliorys, fearing the 
worst for its cit|, is 
here invoking ihe god 
Dionysys by his many 
names. Dionysus, god of 
wine and the focus of an 
ecstatic religious cult was 
a patron god of Thebes. 


CHORAGOS: 

God of many names 


CHORUS: 


O lacchos 


son 


of Kadmeian Semele 

0 born of the Thunder! 
Guardian of the West 

Regent 

of Eleusis’ plain 

0 Prince of maenad Thebes 
and the Dragon Field by rippling Ismenos: 

CHORAGOS: 

God of many names 


chorus: 

the flame of torches 

flares on our hills 

the nymphs of lacchos 
dance at the spring of Castalia: 
from the vine-close mountain 

come ah come in ivy: 
Evohe evoke! sings through the streets of Thebc\s 

CHORAGOS: 

God of many names 
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chorus: 


lacchos of Thebes 

heavenly Child 

of Semele bride of the Thunderer! 
The shadow of plague is upon us: 


with clement feet 


come 


oh come from Pamasos 
down the long slopes 

across the lamenting water 


kl the Igo! cf Moml 
Parnasos, or Parnassijs, 

!ay ins shrhie of Delphi, 
0QfTi3 0^ the Delphic oracle. 


CHORAGOS: 

lo Fire! Chorister of the throbbing stars! 

O purest among the voices of the night! 

Thou son of God, blaze for us! 

CHORUS: 

Come with choric rapture of circling Maenads 
Who cry lo lacche! 

God of many names! 

[Enter messenger, L.] 


MESSENGER: 

Men of the line of Kadmos, you who live 
Near Amphions citadel: I cannot say 
Of any condition of human life ''This is fixed. 

This is clearly good, or bad.” Fate raises up. 

And Fate casts dovm the happy and unhappy alike: 
No man can foretell his Fate. Take the case of Creon: 
Creon was happy once, as I count happiness: 
Victorious in battle, sole governor of the land. 
Fortunate father of children nobly born. 

And now it has all gone from him! Who can say 
That a man is still alive when his life’s joy fails? 

He is a walking dead man. Grant him rich, 

Let him live like a king in his great house: 

If his pleasure is gone, I would not give 
So much as the shadow of smoke for all he owns. 

CHORAGOS: 

Your words hint at sorrow: what is your news for us? 
messenger: 

They are dead. The living are guilty of their death. 


Kadmos was tde legendary 
founder of fee city of 
Thebes. Aniphioo, according 
to legend, built tie first 
wall syrrounding Thebes, 


81 




Hecate ¥\as a goddess of 
sorcery and witchcrafi:; 
Pluto was king of Hades. 


CHORAGOS: 

Who is guilty? Who is dead? Speak! 

MESSENGER: 

Haimon. 

Haimon is dead; and the hand that killed him 
Is his own hand. 

CHORAGOS: 

His father s? or his own? 

messenger: 

His own, driven mad by the murder his father had done. 

CHORAGOS: 

Teiresias, Teiresias, how clearly you saw it all! 
messenger: 

This is my news: you must draw what conclusions you can 
from it. 

CHORAGOS: 

But look: Eurydice, our Queen: 

Has she overheard us? 

[Enter eurydice from the Palace, C.] 

EURYDICE: 

I have heard something, friends: 

As I was unlocking the gate of Pallas’ shrine, 

For I needed her help today, I heard a voice 
Telling of some new sorrow. And I fainted 
There at the temple with all my maidens about me. 

But speak again: whatever it is, I can bear it: 

Grief and I are no strangers. 

messenger: 

Dearest Lady, 

I will tell you plainly all that I have seen. 

I shall not try to comfort you: what is the use, 

Since comfort could lie only in what is not tme? 

The truth is always best. I went with Creon 
To the outer plain where Polyneices was lying, 

No friend to pity him, his body shredded by dogs. 

We made our prayers in that place to Hecate 
And Pluto, that they would be merciful. And we bathed 
The corpse with holy water, and we brought 
Fresh-broken branches to bum what was left of it, 

And upon the um we heaped up a towering barrow 
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Of the earth of his own land. When we were done, we ran 
To the vault where Antigone lay on her couch of stone. 

One of the servants had gone ahead, 

And while he was yet far off he heard a voice 
Grieving within the chamber, and he came back 
And told Creon. And as the King went closer. 

The air was full of wailing, the words lost, 

And he begged us to make all haste. ''Am I a prophet?” 

He said, weeping, "And must I walk this road, 

The saddest of all that I have gone before? 

My son's voice calls me on. Oh quickly, quickly! 

Look through the crevice there, and tell me 
If it is Haimon, or some deception of the gods!” 

We obeyed; and in the cavern's farthest corner 
We saw her lying: 

She had made a noose of her fine linen veil 
And hanged herself. Haimon lay beside her. 

His arms about her waist, lamenting her, 

His love lost under ground, crying out 
That his father had stolen her away from him. 

When Creon saw him the tears rushed to his eyes 

And he called to him: "What have you done, child? Speak to me. 

What are you thinking that makes your eyes so strange? 

O my son, my son, I come to you on my knees!” 

But Haimon spat in his face. He said not a word. 

Staring—And suddenly drew his sword 

And lunged. Creon shrank back, the blade missed; and the boy, 
Desperate against himself, drove it half its length 
Into his own side, and fell. And as he died, 

He gathered Antigone close in his arms again, 

Choking, his blood bright red on her white cheek. 

And now he lies dead with the dead, and she is his 
At last, his bride in the houses of the dead. 

[Exit EURYDiCE into the Palace.] 

CHOKAGOS: 

She has left us without a word. What can this mean? 
messenger: 

It troubles me, too; yet she knows what is best, 

Her grief is too great for public lamentation. 

And doubtless she has gone to her chamber to weep 
For her dead son, leading her maidens in his dirge. 

CHORAGOS: 

It may be so: but I fear this deep silence. [Pause] 
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messenger: 

I will see what she is doing. I will go in, 

[Exit MESSENGER into the Palace] 
[Enter creon tviih attendants, bearm 
haimon'^ body.] 


CHORAGOS: 

But here is the King himself: oh look at him, 

Bearing his own damnation in his arms. 

creon: 

Nothing you say can touch me any more. 

My own blind heart has brought me 
From darkness to final darkness. Here you sc(‘ 

The father murdering, the murdered son- 
And all my civic wisdom! 

Haimon my son, so young, so young to di(\ 

I was the fool, not you; and you died for me. 

CHORAGOS: 

That is the tmth; but you were late in learning it. 
creon: 

This truth is hard to bear. Surely a god 

Has crushed me beneath the hugest weight of lu^aven, 

And driven me headlong a barbaric way 
To trample out the thing I held most dear. 

The pains that men will take to come to pain! 

[Enter messenger from the Palace] 


messenger: 

The burden you carry in your hands is heavy, 

But it is not all: you will find more in your house. 

CREON: 

What burden worse than this shall I find there? 
messenger: 

The Queen is dead. 

CREON: 

O port of death, deaf world, 

Is there no pity for me? And you, Angel of evil, 

I was dead, and your words are death again. 

Is it true, boy? Can it be true? 

Is my wife dead? Has death bred death? 
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messenger: 


You can see for yourself. 

[The doors are opened, and the body of 
EURYDiCE is disclosed within.] 


CREON: 

Oh pity! 

All true, all true, and more than I can bear! 

O my wife, my son! 

MESSENGER: 

She stood before the altar, and her heart 
Welcomed the knife her own hand guided. 

And a great cry burst from her lips for Megareus dead. 

And for Haimon dead, her sons; and her last breath 
Was a curse for their father, the murderer of her sons. 

And she fell, and the dark flowed in through her closing eyes. 

CREON: 

O God, I am sick with fear. 

Are there no swords here? Has no one a blow for me? 

MESSENGER: 

Her curse is upon you for the deaths of both. 

CREON: 

It is right that it should be. I alone am guilty. 

I know it, and I say it. Lead me in, 

Quickly, friends. 

I have neither life nor substance. Lead me in. 

CHORAGOS: 

You are right, if there can be right in so much wrong. 

The briefest way is best in a world of sorrow. 

CREON: 

Let it come, 

Let death come quickly, and be kind to me. 

I would not ever see the sun again. 

CHORAGOS: 

All that will come when it will; but we, meanwhile. 

Have much to do. Leave the future to itself. 

CREON: 

All my heart was in that prayer! 


Megareus, a son of Creori, 
died in the war between 
tile brothers of Antigone. 
Megareus fooght on the 
side of Eteocies, ’who 
defended Thebes against 
the assault of Polyneices, 

► Can suicide be justified 
by great personal loss? 
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CHOKAGOS: 


Then do not pray any more: the sky is deaf. 
creon: 

Lead me away. I have been rash and foolish. 

I have killed my son and my wife. 

I look for comfort; my comfort lies here dead. 

Whatever my hands have touched has conie to nothing. 

Fate has brought all my pride to a thought of dust. 

[As CREON is being led into the house, 
the CHORAGos advances and speaks di¬ 
rectly to the audience:] 


CHORAGOS: 

There is no happiness where there is no wisdom; 
No wisdom but in submission to the gods. 

Big words are always punished, 

And proud men in old age learn to be wise. 


12 TME GC/CD CITE; 

PL4TCG nPUBLlC 

Plato and Aristotle have had the most profound influence 
of all the Greek philosophers on western thought. They spent their 
lives wrestling with basic questions: What is good? What is real? 
What is beauty? They sought answers to these questions through 
the use of inquiry and logic. Their writings have stimulated western 
man throughout the centuries primarily because they identified 
clearly so many basic humanistic issues. If the Greeks did not find 
all the answers, they at least posed many of the questions. 

Plato believed that if man could know the truth, he would know 
what is good. To him, knowing the truth meant to know the uni¬ 
versal and absolute forms upon which all earthly objects, moral 
standards, and institutions could be based. For example, although 
man cannot create a perfect circle, he can imagine a perfect circle 
upon which to base a drawing. Similarly, man cannot create a per¬ 
fect society, but he can use his reason to conceive of an ideal 
society upon which to model his own institutions. 

To Plato the search for the ideal form of the state meant a search 
for the ideal of justice. But justice involved far more than the fair 
settlement of disputes in a court of law. Plato beheved that justice 
would be achieved when the people in a society adhered to three 
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basic virtues—wisdom, courage, and self-controL He believed that 
a society governed by these three virtues would make it possible 
for men to live the good life. Moreover, such a society would create 
good men by encouraging them to observe basic moral standards. 

To Plato it was self-evident that the ideal state should be ruled 
by the best men. The best men, for Plato, were the most virtuous. 
These best men were not necessarily bom to the best parents. 
Plato believed in an aristocracy of talent, not an aristocracy of 
birth. On the cmcial question of how the best men were to be 
identified, Plato was vague. Some scholars believe that Plato wanted 
all people to have the same education, so that those who proved 
themselves through education could be made rulers. Others point 
out that in one of the following excerpts Plato suggests that the 
rulers should be able to identify infants as members of the future 
ruling class. The evidence, at any rate, is not conclusive. We can, 
however, be sure that Plato believed mlers should prove themselves 
to be virtuous. 

Plato’s Republic, from which Reading 12 is taken, discusses 
nearly every aspect of the ideal state—from child-rearing to politi¬ 
cal decision-making. Like all of Plato’s philosophical works, The 
Republic was written in the form of a dialogue between Plato’s 
own spokesman, Socrates, and the spokesmen for other views. As 
you read, keep the following questions in mind: 

1, In Pinto's 3.epnM!c\ wlio liialces political decisions? Why are 
tln-se parnhiilar men chcspri to make the decisions? 

2. 'irhat ctiteiia ^voiild Plato use to determine whether or not a 
loeisjcn ’vas pood? 

3, On '■vPaL ’’oasis does Plato's P.epuMlc determine the role an in- 
dividiia! citizen will play in society? What does the answer to 
this ernes don imply about the obligations of citizens to the 
societ}'? IVhm: does it iiiipl}' about the nature of the good man 
and the good life? 

4. What dcD think Plato would think of democracy? Would lie 
think it is capalile of achieving the basic purposes of the state? 
Why or wh}" not? 


The Republic 

A city is formed because men are not self-suflBcient but 
have many wants. So each looks to others for help in supplying his 
various wants, and many associates and helpers come together in 
one place and call it a city. Everyone who gives or takes in ex¬ 
change does so in the belief that he is thus serving his own best 


Plato, The iepuWic, in 
Walter R. Agard, Tie 
Sreek lind (Princeton: 

D. Van Nostrand Company, 
!nc., 1957), pp. 127^130. 
Reprinted by permission. 
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Plato is hsre e'^plaining 
iici¥ Ihe people living 
if! tfie ideal city shcald 
be educated. Plate used 
myths in a manner sifiiilar 
to the way Jasus used 
parables. 


► Do you think that piiblic 
ofTlciab srmmid have tne 
power to deternime what 
scclai class people siiojid 
belong to? 

By philosophers, here, 

Plato meant the most 
virtucos and inlelligent 
men. 


iialectic here refers to 
the type of logically 
proceeding dialogue of 
which Plato was particu¬ 
larly fond. Through 
dedoctive reasoning, 
Plato believed, the truth 
could be discovered. 


interests. It follows that more and better of everything will be pro¬ 
duced, and more easily, when each person works at his owm spe¬ 
cialty according to his own peculiar talent, and at the proper time, 
without interfering with other tasks. . . . 

We shall tell our people the following myth. “All of you are 
brothers, but when you were created God mixed gold in the com¬ 
position of those of you who are qualified to govern; in those fitted 
to be guardians he mixed silver; and in the farmers and artisans 
he mixed baser metals. It is therefore the first duty of our rulers 
to see which of these metals enters into the composition of each 
child that is bom; and if a child of baser metal is bom in the 
golden class they are to have no pity on it, but shall put it into the 
class of farmers and artisans; if, on the other hand, among that 
class a child of gold or silver is bom, they are to raise it to its 
proper status. For an oracle has declared that when a city is ruled 
by men of baser metal it shall perish.” . . . 

When anyone who is by nature an artisan or other kind of pro¬ 
ducer is inflated by the wealth he has acquired or other material 
advantage so as to try to join the soldier-guardian class; or when 
a soldier tries to join the class of philosopher-mlers; or when one 
person attempts to be all three at one time, you will agree with 
me, will you not, that such changes in status and such interference 
will min the state? 

I most certainly do agree, said [Glaucon]. 

This, then [continued Socrates], is injustice. But when each of 
these groups—workers, soldier-guardians, and philosopher-mlers, 
keeps in its place and performs its own function, then justice will 
prevail. . . . 

Our object in constructing our state is not to make any one class 
pre-eminently happy, but to guarantee the welfare of the whole 
community as far as possible. . . . 

Unless either philosophers become mlers, or those who mle be¬ 
come lovers of wisdom, and so political power and philosophy are 
united, there can be no respite from calamity for states or for 
mankind. . . . 

Shall we not require for our mlers men who are by nature of 
good memory, speedy in learning, high-minded, gracious in manner, 
friends and brothers of truth, justice, courage, and self-control? . . . 

Twenty-year-old youths of exceptional ability must receive spe¬ 
cial educational opportunities; the separate branches of knowledge 
must be developed so as to show their interrelationship and the 
nature of reality. At the age of thirty this group must be tested in 
terms of ability at dialectic, in order to discover who can advance 
further toward a true understanding of reality. . . . 



Democracy arises when the poor come to power, killing and ex¬ 
iling some of the opposing party, but admitting the rest to equal 
participation in government. Usually the oflBcials are determined 
by lot. In such a city are not men free, and does not liberty of 
speech and action flourish, and is not every man allowed to do 
what he wishes? This might seem to be the most beautiful con¬ 
stitution of all, decorated, so to speak, with every variety of char¬ 
acter as a dress is embroidered with every kind of flower. . . . 

But may we not say that democracy, like oligarchy, is destroyed 
by its unrestrained craving for what it considers the supreme good? 
In the case of oligarchy, it is wealth; in a democracy it is freedom. 
For excessive freedom leads to anarchy, which in turn results in 
despotism, the most burdensome and most brutal slavery. . . . 

A man who has joined the select company of philosophers and 
has come to realize how delightful and blessed is their lot, and has 
seen how mad the multitude is, how corrupt their politics, and how 
impossible for a just man to save them from folly, or his own life 
should he try to do so, this man will refrain from political activity 
and tend to his own affairs, like a traveler who finds shelter under 
a wall during a whirlwind. How much better it would be, however, 
if the philosopher had been fortunate enough to belong to a society 
which appreciated him; for then he would be able to save the 
community as well as himself. 


Oliiarclii meant irrespon- 
sibje goyemment ifie 
few. For Plato it was 
me corruption of 
aristocracy, just as 
anarchy was the corruption 
of darnocrac/. 

Can too rrucd freedom 
destroy a democracy? 


► Will pbiiosopters 
necessardy be the best 
poiitbiaos? 


13 THE GOOD CITY: 

FESICLES’S DEMOCRACY 


Plato lived in Athens, a city noted for its democratic 
institutions. Yet he questioned some of the fundamental assump¬ 
tions upon which Athenian democracy was based. Consequently, 
he envisioned an ideal state in which an ehte would make major 
decisions about public policy. Moreover, he drastically restricted 
the freedom of individuals in his ideal state. 

Athenian democracy, however, had its champions as well as its 
philosophical critics. Perhaps the most articulate defender of the 
Athenian way of life was Pericles. At a time when the very life of 
Athens was threatened by Sparta, a city governed by autocratic 
institutions, he spoke in praise of his native city and its political 
organization. Like Lincoln at Gettysburg, Pericles chose to defend 
democracy in an oration honoring those who had fallen in battle. 


Sparta, a city-state on 
tlie Peloponnesian penin¬ 
sula sooth of Athens, 
did almost everytfiing 
differently from Athens. 
Spartan citizens, etlini- 
cally different from their 
slaves and servants, were 
separated from their 
families from age seven 
to thirty and educated 
to be soldiers. Sparta 
was little Interested 
in trade or culture, 
a fact which lias not 
endeared it to later 
historians. Its forte 
was order and discipline. 
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► SiioLid citizens of a 
democracy always obey 
elected officials? 


His defense was not so much a description of the Athenian govern¬ 
ment as an explanation of its ideals. Just as Plato’s Republic at¬ 
tempted to base an ideal state on assumptions about the nature of 
truth and the nature of man, Pericles’s justification of democracy 
rested on certain broad principles. Plato and Pericles argued that 
the purpose of the good society was to create the good life and 
encourage moral conduct in men. But they disagreed about the 
nature of the good life, the characteristics of the good man, and 
the way in which society would provide for these. 

The following reading presents Pericles’s version of these ideals 
as they were recorded (and perhaps heavily edited) by Thucydides, 
the Greek historian. As you read the speech, keep the following 
questions in mind: 

1. Who made political decisions in Athens? How were leaders 
chosen? What assumption underlay this method of recruiting 
leaders? Would Plato have agreed with this assumption? 

2. What criteria did Atlieeians use to cleterniine whether or not 
ti decision us goodk W oiild Plato have agreed W’ith these 
criteria? 

3. Who detennined the role a person would play in Athenian 

society? On basis v/crc these roles deteiiTiined? Were 

there any limits on a citizens freedom to determine his role? 
W hat do the answers to these questions imply about Atheiiiac 
assumptions regarding the good life and the good man? 

4. What would Pericles hwre thought of Plato’s Repuhlic? On 
what basic assiiiiiptioiis did Pericles and Plato disagree? 


In Praise of Athens 

“Our form of government does not enter into rivalry 
with the institutions of others. We do not copy our neighbors, but 
are an example to them. It is true that we are called a democracy, 
for the administration is in the hands of the many and not the few. 
But while the law secures equal justice to all alike in their private 
disputes, the claim of excellence is also recognized; and when a 
citizen is in any way distinguished, he is preferred [for] the public 
service, not as a matter of privilege, but as the reward of merit. 
Neither is poverty a bar, but a man may beneht his country 
whatever . . . his condition. There is not exclusiveness in our public 
life, and in our private intercourse, a spirit of reverence pervades 
our public acts; we are prevented from doing wrong by respect 
for the authorities and for the laws, having an especial regard to 
those which are ordained for the protection of the injured as well 
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as to those unwritten laws which bring upon the transgressor of 
them the reprobation of the general sentiment. 

'"And we have not forgotten to provide for our weary spirits 
many relaxations from toil; we have regular games ^nd sacrifices 
throughout the year; our homes are beautiful and elegant; and the 
delight which we daily feel in all these things helps to banish mel¬ 
ancholy. Because of the greatness of our city the fruits of the whole 
earth flow in upon us; so that we enjoy the goods of other countries 
as freely as of our own. 

“Then, again, our military training is in many respects superior 
to that of our adversaries. Our city is thrown open to the world, 
and we never expel a foreigner or prevent him from seeing or 
learning anything of which the secret if revealed to an enemy 
might profit him. We rely not upon management or trickery, but 
upon our own hearts and hands. And in the matter of education, 
whereas they from early youth are always undergoing laborious 
exercises which are to make them brave, we live at ease, and yet 
are equally ready to face the perils which they face. And here is 
the proof: The [Spartans] come into Attica not by themselves, but 
with their [allies] following; we go alone into a neighbors country; 
and although our opponents are fighting for their homes and we 
on a foreign soil, we have seldom any diiGBculty in overcoming them. 
Our enemies have never yet felt our united strength; the care of 
a navy divides our attention, and on land we are obliged to send 
our own citizens everywhere. But they, if they meet and defeat a 
part of our army, are as proud as if they had routed us all, and 
when defeated they pretend to have been vanquished by us all. 

"Tf then we prefer to meet danger with a light heart but without 
laborious training, and with a courage which is gained by habit 
and not enforced by law, are we not greatly the gainers?—since we 
do not anticipate the pain, although, when the hour comes, we can 
be as brave as those who never allow themselves to rest; and thus 
too our city is equally admirable in peace and in war. For we are 
lovers of the beautiful, yet simple in our tastes, and we cultivate 
the mind without loss of manliness. Wealth we employ, not for 
talk and ostentation, but when there is a real use for it. To avow 
poverty with us is no disgrace; the true disgrace is in doing nothing 
to avoid it. 

“An Athenian citizen does not neglect the state because he takes 
care of his own household; and even those of us who are engaged 
in business have a very fair idea of politics. We alone regard a 
man who takes no interest in public affairs, not as a harmless, but 
as a useless character; and if few of us are originators, we are all 
sound judges of a policy. The great impediment to action is, in 


► How iriucli leisure should 
a citizen of a democracy be 
willing to give up in order 
to spend part of his time 
in politics? 
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our opinion, not discussion, but the want of that knowledge w'hich 
is gained by discussion preparatory to action. For we have a pe¬ 
culiar power of thinking before we act and of acting too, whereas 
other men are courageous from ignorance but hesitate upon reflec¬ 
tion. And they are surely to be esteemed the bravest spirits who, 
having the clearest sense of both the pains and pleasures of life, 
do not on that account shrink from danger. In doing good, again, 
we are unlike others; we make our friends by conferring, not by 
receiving favors. Now he who confers a favor is the firmer friend, 
because he would ... by kindness keep alive the memory of an 
obligation; but the recipient is colder in his feelings, because he 
knows that in [repaying] another’s generosity he will not be win¬ 
ning gratitude but only paying a debt. We alone do good to our 
neighbors not upon a calculation of interest, but in the confidence 
of freedom and in a frank and fearless spirit. 

“To sum up: I say that Athens is the school of Hellas, and that 
the individual Athenian in his own person seems to have the power 
of adapting himself to the most varied forms of action with the 
utmost versatility and grace. This is not a passing and idle word, 
but truth and fact; and the assertion is verified by the position to 
which these qualities have raised the state. For in the hour of trial 


Athens alone among her contemporaries is superior to the report 
of her. No enemy who comes against her is indignant at the re¬ 
verses which he sustains at the hands of such a city; no subject 
complains that his masters are unworthy of him. And we sh all 
assuredly not be without witnesses; there are mighty monuments 
of our power which will make us the wonder of this and of suc¬ 
ceeding ages; we shall not need the praises of Homer or of any 
other panegyrist whose poetry may please for the moment, al¬ 
though his representation of the facts will not bear the light of 
day. For we have compelled every land and every sea to open a 
path for our valor, and have everywhere planted eternal memorials 
of our friendship and of our enmity. Such is the city for whose 
sake these men nobly fought and died; they could not bear the 
thought that she might be taken from them; and every one of us 
who survive should gladly toil on her behalf. 

“I have dwelt upon the greatness of Athens because I want to 
show you that we are contending for a higher prize than those who 
enjoy none of these privileges, and to establish ... the merit of 
these men whom I am now commemorating. Their loftiest praise 
has been already spoken. For in magnifying the city I have magni¬ 
fied them, and men like them whose virtues made her glorious. . 

Such was the end of these men; they were worthy of Athens, 
and the living need not desire to have a more heroic spirit, although 
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they may pray value of such a spirit is 

not to he expressed in words. Any onc^ can discourse to you forever 
about the advantages of a brave defense, which you know already. 
But instead of listening to him 1 would have you day hy day fix 
our eyes upon tlu* greatness of Allu'ns, until yon become filled 
with the love of h<*r; and wlnm you are impressed hy the spectacle 
of her glory, reflc'ct that this cunpii-c' has hc'cn acciuired hy men 
who knew their duty and had the eourage to do it, who in the hour 
of conflict had the fc'ur of dishonor always present to them, and 
who if ever they failed in an etiterprise, would not allow their 
virtues to he lost to their eoimfry, but fre(‘ly gave their lives to her 
as the fairest odering u'hieh they could pn'sent at her feast. The 
sacrifice which they eolh‘etivc‘ly made was individually repaid to 
them; for they reeeivt'd again ('aeh one for himself a praise which 
grows not old, and th(‘ nobk'st of all sepulehm-s-I speak not of 
that in w'hich their remaii>s an‘ laid, but of that in which their 
glory survives, and is proclaimed always and on every fitting occa¬ 
sion in both word and det'd. b'or the w’hoh' (>arlh is iht' sc'pnlcher 
of famous men. . . 

14 CJt'v AN!'I liAii’nr;;- 
A "'/AM a: I 

AtlK'iis’s war with Sparta was part of tlio Atluaiian strug¬ 
gle to preserve an einpirt* ('(aliening on tlie Aegciin Sea. Iwcl by 
Pericles, Athens had subjugalcnl much of thc^ CJrec^k world and 
forced the coiKpant'd stutt‘s to pay Iributcn To protcH^t tlunnscdves, 
many of the CJrcn'k state's that nnnaincnl frea* bad formed an alli¬ 
ance with Sparta against Athems. 

Melos, an island-state* in tin* Ac'gean Sea, had lieen scuttled by 
Spartans hundreds of ycnirs bt'fori*. Like* other Grc^c'k colonies, 
Melos was an indc'pmidcmt state, tliough many Melians felt a senti¬ 
mental attaehmc'nl to tlicnr motlu'r c’ountry of Sparta, In the war 
between Athens and Sparta, Mt'Ios at first tric'd to remain neutral. 
But later, aftcu' Athenian forcais raided Melian Icniitory, Melos be¬ 
came an open enemy of Athens. 

Soon Athems semt a large' army to Mc'los. Before attacking, how¬ 
ever, the Athenians sc*nt rc'pii'sc'iitative's to try to nc'goiiatc' a Melian 
surrender. Instead of inviting tlu'sc' rc'prc'sentativc's to spt'uk Ixdbre^ 
their entire eitizc'iiry, the* Mt'Iian k'uders lirought them bedore tbenr 





governing body. Thucydides recorded the dialogue that took place. 
As usual, Thucydides’s version of the dialogue is not word for 
word. It is, however, eloquent, and captures the sense of the con¬ 
flict as at least one intelligent Athenian understood it. As you read, 
think about the following questions: 


i'-ha!. ^re th,.' iDaslc argirjiU'.-Vcs cil:-rfd by the Athenians and 

ihe jlohnnsf 

Atheiiiaii arguments square -.vith the .htjienian 
ideals e.\presi-d by Pericles.' 

b.mild vou like to live in a city that oehaied as Athens did 

’■■i'-j'-ei- power' Can mi imperial citv be a good ciAP 

reascriA lor your ooisr/cis. 

c-oei'AoiA Had they anv real 

cfaOiCe:'' yy or not? 


Mhi^ry of 

Ills PBlcpsuiiesjan Way 
Whos, by jtex Warner 
'ISaibirore: Fsiguhi Boobs, 
13551 PP. 353-365. 
Peprioteo by psnrJssbi^ 


. ‘ Does rniglit make right, 
as this passage Implies? 


The Melian Dialogue 

, Athenians: So we are not to speak before the people, no 
doubt in case the mass of the people should hear once and for aU 
and without mterruption an argument from us which is both per¬ 
suasive and incontrovertible, and should so be led astray. TTiis 
we realize, is your motive in bringing us here to speak before the 


ine LiOuncil ot the Melians replied as follows: 

Melmns: No one can object to each of us putting forward our 
^ views in a calm atmosphere. That is perfectly reasonable. 

tW '■ TTll ^ present 

reat, indeed the certamty, of your making war on us. We see 

Ind tW ^"^'^“"rit yourselves, 

and that the likely end of it all wfll be either war, if we prove 

that we are m the right, and so refuse to surrender, or else 


Athenian^: Then we on our side will use no fine phrases saying, 

wTfT^p’ ^ ®“P^re because we de- 

feated the Persians or that we have come against you now because 

i ® '^ords that nobody 

uld beheve. . . . Instead we recommend that you should try to 

Srwe h'.h consideration 

what we both reaUy do think; since you know as weU as we do 

studJ^'^f T matters are discussed by practical people, the 
s^dard of justace depends on the equality of power to compel 
and that m fact the strong do what they have the power to do and 
me weak accept what they have to accept. 



Melians: Then in our view (since you force us to leave justice 
out of account and to confine ourselves to self-interest)—in our view 
it is at any rate useful that you should not destroy a principle that 
is to the general good of all men—namely, that in the case of all 
who fall into danger there should be such a thing as fair play and 
just dealing, and that such people should be allowed to use and 
to profit by arguments that fall short of a mathematical accuracy. 
And this is a principle which affects you as much as anybody, since 
your own fall would be visited by the most terrible vengeance. . . . 

Athenians: As for us, even assuming that our empire does come 
to an end, we are not despondent about what would happen next. 
One is not so much frightened of being conquered by a power 
which rules over others, as Sparta does ... as of what would hap¬ 
pen if a ruling power is attacked and defeated by its own subjects. 
So far as this point is concerned, you can leave it to us to face the 
risks involved. What we shall do now is to show you that it is for 
the good of our own empire that we are here and that it is for the 
preservation of your city that we shall say what we are going to 
say. We do not want any trouble in bringing you into our empire, 
and we want you to be spared for the good both of yourselves and 
of ourselves. 

Melians: And how could it be just as good for us to be the slaves 
as for you to be the masters? 

Athenians: You, by giving in, would save yourselves from dis¬ 
aster; we, by not destroying you, would be able to profit from you. 

Melians: So you would not agree to our being neutral, friends 
instead of enemies, but allies of neither side? 

Athenians: No, because it is not so much your hostility that in¬ 
jures us; it is rather the case that, if we were on friendly terms 
'with you, our subjects would regard that as a sign of weakness in 
us. . . . 

Melians: Is that your subjects’ idea of fair play—that no distinc¬ 
tion should be made between people who are quite unconnected 
with you and . . . rebels whom you have conquered? 

Athenians: So far as right and wrong are concerned they think 
there is no difference between the two, that those who still pre¬ 
serve their independence do so because they are strong, and that 
if we fail to attack them it is because we are afraid. So that by 
conquering you we shall increase not only the size but the security 
of our empire. We rule the sea and you are islanders, and weaker 
islanders too than the others; it is therefore particularly important 
that you should not escape. . . . This is no fair fight, with honour 
on one side and shame on the other. It is rather a question of 
saving your lives and not resisting those who are far too strong 
for you. 
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► Is it more ‘^natural’^ to 
rule people than to 
permit free people to 
go;erii themselves? 


Melians: Yet we know that in war fortune sometimes makes the 
odds more level than could be expected from the difference in 
numbers of the two sides. And if we surrender, then all our hope is 
lost at once, whereas, so long as we remain in action, there is still 
a hope that we may yet stand upright. 

AiJiBuicins: Hope, that comforter in danger! If one already has 
solid advantages to fall back upon, one can indulge in hope. It 
may do harm, but will not destroy one. But hope is by nature an 
expensive commodity, and those who are risking their all on one 
cast find out what it means only when they are already ruined; it 
never fails them . . . when such a knowledge would enable them 
to take precautions. Do not let this happen to you, you who are 
weak and whose fate depends on a single movement of the scale. 
And do not be like those people who, as so commonly happens, miss 
the chance of saving themselves in a human and practical way, 
and, when every clear and distinct hope has left them in their 
adversity, turn to what is blind and vague, to prophecies and 
oracles and such things which by encouraging hope lead men to 
ruin. 

Meliuns: It is difficult, and you may be sure that we know it, for 
us to oppose your power and fortune, unless the terms be equal. 
Nevertheless we trust that the gods will give us fortune as good 
as yours, because we are standing for what is right against what 
is wrong. ... 

Athenians: So far as the favour of the gods is concerned, we 
think we have as much right to that as you have. Our aims and 
our actions are perfectly consistent with the beliefs men hold about 
the gods and with the principles which govern their own conduct. 
Our opinion of the gods and our knowledge of men lead us to 
conclude that it is a general and necessary law of nature to rule 
wherever one can. . . . You will see that there is nothing disgrace¬ 
ful in giving way to the greatest city in Hellas when she is offering 
you such reasonable terms—alliance on a tribute-paying basis and 
liberty to enjoy your own property. And, when you are allowed to 
choose between war and safety, you will not be so insensitively 
arrogant as to make the wrong choice. This is the safe rule—to 
stand up to one s equals, to behave with deference towards one’s 
superiors, and to treat one’s inferiors with moderation. . 

The Athenians then withdrew from the discussion. The Melians, 
left to themselves, reached a conclusion which was much the same 
as they had indicated in their previous replies. Their answer was 
as follows: 

Melians: Our decision, Athenians, is just the same as it was at 
first We are not prepared to give up in a short moment the liberty 
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which our city has enjoyed from its foundation for 700 years. We 
put our trust in the fortune that the gods will send and which has 
saved us up to now, and in the help of men—that is, of the Spar¬ 
tans; and so we shall try to save ourselves. But we invite you to 
allow us to be friends of yours and enemies to neither side, to make 
a treaty which shall be agreeable to both you and us, and so to 
leave our country. 

The Melians made this reply, and the Athenians, just as they 
were breaking off the discussion, said: 

Athenians: Well, at any rate, judging from this decision of yours, 
you seem to us quite unique in your ability to consider the future 
as something more certain than what is before your eyes, and to 
see uncertainties as realities, simply because you would like them 
to be so. As you have staked most on and trusted most in Spartans, 
luck, and hopes, so in all these you will find yourselves most com¬ 
pletely deluded. 

The Athenian representatives went back to the army, and the 
Athenian generals, finding that the Melians would not submit, im¬ 
mediately commenced hostilities and built a wall completely round 
the city of Melos, dividing the work out among the various states. 

. . . Siege operations were carried on vigorously and, as there was 
also some treachery from inside, the Melians surrendered uncondi¬ 
tionally to the Athenians, who put to death all the men of military 
age whom they took, and sold the women and children as slaves. 
Melos itself they took over for themselves, sending out later a 
colony of 500 men. 
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Athens: Ideal and Reality 


STATING THE ISSUE 


chapter 


The ideal Athenian combined a remarkable number of excellent 
qualities. He could debate profound philosophical issues, following 
the twists and turns of a subtle Socratic dialogue. He could face 
an enemy, sword in hand, in defense of his city. He volunteered his 
private fortune to build a theater or train men for the navy. He 
gave his time to make the laws and see that they were carried out. 
He spent his leisure enjoying music, athletics, and drama, and 
passed many an evening with friends surrounded by good food, 
fine wines, and dancing girls. He helped to educate his sons and to 
choose suitable mates for his daughters. What city would not be 
proud to boast of men with qualities like these? 

These qualities imply criteria for a good life, and for a good 
society in which to lead it. For a good life, a man needed a healthy 
body, an income large enough to give him leisure, a family, and 
a host of good friends. His society had to supply an economic or¬ 
ganization that could feed, clothe, and shelter him and his family 
and provide additional goods and services for civic projects. He 
also needed a government receptive to the demands of citizens and 
organized to translate desires into legislation. And he needed a 
social structure in which men with courage, temperance, justice, 
and wisdom could rise to positions of honor in the city. 

The Greeks were well aware of the problems and the potential of 
the city. They strove to make the city promote their ideals. To what 
extent did they succeed? Did the city provide opportunities for 
every man to develop all of his potential? To what extent did 
Athens fail to promote that ideal? These are the central questions 
to be considered in Chapter 3, which examines the social setting 
of Athenian culture. 
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15 THE GEOGRAPHIC SETTIMG 

To what degree have ice and cold shaped the culture of 
Eskimos? How much impact has hot, steamy weather had on the 
civilization of people in the Congo? We can ask similar questions 
about ancient Athens. Perhaps there is some relationship between 
land form and climate on the one hand, and the texture of Greek 
civilization on the other. 

Some geographers argue that nature decisively shapes mans cul¬ 
ture. Small states rather than large nations emerge where moun¬ 
tains cut up the terrain, they say. Toiling on stony mountainsides 
and fighting fierce storms in small boats breeds strong bodies and 
courageous spirits. But other geographers challenge these views. If 
geography determines culture, why did the dozens of American 
Indian tribes on the flat expanse of the Great Plains fail to unite? 
And how could Great Britain, with such limited natural resources, 
take the lead in industrialization? 

Reading 15 raises many of the issues involved in this controversy 
about geography and culture. Its author, C. M. Bowra of Oxford 
University, suggests ways in which geography may have shaped 
Greek culture and character. As you read, keep the following ques¬ 
tions in mind: 

1. For wliat sorts of activities ■'vere the Greeii ^anci and cLiOate 
siiitech?^ Fiov' could seme of ihe disadvantages stemming from 
poor soil be o'verconie? 

2. How does Bowra think geograpFlo factors infiiienced Greek 
polities, economics, pliiloscphy. and art:' Does tlie eiTCience ne 
gh’es convince yon that he is right? Are his assertions ‘picviible 
or clisprovable? Gh;e reasons for yoin* answers. 

3. WhiFrAthenian values, if any, do rmii think may have been 
shaped bv geographic factors? In "what waaa if any, has .miiei- 
lean geograplii' helped to shape the national ciiaiactei? 


Landscape and Culture 

... In Greece the configuration and the character of 
the landscape have been a primary influence in shaping the destiny 
of its people ever since the first Greek tribes moved down from 
the north into the lands which still belong to their descendants. . . . 
[0]n the whole Greece is physically much the same today as it was 
four thousand years ago: a land of mountains, which are not hud¬ 
dled together in ungainly lumps but flaunt their peaks in proud 


G. Sowra, llie Sraslc 
Ixpsiiense {Cleveland; 

The World Publishing 
Company, 1957), pp. 4-5, 
9-13. Reprinted by 
permission. 
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Tile custoni of leaving 
unwanted children outside 
to die was not practiced 
in fifth-century Athens, 
it originated in an 
earlier aod harsher age, 
when an extra mouth to 
feed could mean the 
starvation of a family. 


independence, and of islands, which are themselves mountains, 
with roots engulfed in the sea. It presents dramatic contrasts be¬ 
tween barren marble or limestone masses and watered valleys, 
between rain and snow in winter and unbroken sunshine in sum¬ 
mer, between an unequalled magnificence of wild flowers and blos¬ 
soming trees in March and April and parched, crumbling earth 
from June to October. . . . 

Greece is a land of contrasts, but not of extremes. Even in winter 
there is abundant sunshine; the heat is intense in summer, but 
lacks the humidity which saps energy and effort; districts, near 
enough to each other as the crow flies, may be separated by almost 
impassable mountains, but often have easy communications by sea; 
though most Greek rivers become barren, stony gullies in summer, 
in winter they are hurtling torrents, whose water is stored in pools 
and wells; even the rudest shores may have safe harbours or sandy 
reaches on which boats can be moored. Greece is indeed a hard 
land, capable of maintaining only a small population, but if this 
population faces its tasks with decision, it will reap its rewards. 
The country is still incapable of feeding flocks or herds on any large 
scale. Olive-oil takes the place of butter, preservatives, and cooking 
fats. Fruit and vegetables can be grown only in a few fertile plains 
or in terraces and holes carved in hill-sides and held by stone em¬ 
bankments; fish is not nearly so common or so various as in north¬ 
ern seas; meat is rare and more likely to be kid than beef or 
mutton. Yet the Greek larder has its compensations. Wine is abun¬ 
dant; in a land of many flowers honey yields an ample supply of 
sugar; the goat gives milk and cheese; the mountains have their 
hares and wild birds, the sea its mullets, lobsters, and squids. 
Scarcity of food has never prevented the Greeks from being healthy 
and vigorous; and the very diflSculties which attend its supply have 
stimulated their efforts and their ingenuity. 

Such a land demands that its inhabitants should be tough, active, 
enterprising, and intelligent When the Greeks exposed unwanted 
children at birth, they showed how seriously they interpreted the 
exacting conditions of their existence, and followed the example of 
nature, which exerts its own selection and control by allowing only 
the strongest to survive. The physical capacity of the Greeks is 
clear enough from their many male statues, whose sturdy, muscu¬ 
lar frames and limbs are combined with slim waists and competent 
hands. Men living in such circumstances needed more than the 
usual qualities of workers in fields, since much of their labour lay 
on mountain-slopes and in rocky hollows. They must be able to 
climb easily, to carry heavy loads up and down hill, to be handy 
with the shifting and shaping of stones, to travel long distances on 
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foot, to drive ploughs through obstinate, stony soil, to tame horses 
and mules, to repel the onslaughts of wild animals, and to endure 
alike sun and storm. This physical equipment must be supple¬ 
mented by unflagging industry, careful foresight, skill in essential 
handicrafts, and all the age-old virtues of the farmer who works 
on difficult land. As labour in the fields promotes endurance and 
strength of body, so the handling of ships demands quickness of 
eye and hand, agility and lightness of movement, unresting vigi¬ 
lance, and rapidity of decision. Geographical circumstances formed 
the Greek character by forcing it to make the most of its natural 
aptitudes in a hard struggle with the earth and the elements. . . . 

In Greece . . . geography shaped the pattern of political life. . . . 
The most marked feature of Greek politics is the division of the 
country into a number of small states, each with its own inde¬ 
pendent government and its own local character. This was imposed 
by a landscape in which men lived in valleys divided from one 
another by mountains, or on uplands which presented few entrances 
to the outer world, or on islands which were largely self-sufiScient 
and self-contained. Each district developed its own life and cus¬ 
toms and local pride, because it was separate, complete, and diffi¬ 
cult to control from without Mountainous barriers were not enough 
to prevent invasion, but they were enough to prevent one state 
from being merged into another. From time to time states might 
fall under the dominion of aggressive and powerful neighbours or 
be forced into union with one another, but they still maintained 
something of their political independence and many of their own 
institutions. 

It is customary to speak of the units of Greek polity as city-states, 
and the phrase is apt enough if we recognize that such a state con¬ 
sisted of a good deal more than a city. If the city, usually walled, 
was the centre of government and Justice and of the many handi¬ 
crafts and trades, other activities went on outside. If there were fer¬ 
tile plains, people would live in villages near their work. Beyond 
the plains was rising land, usually covered by scrub, hard to culti¬ 
vate except in patches and pockets, and useful chiefly for pasturing 
goats. Beyond this, and still higher up, were the rough slopes of 
the mountains, perhaps here and there enclosing some isolated 
hamlet, but for the most part desolate, the haunt of hunters in 
summer and snow-covered winter. Since many Greek cities lay 
close to the sea, there would be ports where ships could be built 
and harboured and a maritime population could have its home. In 
general, the inhabitants of a city-state would be formed of farmers, 
craftsmen, and sailors, and many would combine two or even three 
of the roles. Because all members of a city-state lived in close 


► Does overcoming hardships 
necessarily strengthen 
character? 
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► How important a role does 
the beauty of nature play 
in living a good life? 


proximity within a more or less enclosed space, they had a strong 
sense of unity and kinship. This did not save them from internecine 
[within the group] struggles or from class-war, but it meant that 
respect for local tradition made them look on the men of other 
cities as somehow different from themselves. . . . 

No less powerful was the influence which the Greek scene had 
on the Greek eye and the Greek mind. The traveller who comes 
from the west or the north to Greece for the first time may feel a 
slight twinge of disappointment at the nakedness of its outline and 
its lack of exuberant colour, but he will soon see that he is faced 
by a commanding beauty which makes no ready concessions to 
his appreciation but forces itself slowly and unforgettably on him. 
What matters above all is the quality of the light. Not only in the 
cloudless days of summer but even in winter the light is unlike 
that of any other European country, brighter, cleaner, and stronger. 
It sharpens the edges of the mountains against the sky, as they rise 
from valleys or sea; it gives an ever-changing design to the folds 
and hollows as the shadows shift on or off them; it turns the sea 
to opal at dawn, to sapphire at midday, and in succession to gold, 
silver, and lead before nightfall; it outlines the dark green of the 
olive-trees in contrast to the rusty or ochre soil; it starts innumer¬ 
able variations of colour and shape in unhewn rock and hewn stone¬ 
work. The beauty of the Greek landscape depends primarily on 
the light, and this had a powerful influence on the Greek vision of 
the world. Just because by its very strength and sharpness the light 
forbids the shifting, melting, diaphanous [filmy] effects which give 
so delicate a charm to the French or the Italian scene, it stimulates 
a vision which belongs to the sculptor more than to the painter, 
which depends not so much on an intricate combination or con¬ 
trast of colours passing into each other as on a clearness of outline 
and a sense of mass, of bodies emphatically placed in space, of 
strength and solidity behind natural curves and protuberances. Such 
a landscape and such a light impose their secret discipline on the 
eye, and make it see things in contour and relief rather than in 
mysterious perspective or in flat spatial relations. They explain why 
the Greeks produced great sculptors and architects, and why even 
in their painting the foundation of any design is the exact and con¬ 
fident line. 

Nor is it perhaps fanciful to think that the Greek light played a 
part in the formation of Greek thought. Just as the cloudy skies 
of northern Europe have nursed the huge, amorphous progeny 
[offspring] of Norse mythology or German metaphysics, so the 
Greek light surely influenced the clear-cut conceptions of Greek 
philosophy. If the Greeks were the world’s first true philosophers 
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in that they formed a consistent and straightforward vocabulary for 
abstract ideas, it was largely because their minds, like their eyes, 
sought naturally what is lucid and well defined. Their senses were 
kept lively by the force of the light, and when the senses are keenly 
at work, the mind follows no less keenly and seeks to put in order 
what they give it. . . . 

If the light is the first element in the Greek scene, the second 
is the sea. Its “watery ways,” as Homer calls them, bind most dis¬ 
tricts in Greece, whether mainland or islands, to one another. It 
plays a larger part there than in any other European country be¬ 
cause for most places it is the best, and for many the only, means 
of communication. There are few districts from which it is not 
somewhere visible. Often in isolated solitudes among the moun¬ 
tains a man will feel that he has lost sight of it, only to see it again 
round the next comer. Mastery of it was indispensable to survival, 
and once mastery was gained, new vistas inspired to adventure. 
The Greeks were sailors from the dawn of their history, and, be¬ 
cause they were bred to ships, they were saved from sinking into 
the narrow, parochial round which would otherwise have been the 
lot of dwellers in small city-states. The sea drew alike those who 
wanted profit and those who wanted excitement, and was the chief 
means by which the Greeks expanded their knowledge of men and 
manners. But it was more than this. Its special enchantment, “the 
multitudinous laughter of the sea-waves,” of which Aeschylus 
speaks, took hold of the Greek consciousness and helped to shape 
some of its most characteristic convictions. At times no sea can be 
more alluring than the Aegean with its rippling waves or its halcyon 
calm, and then indeed it presents an image of that celestial radi¬ 
ance which the Greeks regarded as the most desirable state of man. 
But even when it seems to be most welcoming, it suddenly changes 
its temper and menaces with min on hidden reefs from merciless 
winds and mounting waves. By its unpredictable moods and its 
violent vagaries it provides a lesson on the precarious state of 
human life, which in the very moment when all seems to be lapped 
in golden calm is overwhelmed in unforeseen disaster. It is not 
surprising that when Sophocles sang of the unique achievements 
of man, he put seafaring first in his list: 

He makes the winter wind carry him 

Across the grey sea 

Through the trough of towering waves. 

Command of the sea was indeed something of which to be proud, 
and it left an indelible mark on the Greek character. 


This quotation, trans- 
lated differently from 
the version in Readings 
10-11, is from the choral 
ode at the end of Scene 1 
of Antigoie. 








15 TriE ATHEMLi^'T ECONCiVl'Y 

Mans wants are infinite; his resources are limited: hence 
he must make choices. The citizens of an ancient city, given a lim¬ 
ited quantity of marble, had to decide whether to use it to con¬ 
struct a palace for a king or to build a public theater for everyone. 
Available manpower could be used to build a temple or increase 
the supply of wheat in the granary. Potters might use their tools 
to turn out artistically decorated vases or simple, functional urns; 
the artistic pieces took longer to make. 

Like all ancient cities, Athens depended upon the surrounding 
countryside to produce agricultural products. Instead of being 
grown chiefly for home consumption, the main products, olives and 
grapes, were mostly exported in the form of olive oil and wine 
and exchanged for wheat from the Black Sea, metals from Italy 
and North Africa, and other products from the Mediterranean area. 
One other natural resource played an important role in the pros¬ 
perity of Athens—silver. Silver from the mines near the city was 
converted into Athens’s most important capital resource—the ships, 
or triremes, as they were called, which carried the goods of Athe¬ 
nian commerce. As for human resources, Athenian citizens owned 
their own labor, plus that of approximately 125,000 slaves. More 
than half of these slaves worked as domestic servants in the homes 
of wealthy Athenians. The remainder labored in workshops, along 
with poor Athenian citizens, and in the silver mines. 

How a society uses its natural, human, and capital resources de¬ 
pends largely upon its values. The ancient Egyptians employed a 
huge proportion of their resources to build tombs for the pharoahs 
because they valued the afterlife more than life on earth. The 
Greeks, on the other hand, valued this life, and most of their re¬ 
sources went to making it more worth living. How Athenians allo¬ 
cated their resources is the subject of Reading 16, written by 
another Oxford professor, Alfred E. Zimmem. Let the following 
questions guide your study: 

1. What were the Athenian ideas of private and public property ? 
From what eaih’ social organization did these Ideas evolve? ' 

2. llliat did Athenians consider when deciding vliat goods and 
services to produce? How did the}’ distribute goods tiiid ser- 
\ices? How did they use them? 

3. How did Athenian economic decisions about what to produce 
reflect the values of the societ}^? 

4. Do you think the Atlienlan economy promoted the good life 
and the good society according to Athenian standards? accord¬ 
ing to your standards? 
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The Greek Commonwealth 

The Greeks set out from a different starting point [from 
us]. In their early world of tribes and brotherhoods and families 
no one thought of his own 'Tights or questioned the claims of 
society. Practically everything that he had belonged to his kin. He 
would not claim his own life for himself, if they asked it of him in 
time of need. Why should he dream of claiming his house or his 
field or his cattle? They were indeed his own, for he needed them 
daily and could not live without them. He had made them his own 
by making use of them, and his chief claim upon them was that 
no one else could use them ... so well as he, the father of the 

family or head of the clan. . . . He held his wealth in trust for 

the little society round him: and if it belonged to him, as head of 

the family, rather than to them, this was simply because, in the 

slow evolution of generations, it had been discovered that private 
ownership, in this limited and primitive form, was better for the 
community as a whole. Property held in this way did not involve 
rights; it simply bestowed duties. . . . 

. . . [T]he Greek property-owner grew in zeal and enterprise as 
he became increasingly conscious of the larger society in w^hich he 
was working, and of the purposes for which the city required his 
wealth. . . . The duties that used to be paid to the family or the 
clan were now paid to the city, which united all these lesser loyal- 
ties: and if he was now free to give away his riches as he liked, 
and even, within limits, to bequeath them, he was willing, nay, 
eager, that the city should ever be the first to profit by his gener¬ 
osity. She had a claim upon his wealth, as she had upon his time. 
We have seen that he gave her far more than a tithe of his working 
hours. His wealth was as freely and as generously lavished. . . . 

So it is not difficult to see why the Greek democracies always 
shrunk, unless they were driven to it by necessity, from direct 
taxation. It was regarded as derogatory to the dignity of a free 
citizen. Resident aliens and freedmen might pay a poll-tax and be 
thankful for the privilege; but the citizen must be left free to help 
the city in his own way. Every kind of indirect tax he was indeed 
willing to pay, taxes in time as well as in money; but the only 
direct contribution he made as a citizen to the States resources 
was by preference a free gift, or what was called at Athens and 
elsewhere a 'liturgy’^ or "public work.” A large part of the public 
expenses of the Athenian State, the mounting of its plays, the 
equipment of its ships, the arrangements for its games and festi¬ 
vals, its chariot and horse and torch races, its musical contests and 
regattas both in city and township, were defrayed by private citi¬ 
zens, who came forward voluntarily, and took pride in vying with 
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► Is it fair to run a 
government by depending on 
gifts, if some people who 
could afford to contribute 
do not choose to do so? 
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Demosthenes was a famoos 
orator and politician. 


► Do you think that a father 
shoiiid reduce his famiiys 
standard of living in 
order to give money to 
the symphony or to charity? 


The Great Plague struck 
Athens during the 
Peleponneslan War. 
Thucydides described the 
epidemic briliiantiy. 


their predecessors or with a crowd of rivals in their performance 
of the task. ... To talk of taxes in such an atmosphere is a blunder 
as well as a sacrilege, for a tax is a payment which leaves a man 
poorer: a 'liturgy” leaves him richer. He still possesses what he 
has given, and yet has added to the common store. For, to quote 
Pericles . . . , "national greatness is more for the advantage of pri¬ 
vate citizens than any individual well-being coupled with public 
need.” . . . 

But here we are concerned not so much with the feeling that 
prompted this constant stream of generosity as with its effect upon 
the economy of the city which it enriched. It produced what is to 
us an entirely unfamiliar relation between public and private riches, 
between the resources of the city and the private resources of the 
citizens. In a community so poor as an ordinary Greek State the 
city not only tends to possess far larger permanent resources (quite 
apart from her annual revenue from gifts and taxes) than any indi¬ 
vidual citizen, but may easily, with all her public lands and temple- 
treasures, be wealthier than her individual citizens put together. . . . 

. , . Fifth-century Athens presented a . . . striking contrast. You 
would gaze with admiration, says Demosthenes, on her temples and 
colonnades, her armouries and her dockyards, and on those im¬ 
mortal buildings upon her Acropolis which, as you passed to and 
fro in the city, flashed over the edge of the rock on every side; but 
when you asked for the house of Themistocles or Cimon or Aris- 
teides or any other of the great ones whose names were on all men s 
lips, you would find that men hardly knew it, and, when you reached 
it at last, that it was just like their next door neighbour s—a plain 
villa of sunbaked brick. Their real wealth, in fact, was not laid up 
in their own houses, where moth and rust do corrupt and thieves 
break through the flimsy party wall and steal, but was shared with 
their fellow-citizens and embodied for all to enjoy in the works of 
their artists. For such a society, however poor, will know how to 
use the talents of its architects and sculptors and painters. It may 
be without wealthy patrons; but its public will have the zeal and 
its artists the inspiration. . . . 

. . . [Tjheir material equipment was sadly defective, and called 
for the best of spirits to put up with it. Strange indeed is the con¬ 
trast between the city as mistress of men's lives and as manager of 
their affairs, between Athens as the source of energy and dispenser 
of wisdom and Athens as a mere municipality. , . . 

. . . Water indeed she had, thanks to the tyrants: although even 
that almost indispensable condition of Greek city life was not ex¬ 
tended to the Piraeus, which up to the time of the Great Plague 
relied wholly upon cisterns. Her streets narrow and crooked, dirty. 
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imlighted, and ill-paved. She had no sewers, or even cesspools, and 
over the whole department of sanitation it is best to draw a veil. 
Most of the police were amateurs, and the rest Scythian barbarians, 
the laughing-stock of freeborn citizens. State-paid detectives she had 
never heard of, and their place is taken by private spies or syco- 
phants’^ who, in a society full of tittle-tattle, create more mischief 
than they discover. Postmen we do not expect, though the Persians, 
and later the Ptolemies, had a national post. But it is a surprise, 
especially if we come fresh from the national systems of education 
in Plato and Aristotle, to find that the Athens of Pericles paid no 
attention whatever to her children (who did not indeed become 
hers till they reached their eighteenth year), and provided no 
national schoolmasters except the citizens who drilled the recruits. 

. . . Another surprise is to find that the city was too lazy to collect 
her own money. The imperial treasury, where her ideals were vitally 
concerned, was carefully looked after in every particular, and if the 
contributions were late there were oflScials to hasten them in. But 
all the mere municipal moneys, the foreigners’ poll-tax, the customs, 
the market dues, and all the various licences, were simply farmed 
out to “publicans,” who made a profit on their contract. . . . 

No doubt all these [defects], Pericles would tell us, are non- 
essentials on which we ought not to dwell. We should accept . . . 
the magnificence and let the squalor rest in peace; go straight for 
the big things, as he did, and ignore the rest. What matters is the 
finished work of Athenian civilization, not the infinite petty obstacles 
with which it was daily contending. 


The Scythians lived on 
the northern shore of 
the Black Sea. The 
Greeks considered all 
non-Greeks barbarians. 
However,, the Greeks did 
not consider '‘barbarian” 
a term of contempt; they 
simply meant by it any¬ 
one who made noises like 
'“bar bar” rather than 
speaking the intelligible 
language of Greek, 

p- Hc’w can each ifidiviclya! 
dsvelcp to the limit of his 
abilities if there is no 
public schcol system and 
all parents cannot afford 
tutors? 


Tax collection was done 
fay private enterprise 
instead of by a treasury 
or a department of 
internal revenoe. This 
system of tax-farming has 
been rejected by most 
modern states. 


17 THE ATHENIAN 
POLITICAL SYSTEM 


The Athenians assumed that men could govern them¬ 
selves. Most ancient peoples rejected this assumption. Because they 
thought man was little more than an animal, they believed that he 
needed an absolute ruler to keep him in control. The Athenians, 
however, placed man closer to the gods than to brutes. Hence, 
they believed that men were able to control their own destinies. 

Athens ruled itself by a direct democracy. All citizens participated 
in making political decisions as members of the Assembly, the 
major governmental institution in Athens. But only adult males bom 
of native Athenian parents were citizens; slaves, women, and chil¬ 
dren, as well as foreigners who had taken up residence in the city, 
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had no vote. Despite these restrictions, however, Athenians still put 
greater trust than any other ancient people in mans ability to run 
his own aflFairs. 

The Athenians set high standards for their government. Not only 
was it charged with keeping peace and order, but it was responsible 
for creating a good society as well. For Athenians, a government 
was worthless unless it created an environment in which a man 
could develop his full potential. 

To what extent did the Athenians live up to these standards? Did 
Athenian democracy create the good society? Reading 17, written 
by H. D. F. Kitto, a leading English classicist, explores these ques¬ 
tions. As you read, keep the following questions in mind: 

did llie Atlienluii:. elinose [heir leadc^rs? Hora did tliev 
liiitAC politicaJ decisJorihL Iiat were ihe Inslilutions whicli 
tile) g'UieiDed hat veas the role oi* tlie iridiiidiial 

citizeiiP luiat part did Ideolog}' phre in the polldeal svsieiii? 

’uliat extent do p'riii think tlie Aillieniuii political 
iielpecl create ilie good societrx”' In what waws elk! the goi'eni- 
merit promote the ideals of the Grmlxsr In what wavs did it fall 
short of the Athenian ideals? 

3. To what extent did the Athenian political sysleni livt up to the 
idea! clepiiclcd b\’ Pericles in iiie Fiii'ieral Oration? 


Athenian Democracy 

[The] Assembly, a mass-meeting of all the native male 
residents of Attica, was the sole legislative body, and had, in various 
ways, complete control of the administration and judicature. First, 
the administration. The old Areopagus, composed of ex-archons, did 
nothing [in the fifth century B.c.] except deal with cases of homi¬ 
cide. The archons, once so powerful, were now chosen by annual 
ballot from the Assembly. Any citizen, any year, might find himself 
one of the nine archons: this meant, naturally, that the archonship, 
although it had administrative responsibility, had no real power. 
Power remained with the Assembly. The Assembly met once a 
month, unless specially convened to settle something of importance. 
Any citizen could speak-if he could get the Assembly to listen; 
anybody could propose anything, within certain strict constitutional 
safeguards. But so large a body needed a committee to prepare its 
business and to deal with matters of urgency. This committee was 
the Council (“boule”) of five hundred, not elected, but chosen by 
ballot, fifty from each tribe. Since this Council was chosen hap- 
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hazard, and was composed of entirely different people each year, 
it could develop no corporate feeling. That was the whole idea: 
nothing must overshadow the Assembly. Most of the administrative 
boards (‘‘Government departments”) were manned by members of 
the Boule. But since five hundred men could not be in constant 
session, and were too many to make an eflBcient executive commit¬ 
tee, there was an inner council, the “prytany,’ composed, in turn, 
of the fifty men drawn from each of the ten tribes, which remained 
in session one-tenth of the year. Of these, one was chosen by ballot 
to be chairman each day. If there was a meeting of the Assembly, 
he presided: for twenty-four hours he was titular Head of the State. 
(It happened, Greece being an essentially dramatic country, that 
Socrates held this position one day towards the end of the war 
when the Assembly ran amok—as sometimes happened, but not 
often—and quite illegally demanded to impeach the whole of the 
Board of Generals for failing to rescue survivors of the successful 
naval battle of Arginusae. Socrates defied the mob, and refused 
to put the irregular proposal to the vote.) As a further check on the 
Administration, all outgoing magistrates had to submit to the Assem¬ 
bly an account of their oflBcial acts, and their responsibility did not 
end until they had passed this “audit,” Until they had done this 
they might neither leave Athens nor sell property. 

One important oflBce could not be left to the hazard of the ballot 
—the command of the forces, on land or afloat. The ten Strategoi 
(“generals” or “admirals” indifferently) were elected—but annually, 
though re-election was permissible and indeed normal: but it was 
no unusual thing for an Athenian to be a general in one campaign 
and a private soldier in the next. This was an extreme case of the 
basic conception of democracy, “to rule and to be ruled in turn. 
It was as if the trade-union oflBcial of one year automatically re¬ 
turned to his bench the next. Being the only oflBcials expressly 
elected on the grounds of special competence, and holding oflfices 
of such importance, the strategoi naturally wielded great influence 
in the city’s affairs. It was through this office, and through his per¬ 
sonal ascendency in the Assembly, that Pericles led the Athenians 
for so long. 

The Assembly controlled not only legislation and administration, 
but justice as well; as there were no professional administrators, so 
there were no professional judges or pleaders. The principle was 
preserved that the aggrieved man appealed directly to his fellow- 
citizens for justice—in the local courts for trivial matters, in Athenian 
courts for important matters, criminal or civil. The jury was virtu¬ 
ally a section of the Assembly, varying in size from 101 to 1,001, 
according to the importance of the case. There was no judge, only 


► Ccul- a large modern 
demacra'mr permit eve-y 
citizen to participats 
directly in deyising 
legislaticn? Wouid the 
costs of such an arrangenierst 
bs Gonipensated for by the 
chance each citizen would 
have tc develop his fol! 
pctentia* as a legislatcr? 
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a purely formal chairman, like our ‘"foreman.” There were no plead¬ 
ers; the parties conducted their own case, though in fact, a plaintiff 

or defendant might get a professional “speech-writer” to make up 
his speech^ but then he learnt it and gave it himself. This popular 
jury was judge both of law and of fact, and there was no appeal. 
If the offence was one for which the law laid down no precise 
penalty, then—since a large jury could not conveniently fix the 
sentence—the prosecutor, if he won his case, proposed one penalty, 
the accused proposed an alternative, and the jury had to choose one 
of the two. . . . 

This survey, brief though it is, will bring out one essential point, 
that public affairs in Athens were run, so far as possible, by ama¬ 
teurs. The professional was given as httle scope as possible; indeed, 
the expert was usually a public slave. Every citizen was, in turn, a 
soldier (or sailor), a legislator, a judge, an administrator—if not 
as archon, then certainly as member of the Boule. The extraordinary 
use made of amateurs may strike the reader as ludicrous: it was 
indeed severely criticized by Socrates and Plato, though not so 
much because it was inefficient as because it entmsted to men 
entirely ignorant of it the major function of “the political art,” 
namely, to make men better. But this is by the way. 

Beneath this general aversion to the professional there was a 
more or less conscious theory of the polis: namely that the duty 
of taking part, at the appropriate season of life, in all the affairs of 
the polls was one that the individual owed both to the polis and 
to himself. It was part of that full life which only the polis could 
provide: Ae savage, living for himself alone, could not have it, 
nor the civilized “barbarian” living in a vast empire ruled by a 
King and his personal servants. To the Athenian at least, self-rale 
by discussion, self-discipline, personal responsibility, direct partici¬ 
pation in the life of the polis at all points-these things were the 
breath of life. 

And they were incompatible with a representative government 
administering a large area. This is the reason why Athens could not 
grow as Rome did, by incorporating other poleis. To the Athenian, 
the responsibility of taking his own decisions, carrying them out, 
and accepting the consequences, was a necessary part of the life of 
a free man. This is one reason why the popular art of Athens was 
the tragedy of Aeschylus and Sophocles and the comedy of Aris¬ 
tophanes, while ours is the cinema. The Athenian was accustomed to 
deal with things of importance: an art therefore which did not 
handle themes of importance would have seemed to him to be 
childish. 

... It was government by amateurs in the strict sense of this 
word, that is to say, by people who liked government and ad- 
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ministration. To put it in this way is perhaps misleading, because 
the words “go\^ernnient" and ‘'administration” have, among us, 
acquired capital letters: they are things in themselves, pursuits to 
which some misguided pt^rsons devptc their lives. To the Greeks, 
they were mt'rcdy two sides of that many-sided thing, the life of the 
polis. To attend to the business of the polis was not only a duty 
which a man owed to the polis: it was also a duty which a man 
owed to himself—and it was an absorbing interest too. It was part 
of the complete life. This is the reason why the Athenian never 
employed the proft\ssional administrator or judge if he could pos¬ 
sibly help it. Thc^ polis was a kind of super-family, and family life 
means taking a dirc^ct part in family affairs and family counsels. 
This attitudes to the polis (explains, too, why the Greek never, as we 
say, “inventc^r’ reprcxsentativc' government. Why should he “invent” 
something whicT most Givcks struggled to abolish, namely being 
governed by someone else*? 

But was it amateurish in thc^ other sense? Was it inefficient, or 
inconseciuenl? To this ciuestion, 1 think, we can say no, if our 
standard is not pcn*feciion, but government as it is normally found 
among men. Tlu' reginu* was stabl(\ recovering quite easily from 
two oligarclnc‘ revolutions madc^ possible by the stress of unsuccess¬ 
ful war. It won and managc‘d an empire: it collected its taxes; it 
managed its (*c‘onomy, its finances and its ctirrcncy with notable 
firmness: it scaans to have* maintained a standard of public justice 
which certain govtniimc^nts of our time have not reached. It lost a 
critical war, not from lach of nerves or spirit, hut from serious errors 
in judgment, and to tlu*st* any form of government is liable. JtKlgcd 
by all tlu\sc*, tin* ordinary standards of c*fEci(aicy, this experiment in 
logical democrac*y must lx* pronounced not unsuccessful. 

The Ath(*nian would hiwo accepted all these tests of efficiency 
as legitimate, but would havc^ addc*d another: did it secure for the 
ordinaiy cili 7 a*n a rc*asonably good life? That is to say, besides doing 
what wc today (*xpc*ct from our government, did it stimulate his 
intellect and satisfy his spirit? In answering this question there can 
be no In^sitation wliatscxwer. A much more searching test was 
applied by philosopln*rs likc^ Socrat(‘S and Plato: did this form of 
governnu*nt train nn‘n in virtue*? Plato says, in the Gorgim, that 
Themistoclc*s, Gimom and P<*riek*s “fillc‘d the city with fortifications 
and rubbish of ihul sort,” but failc*d miseral)ly in the stateman's 
first duty, of making tlx* t'itizcms more virtuous. But efficicney of this 
kind is what vc*ry fc*w govc*rnm(*nts have aimed at. 

In considering e‘ffic*ic*iK*y of thc^ grosscir sort, two points must be 
borne in mind. One is tlx* small scnlc* of the state. This Atlxmian 
district-mec*ting, the Ass(*ml)ly, like a vigorous local council today, 
was for tlx* most part di*aling with problems of which many of its 

* in 


► Should a govorninont take 
responsibility for sfirnulatirig 
the intellects and satisfying 
the spirits of its citizens? 




members at least had direct personal knowledge. Further, the com¬ 
plexity of things was much less than it is today—not indeed the 
intellectual or moral complexity of things, which is always the same, 
but the complexity of organization. If war was declared, it was not 
a matter of ‘mobilizing the entire resources of the nation,” with 
endless committees and an enormous consumption of paper: it was 
a matter simply of every man going home for his shield, his spear 
and his rations, and reporting for orders. The Assembly made its 
worst mistakes in making decisions on matters outside its personal 
knowledge. Thus, in the middle of the war it made the disastrous 
resolution to invade Sicily, though (as Thucyelides remarks) verv 
few knew where Sicily was, nor how big it was. 

Then one must remember that all the members of this Assembly, 
other than the youngest, had first-hand experience of administration 
in the various local and tribal offices and in law-courts, and that 
five hundred new men every year served in the Boulc, drafting laws 
for submission to the Assembly, receiving foreign embassies, dealing 
with finance, and all the rest of it. If we take 30,000 as a reasonable 
estimate of the normal number of citizens, it will be seen that any 
one citizen was more likely than not to serve his year on the Boule. 
The Assembly, in fact, was for the most part composed of men who 
knew what they were talking about, from personal expcuicmce. 


18 THE ATHEMiAN 
SOCIAL SYSTEM 

A society’s values interact in complicated ways with its 
social structure. Values help to determine the status of individual 
members of a society and to shape the interaction betwe-en them. 
At the same time, the ways in which men group theinsc'Ives and 
mteract with each other help to mold values. To understand the 
values of a society one must analyze the degree to which its social 
structure conforms to ideas of the good man, the good life;, and the 
good society. 

Urbanization was one of the most significant social movements to 
influence the values of the ancient Greeks. Like most ancient 
peoples, the early Greeks had been organized in tribes; social 
reationships had been governed largely by kinship tic!s. As the 
ree s egan to establish cities, the importance of family connec- 
lons began to diminish. Out of this changing social pattc-rn c-volvcd 
the values of the fifth-century Athenians. 
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Reading 18 examines the social effects of urbanization in ancient 

Greece. As you read, keep the following questions in mind: 

1. W'ij.tl rlje liia'jht huporkmt sdcLJ thangvs in tlie 

tran^ifioij frujn irihii, to an urban cn][-jra? lion did i’hesn 
chkiina^ ludVe' tha \ abler ui ihi peopler 

2, IIoi' nb.l Crank ’-•uckn!:}' cDijIroi lL*i !ie!i[i'nior.’' How 

did ihcciioni .loj of social contiTj! proinofe cr detiwcl; liTjOi 

tiic ..illidivns'c!; ol" Ailictiiaij idlnrJ^r 

3. To hai exrt lit do the ^aiae forces tliat siiaped tlie vakaies of 
fdw nneiwil Cdreehs siiape the values of iTiodern iirivari rJuveliers? 
To what e\lerC siiouid iiwsu Jorce^ iiiiluence ’riibierb 

4, Tc x'dju: dncreij do }Oii think Atnenian social slniclurc reflected 
the ieleai.s of the eiiiliire? To wTut extent did trie social striictiire 
make tlie altaiurneiit of Athenian ideals more dlfficiiitr 


From Tribe to Polis 

Between the ninth and the sixth centuries b.c., the Greeks 
experienced one of the greatest social revolutions in the history of 
mankind—the breakdown of tribalism and the development of 
urban communities. Unlike other peoples of their day, the Greeks 
in general, and the Athenians in particular, responded to this 
revolution in ways that encouraged the development of freedom, 
individualism, and equality. Out of their responses to the break¬ 
down of tribalism grew the unique social arrangements that en¬ 
couraged the development of Greek values. And as these values 
became the measuring stick for Greek society, the democratization 
of political institutions and social arrangements was accelerated. 

Prior to the development of cities, kinship ties shaped almost 
every aspect of a man’s life. Kinship defined a man’s fundamental 
loyalties. It determined when and against whom he waged war, 
where he lived, and what goods and services he produced. Kinship 
also determined whom he married; from whom he obtained justice; 
and from whom he learned the work skills, rituals, and traditions of 
the culture. 

Leaving tribalism meant leaving a world in which most decisions 
were closely regulated by a set of unexamined and unexaminable 
rules. To leave tribalism meant entering a world of wider choice 
concerning marriage, trade, personal loyalties, and political alli¬ 
ances. Perhaps most important, men could determine the very rules 
by which they lived once they broke the tribal bonds. In tribal 
societies men were only rule-breakers, not rule-makers. 
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Many African societies 
today are going ttrough 
similar developments. 
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lores are fixed, binding 
customs. 


Most ancient cultures did not trust large bodies of men to legis- 
late for themselves, even when urban societies developed. 
Instead, they gave that power to a tiny elite. More often than not, 
the rule-makers in ancient societies were those who had the 
military might to enforce their decisions. Most of those who had 
such military might owned enough land to be able to purchase 
soldiers, armor, weapons, and horses. And because they owned 
the instruments of war, they were able to acquire and protect the 
land needed to finance their mihtary strength. This vicious circle 
did not develop in Greece, however, where landholdings were 
relatively small. As a consequence, the breakdown of tribalism in 
Greece created a more open and unstructured society than in other 
parts of the ancient world. 

The Greek kinship system itself helped to prevent men from 
accumulating large landholdings to finance large armies. The 
rnores of the Greek kinship system required that a father divide 
his land equally among his sons. As generation after generation 
passed, and as the population grew, the land became subdivided 
into smaller and smaller parcels. Moreover, only a small portion 
of Greece was arable. Gonsequently, no one man or even one tribe 
could produce enough surplus food to pay for enough soldiers and 
weapons to subdue all neighboring tribes. Greece remained a land 
of many tribes, instead of becoming a unified kingdom. 

Nevertheless, the ancient Greeks were a warlike people. Since 
the agricultural surplus was small, the Greeks were unable to 
purchase many metal products and other essential goods. Instead, 
they often acquired these necessities by war and piracy. As a 
consequence, they placed a high value on such military virtues as 
courage, strength, skill in using weapons, and loyalty to one’s 
fellow soldiers. 

These peculiar economic and military conditions in Greece 
fostered a social structure more mobile than most in the ancient 
world. Rather than giving status to those who owned large tracts of 
land, the Greeks gave status to those who possessed military virtues. 
Hence, social status could not be passed on from father to son in 
the form of land. It had to be earned by demonstrating one’s 
courage, strength, skill, and devotion in battle. As centuries passed, 
excellence in more peaceful pursuits, such as oratory, art, athletics, 
philosophy, and politics, was also rewarded with high rtatus. So,' 
too, was wealth. Even in fifth-century Athens, however, a man’s 
achievements in warfare contributed heavily to his social status. 
Such great men as Pericles, Thucydides, and even Socrates demon¬ 
strated their prowess on the battlefield. 

As the Greeks passed from a tribal to an urban culture, the 
achievement system gradually replaced kinship as the major social 
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regulator. A man’s excellence—measured by his achievements 
rather than by his position in the family—came mainly to determine 
his position in society. With the weakening of tribal ties and the 
growth of an urban economy, the Greeks had to establish new rules 
for assessing the worth of a man. The establishment of these new 
criteria led, in turn, to new rules for governing a man’s conduct and 
for determining the direction of his life. 

Generally speaking, a man’s reputation was the criterion used to 
judge his worth under the achievement system. A man s family 
position, while never meaningless, counted for less in the polis than 
it did in the tribe. Gonsequently, the Athenian’s greatest ambition 
was for fame—to perform acts that would receive the accolades 
of his fellow citizens. 

The quest for fame promoted the development of a ‘contest 
system” as a mechanism for determining who would be recognized 
and who wmuld not. The most famous of these contests, of course, 
were the Olympic games. Athens and other states also sponsored 
festivals in which the best dramatists and actors competed. The 
contest system, however, reached far beyond these formal com¬ 
petitions. Competitiveness became a way of life in Athens. Citizens 
competed for public office, for the purchase of a valuable item, for 
victory in debate, for the most perfect demonstration of a philo¬ 
sophical or mathematical theorem, for the most elegant dinner 
party, or for the privilege of supporting the best play or the largest 
warship. 

While the Greeks used fame as a positive incentive to achieve, 
they also used shame as a punishment to discourage men from 
dropping out of the competitive life. As Pericles stated in his 
Funeral Oration: “To avow poverty with us is no disgrace; the true 
disgrace is in doing nothing to avoid it” In short, it is shameful not 
to try to get rich. Shame as much as fame depended upon the 
opinions of others. To the Greeks shame was not a matter of 
whether or not your conscience bothered you; it was a matter of 
whether or not your neighbors thought that you were negligent, 
unfaithful, lazy, stupid, stingy, or weak. The Athenians even de¬ 
veloped a mechanism by which those of relatively low status could 
make their opinions felt. First, they gave all citizens, however poor 
in material possessions or reputation, the right to vote upon com¬ 
munity policy. Second, the citizenry as a whole could periodically 
decide whether a particular man should be ostracized, or exiled, 
from the city’s limits. Thus shame as well as fame depended upon 
the opinions of all the citizens. 

These social mechanisms of fame and shame largely replaced 
the kinship system as a means of ordering society. Although 
Athenians developed individual talents and interests, they were 


► Is status wortii anything if 
it is inheited rather than 
earned? 


► Which Influences you more 
effectively, striving for fame 
or trying to avoid shame? 
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deeply concerned about the opinions of others, for the opinions of 
others determined an Athenian’s social status. The effect of these 

opinions on status, in turn, influenced the norms of behavior, or the 
standards of conduct. Public opinion rather than tradition of a ruler 
defined good and bad behavior and used the mechanisms of fame 
and shame to give its definitions force. In such a society behavior 
and status v^^ere not governed mainly by the dead hand of tradition 
or by kinship. Under the achievement system a man’s status could 
change if he earned the accolades or reprimands of his fellow 
citizens. For the ancient world, Athens was a relatively mobile 
society. The very rules of conduct in Athenian society were flexible 
as well. There was no generally accepted "right way.” Many of 
the^ traditions that remained were sharply challenged. Athenian 
society was bubbling with new ideas and new norms of behavior. 
The Athenian citizen of the fifth century b.c. therefore faced a 
world of greater choices than his ancestors had in their traditional 
tribal world. 

Athens was far from a thorough-going democracy. The citizenry 
made up an elite. Women, children, slaves, and resident foreigners 
were less free; their lives were more closely governed by tradition, 
as well as by the rules agreed upon by citizens. Still, among the 
citizen-elite, life patterns were shaped by the mobility and freedom 
characteristic of democratic social systems. And in fifth-century 
Athens the citizenry comprised a far larger proportion of the popu¬ 
lation than in any other society of the time. 

19 THE GOOD MAN AND 
THE GOOD LIFE: A SUMMARY 

Modem Americans often equate the good life with ma¬ 
terial comfort and define the good man in terms of moral standards 
derived from religion. The conditions of Athenian life made defini¬ 
tions hke these impossible. In the first place, Athenians lacked the 
scientific and technical knowledge that makes modem material 
prosperity possible. Secondly, their religion was not centered around 
moral behavior. Yet, more than any other ancient people, the Greeks 
straggled to define the good man and the good life. 

During the past weeks you have been studying the culture of the 
ancient Greeks. Many of the readings have been translated from 
original sources written by the Greeks themselves. You have been 
asked to develop your own conception of Athenian definitions of 






the good man, the good life, and the good society. The last two 
readings in this unit consist of analyses of Greek society written 
by modern scholars. Each reading will give you an opportunity to 
test your own conclusions. As you read the following excerpt, think 
about these questions: 

1. \l'hat tlie Grec4: cleBriition of i!ie good man. aceordiiig io 
Bowrar Is the good iiian definccl eliieiy in terms of morality 
or proBeienc};? 

2. Wliat is iiie Greek deSriitiGii of the good life, ficcordiiig to 

BcrwraB To \\ luit extent does definition depend upon 

ma ter ill! prosperity? 

3. What evidence is there for Bowrak assertions? In the earlier 
readings of this imit. have s’oii encountered es'idence that con¬ 
tradicts Bowra's coiiclusioiis? 

4. To wliat extent do the Greek definitiens of the good man and 
the good life appeal to \oii? Wliat reles'iiiice do those Greek 
clefiii! lions have to tweritietli-centiiry America? 


The Good Man and the Good Life 

. . . [For the Greeks there were] four cardinal virtues— 
courage, temperance, justice, and wisdom. The English words do 
not quite represent their Greek originals, and we must not read too 
many associations or subtleties into them. The establishment of this 
quartet is thought to have been the work of Pythagoras, and even 
if he inherited it from traditional wisdom, he may have given it 
a neater form and a wider currency. ... It embodied what the 
Greeks admired in theory and sought in practice, and most of them 
would have thought that, if a man exercises these virtues and 
applies them to each situation as it arises, he does as much as can 
be expected of him. 

The list . . . has no special authority, but it represents average 
opinion on character and conduct and is a fair guide to the stand¬ 
ards by which the Greeks judged each other and themselves. 
Originally, perhaps, the hst looked at men from four different 
angles, physical, aesthetic, moral, and intellectual, and reflected the 
concept of the ‘Tour-square” man in all its fullness and balance. 
Physical courage was highly valued at all times by a people much 
given to war, and we cannot doubt that the average man would 
not trouble himself with niceties about its nature, but respond with 
admiration to its imaginative-appeal. . . . Temperance was largely 
a matter of style, of doing things without display or vulgarity, of 


C. Bov‘r”a, Ilia 
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Recall Simoiiicles’s poem 
in Reading 9. 
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behaving without arrogance. If it was highly regarded in aristo¬ 
cratic circles as an essential element in good manners, it was also 
something that Pericles praised in the Athenians: “Our love of what 
is beautiful does not lead us to extravagance; our love of the tliingc 
of the mind does not make us soft.” Justice is essentially of a moral 
quality, the natural tendency to obey the rules and laws of a 
civilized society and to treat other men to their deserts, and is well 
described by Simonides as “rendering to every man his due.” It is 
primarily social in its application. The word dike, which we trans¬ 
late justice, seems to be derived from the boundaries of a man's 
land and conveys metaphorically the notion that he should keep 
within his ovm sphere and respect that of his neighbour. Wisdom 
is certainly an intellectual quality. In early days it is applied to 
any activity of the mind and denotes skill in the arts, to say nothing 
of capacity for philosophy, science, or politics. Obviously it was not 
easy to find all four virtues equally prominent in a single man, but 
It was not impossible, and a respect for them certainly indicated 
a well-balanced view of what a man ought to be. . 

If the four virtues stood for an ideal of a balanced and controlled 
personality, their antithesis lay in those faults which destroy such 
a balance and work havoc both in individuals and in societies. 
... In general it was thought that not only the individual virtues 
but their unity and balance were destroyed by hybris or arrogance. 
It might well reflect an inner lack of courage; it certainly meant a 
defiance of self-control and temperance; it led inevitably to in¬ 
justice in its disregard for the rights of others; it often ended in 
foUy when its possessor thought that he could by unjust methods 
secure the impossible. The Greeks gave this vile eminence to arro¬ 
gance because, more than anything else, it defied their ideal of a 
hannonious and restrained self, and their deep political distrast 
of it was equalled by their moral condemnation. They saw that it 
grows with feeding and creates other evils as great as itself. 

When we turn from the notion of the good man to that of the 
good life, it is clear that the word “good” has another sense. We 
may take as our text an Attic drinking-song which lays down the 
four best goods: 

For a man health is the first and best possession. 

Second best to be bom with shapely beauty, 

And the third is wealth honestly won, 

Fourth are the days of youth spent in delight with friends. 

The Greeks prayed for health as the first of blessings because 
not only did the lack of it ruin happiness as they conceived it, but 
they were at the mercy of disease. Medicine had indeed begun to 



make an impressive appearance by the end of the sixth century, 
but though it approached its task in a strictly scientific spirit, it 
had much to learn and could not cure all evils in a society which 
had almost no hygiene and fell an easy victim to any new infection. 
How appalling a disease could be can be seen from Thucydides’ 
account of the plague which attacked Athens in 430 b.c. and has 
been variously identified with typhus and measles. . . . 

The desire for health was inextricably connected with the Greek 
cult of the body. This was essentially a religious activity. Through 
their bodies men resembled the gods, and the gods guided and 
guarded their development. . . . The whole process of birth and 
growth was directed and watched by gods, and at each stage it was 
the young body that called for their care, whether it was strength¬ 
ened at the beginning by being passed over a fire or later by being 
exercised in games and dances, or tested by initiation ceremonies. 
If health was the first of good things, it was because the gods gave 
it and fostered it in those whom they loved. 

The belief in health passes imperceptibly into the belief in 
beauty, which is equally derived from the notion that through it 
men and women resemble the gods. Indeed, the Greeks could not 
think any physical form beautiful unless it was healthy. They 
had no morbid taste for decay, and old age was for them not beau¬ 
tiful but either impressive or pathetic. The beauty which they 
admired and celebrated with many statues of naked young men and 
well-clothed maidens was that of the body when it is passing into 
manhood or womanhood. . , . 

The Attic song names wealth as the third good. The Greeks 
enjoyed the pursuit of money as much as any men, and had an 
undoubted talent for it, but it was thought mean to treat it as an 
end in itself, nor were the rich respected just because they were 
rich. A normal attitude was that a good man needs money to help 
him to lead the good life, as Cephalus said to Socrates: ‘If it is true 
that a good man will not find it easy to endure old age and poverty 
together,^ no more will riches ever make a bad man contented and 
cheerful. It followed that the Greeks saw no virtue in poverty and 
regarded it as a condition which degrades those whose lot it is. . . . 

The fourth good named by the Attic song is to be young among 
friends, and what this means can be seen from the delight which 
Greek sculptors and painters take in representing the pastimes 
and indulgences of young men. They keep their bodies fit by 
wrestling, playing ball, practising what looks very like hockey, 
jumping over sticks, and throwing the discus. . , . They exercise 
horses in a field or listen, in unashamed dandyism, to a lyre-player. 
They have also their convivial relaxations. A party gathers and 


Recall Theognis's poem 
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soon becomes gay. The young men rush to the mixing-bowl and 
fill their cups. They play on flutes to each other or to girls, who 
dance for them. In the end it is too much for them, and they pay 
for it by vomiting, while fatherly elders or decorous girls look after 
them. . . . The Greeks did not expect young men always to behave 
with restraint and were content that at times they should release 
their ebullience in happy abandonment. This was part of the glory 
of youth. . . . 

20 THE GOOD SOCET2T 
THE PODS 


The ancient Greeks believed that the world was made 
up of two kinds of people—themselves and the barbarians. What 
distinguished Greeks from the barbarians was the polis. "Polis” is 
most often translated into English as ^bity-state,” but it was far 
more than a geographical concept. The Greeks thought of the 
polis as a way of life. It was the particular way the Greeks gov¬ 
erned themselves, educated their children, produced their goods 
and services, and pursued their cultural life. In short, Greeks 
thought of the pohs as the good society. 

The selection in this reading comes again from the work of the 
modem scholar H. D. F. Kitto. Working primarily from the writings 
of dramatists, philosophers, and historians, he has attempted to 
summarize the Greek ideals of the polis. Keep the following ques¬ 
tions in mind as you read the concluding selection of this unit: 

1» Accoidiiig to Ivilto vrliiit vci’c the clinraotcrisncs of the polis? 
Why did the Greeks helico’e that these diaracienstics were 
essential to the good socieh^? 

2. To w"hat extent was the pclis related to the Greek ideas of the 
good man niicl the good life? 

3. Are luttos assertions about the Greek deSnition of the good 
societ) supported by evidence contained in eaifler readings? 
Does any of the e\'icleiice coiitracllet Ivlttoh conclusions? 

4. To what; extent is the Greek definition of the good society rele- 
wiiit to modern socletyr Does the size of modern nations make 
these ideals^impractical, as Kitto suggests? Which of these ideals 
can be applied as sraiidarcls for fudging mocleni society? 
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The Polis 

‘Tolls” is the Greek word which we translate “city-state.” 
It is a bad translation, because the normal polis was not much like 
a city, and was very much more than a state. But translation, like 
politics, is the art of the possible; since we have not got the thing 
which the Greeks called “the polis,” we do not possess an equiva¬ 
lent word. . . . 

It is important to realize . . . [the size] ... [of the polis]. The 
modem reader picks up a translation of Plato’s Republic or Aris¬ 
totle’s Fclitics; he finds Plato ordaining that his ideal city shall have 
5,000 citizens, and Aristotle that each citizen should be able to 
know all the others by sight; and he smiles, perhaps, at such 
philosophic fantasies. But Plato and Aristotle are not fantasts. Plato 
is imagining a polis on the normal Hellenic scale; indeed he implies 
that many existing Greek poleis are too small—-for many had less 
than 5,000 citizens. Aristotle says, in his amusing way—Aristotle 
sometimes sounds very like a don—that a polis of ten citizens would 
be impossible, because it could not be self-suflBcient, and that a 
polis of a hundred thousand would be absurd, because it could not 
govern itself properly. . . . 

To think on this scale is difBcult for us, who regard a state of 
ten million as small, and are accustomed to states which, like the 
U.S.A. and the U.S.S.R., are so big that they have to be referred 
to by their initials; but when the adjustable reader has become 
accustomed to the scale, he will not commit the vulgar error of 
confusing size with significance. The modem writer is sometimes 
heard to speak with splendid scorn of “those petty Greek states, with 
their interminable quarrels.” Quite so; Plataea, Sicyon, Aegina and 
the rest are petty, compared with modem states. The Earth itself 
is petty, compared with Jupiter—but then, the atmosphere of Jupiter 
is mainly ammonia, and that makes a difference. We do not like 
breathing ammonia and the Greeks would not much have liked 
breathing the atmosphere of the vast modem State. They knew of 
one such, the Persian Empire-and thought it very suitable, for 
barbarians. Difference of scale, when it is great enough, amounts 
to difference of kind. 

. . . The entire life of the polis, and the relation between its parts, 
were much easier to grasp, because of the small scale of things. 
Therefore to say It is everyone s duty to help the polis” was not 
to express a fine sentiment but to speak the plainest and most urgent 
common sense. (It did not, of course, follow that the Greek obeyed 
common sense any oftener than we do.) Public affairs had an 
immediacy and a concreteness they cannot possibly have for us. 


H. D. F, Kitto, IkB Sregks 
(London: Pengoio 
Books, Ltd, 1957), 
pp, 64--67, 73^-75, 78-79. 
Reprinted by permission. 


► Should a citizen of a 
large representative 
democracy take as much 
personal Interest in the 
society as a member of 
the polis? 
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Refer to Pericles’s 
speech in Reading 13. 


One specific example will help. The Athenian democracy taxed 
the rich with as much disinterested enthusiasm as the British, but 
this could be done in a much more gracious way, simply because 
the State was so small and intimate. Among us, the [taxpayer] 
writes his cheque and thinks, “There! That'a gone down the drain!” 
In Athens, the man whose wealth exceeded a certain sum had, in 
a yearly rota, to perfonn certain “liturgies'-literally, “folk-works.” 
He had to keep a warship in commission for one year (with the 
privilege of commanding it, if he chose), or financ'c the production 
of plays at the Festival, or ecpiip a religious procession. It was a 
heavy burden, and no doubt unweleomt', but at least some fun 
could be got out of it and some pride' takt'n in it. There was satis¬ 
faction and honour to be gainc'd from producing a trilogy worthily 
before one’s fellow-citizens. So, in countless other ways, the size 
of the polis made vivid and immediate, things which to us arc only 
abstractions or wearisome duties. Naturally this c'ut both ways. 
For example, an incompetent or unlucky commander was the object 
not of a diffused and harmless popular indignation, but of direct 
accusation; he might be tried for his lih' bt'forc; an Assembly, many 
of whose past members he had led to dt'ath. 

Pericles’s Funeral Speech, r('Cord('d or recreatt'd by Tliucydides, 
will illustrate this immediacy, .md will also take' our conception of 
the polis a little further. Each yt'ar, Thuc'ydith's tc'lls us, if citizens 
had died in war-and they had more- often than not-a funeral ora¬ 
tion was delivered by “a man chosen by th(> polis.” To-day, that 
would be someone nominated by tlu' Prime Minister, or the British 
Academy, or the B.B.C. In Athens it m<‘ant that someone was chosen 
by the Assembly who had often .spokt'u to that Assembly; and on 
this occasion Pericles .spoke from a sper'ially high platform, that his 
voice might reach as many as possibh*. Let ns consid<‘r two phrases 
that Pericles used in that sper'ch. 

He is comparing the Athenian polis with tlu* Spartan, and makes 
the point that the Spartams admit fon'ign visitors only grudgingly, 
and from time to time (sxpel all strangt'rs, “whik* wc* make our polis 
common to all.” “PolLs” here is not the political unit; there is no 
question of naturalizing foreign<*r.S“Whieh the (Ireeks did rarely, 
simply because the polis was .so intirnat<i a union. Pt'ricles means 
here: “We throw open to all our common c'ultural life,” as .shown by 
the words that follow, difficult though tlnw an' to translate; “nor 
do we deny them any instruction or sper'taek*"—words that are al- 
inost meaningle.s.s until we realize that flu' drama, tragic and comic, 
the performance of choral hymns, public recitals of Homer, games, 
were all nccc.s.sary and nonnal parts of “political" lifV. This is the 
sort of thing Pericles has in mind wlien he speaks of “instruction 
and spectacle,” and of “making the polis op^'u to all," 
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But we must go further than this. A perusal of the speech will 
show that in praising the Athenian polis Pericles is praising more 
than a state, a nation, or a people: he is praising a way of life; he 
means no less when, a little later, he calls Athens the ‘school of 
Hellas. —And what of that? Do not we praise “the English way of 
life? The difference is this; we expect our State to be quite in¬ 
different to “the English way of life’—indeed, the idea that the State 
should actively try to promote it would fill most of us with alarm. 
The Greeks thought of the polis as an active, formative thing, train¬ 
ing the minds and characters of the citizens; we think of it as a piece 
of machinery for the production of safety and convenience. The 
training in virtue, which the medieval state left to the Church, and 
the polis made its own concern, the modern state leaves to God 
knows what. 

“Polis,” then, originally “citadel,” may mean as much as “the 
whole communal life of the people, political, cultural, moral”— 
even “economic,” for how else are we to understand another phrase 
in this same speech, “the produce of the whole world comes to us, 
because of the magnitude of our polis”? This must mean “our 
national wealth.” . . . 

. , . The polis was a living community, based on kinship, real or 
assumed—a kind of extended family, turning as much as possible 
of life into family life, and of course having its family quarrels, 
which were the more bitter because they were family quarrels. 

This it is that explains not only the polis but also much of what 
the Greek made and thought, that he was essentially social. In the 
winning of his livelihood he was essentially individualist: in the 
filling of his life he was essentially “communist.” Religion, art, 
games, the discussion of things—all these were needs of life that 
could be fully satisfied only through the polis—not, as with us, 
through voluntary, associations of like-minded people, or through 
entrepreneurs appealing to individuals. (This partly explains the 
difference between Greek drama and the modern cinema.) More¬ 
over, he wanted to play his own part in running the affairs of the 
community. When we realize how many of the necessary, interesting 
and exciting activities of life the Greek enjoyed through the polis, 
all of them in the open air, within sight of the same acropolis, with 
the same ring of mountains or of sea visibly enclosing the life of 
every member of the state—then it becomes possible to understand 
Greek history, to understand that in spite of the promptings of 
commonsense the Greek could not bring himself to sacrifice the 
polis, with its vivid and comprehensive life, to a wider but less 
interesting unity. We may perhaps record an Imaginary Conversa¬ 
tion between an Ancient Greek and a member of the Athenaeum. 
The member regrets the lack of political sense shown by the Greeks. 


► Shod I cl a iove mine lit try 
tc shape the lives of its 
citizens? 


Anthropologists distinguish 
between the nuclear 
family, which irscludes 
only a father and motiier 
and iheir children, and 
an extended family, which 
can include grandparents, 
aunts, uncles, cousins, 
and iiidaws as well 


The Athenaeum is a London 
gentlemen's club with an 
exclusive membership and 
an interest in the arts. 
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Florence and Its Citizens 


STATING THE ISSUE 


Just as Athens symbolizes the piimuele of ancient Greek civiliza¬ 
tion, Florence epitomizes the Italian Renaissance. Home, Venice, 
Pisa, Milan, and a doz<‘n other cities contributed to the; great culture 
that western man c-alls tlu; Kenaissance. Florence!, howciver, dom¬ 
inated the age. In the pro<-ess, its eitiwms left a rich heritage to 
western humanism. 

People in Benaisstmet* Morencx' saw tlu* world from a number of 
different yanlugm points. Their perspective* was .sometimes an acci¬ 
dent of birth. Some were born the* heirs of merchant princes who 
ruled the city; otlu*r.s were the sons of unskilled laborers and had 
little chance to ri.se above their fathers station. Perspec'tivt! vari<‘d 
with talent. A poor boy whose* brush could make) a canvas vibrant 
with color might be pr(*fem*d to his n<*ighhor who.se clumsy fing(*r.s 
could only grasp a hoe. P(*r.spec‘tiv<* also d<*p(*nd(*d upon a person’s 
role in society and the so<*ial class to which lie belonged. Men and 
women, rich and poor, arti.san and merchant, painter and writer, 
often defined what was good in diff(*rent ways. As in all .sodetit*.s, 
no man’s thinking was identical with another’s; and H(*nai.ssance 
Florence particularly encouraged the expr«*.ssion of individual tem¬ 
perament. Because Flor<*ntin(* so(!u*ty was .so div(*r.se, no one* penson 
or group could define the good man, the good lib*, or the good 
society to the .satisfaction of all. 

Chapter 1 examiiu*s the Iiv<*s of various P’lorenlines. The first 
reading de.scribes tlu* city itself. It is followed by accounts of the 
lives of a princely young ruler, an artist, women, workers, slaves, 
and servants. IIow did <*ach of thest* pc*r.sons or groups d(*fine the 
good man, the good lift*, and tin* good .soci(*ty? IIow did perspective 
on what is good difF(*r with place in the .social structure? These are 
the major issues raised in Ghapter 1. 

I;.!!! 
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1 A TOUR OF 

RENAISSANCE FLORENCE 


Cities never died in medieval Italy as they did in most 
of the rest of medieval Europe. Throughout northern Europe, raids 
by the Germans and Vikings, the development of a feudal society 
based on agriculture, and the resulting decline in trade reduced the 
number and size of cities until most of them disappeared. In Italy, 
however, none of these forces operated to the same degree. Port 
cities such as Venice, Genoa, and Pisa traded with the Near East 
throughout the Middle Ages; inland towns such as Florence and 
Milan continued to manufacture goods and carry on overland com¬ 
merce. By the thirteenth century these ancient Italian cities had a 
commercial life far more vigorous than that of their northern 
neighbors. 

The place in which a man lives often helps to reveal his values. 
An American home full of fine furniture, books, and paintings im¬ 
plies one conception of the good life. A Japanese home with a few 
simple furnishings and one art object on display at a time reveals a 
different conception. In the same way, the physical appearance of a 
city parades the values of its citizens. Large buildings set aside for 
public use may dominate the skyline or be lost among festering 
slums. A city’s plan may embrace the countryside or exclude it. 
Streets may invite a leisurely stroll or stimulate a pell-mell rush 
to get from one place to another. Plazas may be filled with foun¬ 
tains or with traffic. 

Reading 1 describes Florence in the fifteenth century. It was 
written by a modem French author, who based his descriptions on 
accounts by fifteenth-century Florentines. As you read, think about 
the following questions: 

1. What kinds of buildings dominated Florence? W%at does your 
answer reveal about Florentine conceptions of the good life and 
the good society? 

2. What were the city streets like? What activities happened there 
that might seem unusual in a modern city'? Wdiat do you tliinh 
these activities reveal about the lives of fifteenth-century 
Florentines? 

3. What sorts of people lived in the city'? Were there a number of 
social classes or only one? 

4. What might men of different occupations think about the 
nature of the good life? 
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A Tour of Florence 

Since the Middle Ages the City of the Flower [Florence] 

ad grown continuously. Its suburbs . . . stretched out beyond the 
Arno. It had overflowed from the ancient walls, which had been 
replaced by a second wall at the end of the twelfth century, and 
by a third, of which remnants still survive, in 1284. 

In the fifteenth century the city’s appearance was as follows. 
Some sixty square towers rose from . . . ramparts which were more 
than two leagues all round. There were as many inside the walls. 
Seen from a distance, the city was shaped like a spindle, narrow 
at the ends, very broad in the middle. Along the walls, at intervals 
of about 327 yards, there was a tower; but . . . from time to time 
. . . these old towers . . . were broken down and turned into 
dwelling-houses. 

. . . [F]our fine stone bridges spanned the Amo. Starting from the 
east, there was the Rubaconte bridge, . . . built in 1237. Six massive 
piles supported houses, shops and a little chapel. . . . The Ponte 
Vecchio [Old Bridge] had been rebuilt in 1345. It was longer and 
broader than the others and was covered with shops and houses. 
The Ponte Santa Trinita [Bridge of the Holy Trinity], dating from 
1250, was very handsome. . . . Finally the Ponte alia Carraja, so 
called from the name of an ancient city gate, had no houses on 
it., . . 

In the sixteenth century Benedetto Varchi conceived the happy 
notion of describing the city. The streets, says this famous historian, 
are “fairly wide,” and nearly all paved with flagstones. ... On each 
side was a footpath, and a gutter to carry rain-water down to the 
Amo, so that the streets remained dry and free from the mud and 
shme which you found elsewhere in winter. In summer, on the 
other hand, the flagstones radiated the heat, and from noon until 
evening one could only remain cool in the usually spacious ground- 
floor rooms of the houses. 

Varchi next takes us on a visit to the gates. . , . There were six 
on . . . [one] side of Florence, and five on the [other]. . , . 

Let us now cross the Arno. If you wanted to go to Pisa, over 
forty miles away, you would leave by the Porta San Friano, where 
there was a monastery and a suburb, and away beyond, very 
agreeable villas. ... If you went out by the Porta San Pietro 
Gattolini, you saw a great number of villas, palaces, gardens, and 
fountains, and these commanded a superb view of Florence. 

. . . [F]rom the Porta [gate] San Miniato, you could see, sil¬ 
houetted on the hilltop, the fortress-church raised to the glory of 
San Minias, one of the few Florentine saints; while the last gate on 


j, Lucas-Dubreton, Daily Life 
in Florafics m IM liing 
3f tli8 Medki, trans. by 
A. Lyttoo Sails (i^lew York: 
The Macmillan Co., 1961), 
pp. 87-96, 98-100. 

Repn'ntsd with permission of 
The Macmillan Company 
from the title by the author 
J. iucas-Dubreton. Copy¬ 
right © 1961, Obrairie 
Hatchette, World rights 
controlled by Libralrie 
Hatchette. British rights 
controlled by George Allen 
& Umm Ltd. 

The Romans, who founded 
Florence in about the first 
century B.C., called it 
Fiorentia, “City of the 
Flower.” in Italian this name 
became Fiorenza, and then 
Firenze, the present name. 


Benedetto Varchi, a 
sixteenth-century Italian 
scholar, wrote a history of 
Florence commissioned by 
one of the city's rulers. 


131 



The valley formed by the 
Chianti Mountains is still 
noted for the dry red wines 
popular as an accompaniment 
to Italian food. 


The figure 70,000 is almost 
certainly an underestimate. 
Most historians put the 
population of fifteenth- 
century Florence at 
90,000 or 100,000. 

Monks belonged to religious 
orders that, unlike the 
regular clergy, took vows 
of poverty and believed that 
isolation from the world 
was necessary for spiritual 
perfection. Orders of friars, 
such as the Franciscans 
and Dominicans, arose in the 
thirteenth century. Friars, 
too, took vows of poverty, 
but they believed that active 
involvement in life was 
the best way to bring 
people close to God. 


► Should a good society 
provide free medical care? 

!f so, who should pay for it? 


The Romans built forums, or 
public squares, in the towns 
they founded during the 
heyday of the empire. 


this side, the Porta San Niccold, was a very busy one, because it 
led to the valley of Chianti, “famous for the number of exquisite 
wines that were produced there, and worthy of admiration because 
it is harsh and rocky.” 

. . . Varchi tells us that seven or eight children, rather fewer 
girls than boys, were baptised every da\' at the Church of San 
Giovanni, where the civic register had been kept .since 1450. Prior 
to that, people had been simply required to drop a black pea into 
a box for a boy and a white pea for a girl, to record births. Now 
counting the number of “hearths,” which was 10,000, and excluding 
the suburbs, the resident populatioir was estimated at 70,000, 
including the religious-monks and frati-who were continually in¬ 
creasing. 

In spite of its libertines and free-thinkers, the city contained 
over a hundred convents, including forty-niiu' for women. Since 
the thirteenth century the Dominicair and P’raneiscan orders had 
imparted a great impetus to monastic lift'. . . . 

Let us now consider the palaces, some of which liad retained the 
aspect of a medieval fortress. . . . [T]he grt'at era of palace-building 
dates from the fifteenth century. Betwt'cn 1450 and 1478 thirty 
new ones were raised, and the movement c'ontimu'd to grow in the 
years that followed. . . . 

One should add that the more distinguished families possessed 
near their palaces, a loggia or casohro, an opt'U-air . . . [enclosure] 
with an arbour and colonnadt's. Here citizens would come to con¬ 
verse, or arrange business-deals, or play game's. . . . 

Florence was particularly proud of its hospitals, where the 
invalids of both sexes were lodged and trt'ahid free of charge. 
The oldest and wealthiest, thanks to an ac'C'umulution of endow¬ 
ments, was the hospital of Santa Maria Nuova, which controlled all 
the others. These included San Pagolo, near .Santa Maria Novella, 
the hospital of the Incurables in the Via San Callo, the small 
receiving-centres for poor folk and travc'lk'rs, and ('specially the 
great hospital of the Innocents, with its gard(*ns, where, “through 
the hole of a Httle window,” foundlings swro takem in. 'I’lKirc were 
over a thousand there, in Varchi’s time. 

The busiest centre remained where the* Homan P’orum had once 
stood. . . . Here you might sc'e the; grec'ngroc'crs with their movable 
booths, the butchers and tlu'ir open stalls, tlu' fishmongc'rs and inn¬ 
keepers. . .. Here and there barbc'rs arc* shaving pc'opk' in the open, 
except on Sundays when they have to remain in th<*ir shops. ... 
The din is like that of a poultry-yard; peopk' hailing ('uch other or 
quarrelling, and the barber threatening tlu* apotlu'cary whom he 
looks on as a competitor. 
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The Via Calinuila i.s noisy witli the shouts of apprentices. Hero 
the first printing-pre.ss was founclccl. This street leads us to tlu! 
Piazza Or S'an Mi<-heli‘, to tlu* palaca; of th(‘ wool-merchants and 
thence by a sloping allty to the Mereuto Nuovo. Here the murmur 
of voices is different. In shops or und(‘r awnings, tint dealers in silk 
and other textiles ply their trade, >A'hile the mont'y-changc'rs .sit 
gravely at their desks. . . . 

In the cour.s<t of time all these streets bceame more open and 
ornate. Buildings were replacaal with a constant eye for beauty. . . . 










► How important io a 
aood Ilfs are sunshine 
iiod fresh air? 


£> Should everyone be this 
generous to strangers? 

Is such generosity 
fjossibls today? 


[T]he house in Renaissance style . . . replaced the fortress-dwelling, 
a taste for elegance, luxury and comfort prevailed over notions of 
war and strife. 

Florence already possessed open spaces, some fifty squares, or 
piazze, ... as well as 138 gardens and vegetable plots. But there 
were sombre spots like the Stinche, the state-prison, “a stinking 
gaol,” according to Machiavelli, “where the walls harbour vermin 
so huge and swollen that you might compare them to butter 
flies.” ... 

The Florentine normally lived in the open. In good weather he 
would sit in the street which served as the outer room of his house 
and there he would play at chess or dice. The bystanders com¬ 
mented on every move, but, owing to the restricted space, the least 
untoward incident might occasion a panic. . . , 

The . . . [merchant’s] house, as compared with the palace, was 
still a very splendid residence. The home of a notable in the wool 
trade, for example, had a vaulted portico, two galleries paved with 
marble, and three floors. Beside it was the Loggia surrounded by 
colonnades. When the sun was hot, you took refuge on the first floor 
in a room with glass windows and curtains to hide you from the 
street. More modest houses also had their comforts-terraces, court¬ 
yards, stables, passages, antichambers and at least one well of fresh 
water. Better still, a fairly well-to-do Florentine owmed a cm, or 
dwelling-house, a shop where he worked, and a villa or farm in the 
country. . . . 

Thus the city stretched far beyond its walls. Florence, according 
to ... [a Renaissance architect], “is surrounded by innumerable 
villas where the air is pure as crystal, tht! landscape most pleasant, 
the views wonderful. In those parts there ar<‘ no fogs or harmful 
wmds. Everything is good, the very water is purc^ and wholesome,” 
Bird-songs and fresh verdure gladden the heart, “the streams go 
leaping down or hide under tunnels of overhanging herbage”.... 

This countryside was endowed with every blessing.' In his 
country-farm the merchant cultivated cereals and vegetables; it also 
provided him with wine, oil, forage and wood. It supplied all his 
needs and he sold the surplus. . . . 

Let us take the case of Agnolo Pandolfini, a ciulturcd merchant 
whose ancestors had made a fortune' in trade* at Naple's. He owns 
the fine villa of Signa, where he ha.s everything a gentleman could 
desire; dogs, falcons and various kinds ejf ne*t.s for small game or 
fishes. He^ receives and lodges eweryone; he; tn'e‘u g<)e*s out into the 
road and invites the wayfarer in, gives him water to wash, seats him 
at his table, and when he has lunched, thanks hirti and sends him 
on his way, as he does not wish to rtmbarrass him. . . . 
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The peasant, or contadino, whom yon meet can be recognized 
by his long grey gannemt \\'ithont a cloak and often without trunk- 
hose, by a broad bolt and a cape with flaps hanging down on each 
side. He is no ordinary peasant, tied to the soil, but ranks as a free 
man and is more comfortably off than the peasants of other lands. 

There was no real barrier in Tuscany between the city and the fusnaiiy is tiie ropjon 
village. Many small towns were inhabited by peasants who, on re- 
turning from the fields, called them.s‘elves citizens. A shepherd . . . io tiu. ptiiH.ii 

could leave his flock and join a trade-guild in Florence. There 
was constant communication between town and country; the con- 
tadino benefited from the prosperity of the merchant; and if he 
were a tenant he could by signing a contract with the proprietor 
become a free fanner. Peasants’ revolts were unknown in 
Tuscany. . . . 

... [On the other hand, t]he countryman knew how to defend 
his rights [against greedy landowners], . . . 

The cultured . . . [merchant] holds the peasant in low esteem 
or even regards him as a sink of corruption. According to Pandolfini, 

... the peasant given his whole mind to cheating you. He nevtu 
makes a mistake to his disadvantage and tilways tries to get the 
better in a bargain. Even if he had more money than the owner, he 
would complain more loudly. When the harvest is good, he keeps 
two-thirds of the best for himself; when the yield is poor, owing 
to storms or other mishaps, he always makes you pay for the loss. 

However, says Pandolfini, it woukl lx; a mistake to avoid contact 
with these cunning rustic's who teach one how to contemd with 
scheming townsmen and rmuain vigilant. 1'ht‘y arc proft*.ssors of 
distrust, and in the (>nd their tricks amuse one. 

On the whole, therciforc, the Florentine . . . [merchant] did not 
regard the pea.sant with . . . scorn. - . . “His shoe's arc rough, hut 
his brain is subtle.” Although violent on occasion he is by nature 
independent, chec'rful and gay. His amusements are simple. At a 
country fdte he brings out a donkey with cymbals tied to its back 
and a thistle under its tail, .so that it is constantly fidgeting and 
making music for everyone to dance to. . . . 

To draw a complete picture* of the (*nvirons of Florenee, w(* 
should have to pusli as far as tlie suhject-c'ities of Pi.sa, Volterra, 

Pistoia, Arezzo and (lortona, the many territories wlu'rc; the gates 
“were clo.scd at night and opened in the morning.” As a mark of 
submission and by way (»f tribute*, the* hundred w'e*althiest territorie's 
were required, on Midsummt'r Day, to ofl'er ... a roll of cloth 
which served as a prize* for the rac'cs that were nm on that fe.stival 
[day]. The poejrer lands, to the immher of thirty, gave a caudle 
as symbol. 










2 THE MAGNIFICENT: 
LORENZO DE' MEDICI 


The chief threat to Florence 
was the growing power 
of neighboring Milan, ruled 
by a succession of 
tyrannical dukes from 
the Visconti family. 


Piero ruled from 1464 
to 1469; Lorenzo, from 
1469 to 1492. 


In 1250 Florence had officially !)ecoinc a free republic 
governed by an elected council drawn from three groups: old' 
aristocratic families, newly rich l)aukers and merchants, and the 
guilds. In practice, however, the aristocrats and tlu^ new rich held 
the actual power, often through such ruses as enrolling in the 
guilds for political convenience. 

The old aristocrats feared the growing w’tniUh and power of the 
merchants and bankers. Feuds broke out hc^tween these rival groups- 
political parties struggled to control tlu^ goveummeut. Under these 
unstable conditions, civil tumult oftem rc\sult(‘d. Workcu's revolted 
and assassinations became comm()iiplac(\ 

Florence could ill afford this insecurity^ It luid expanded until it 
ruled most of the surrounding territory. Tlu‘ enty needed strong 
leadership to protect itself and its territoriexs from outside attack as 
well as to maintain internal peace. 

Finally, Florence found a leader-Ck)simo dv MiHlici, the head of 
a prominent family grown newly rich in the* woolvii industry, trade, 
and banking. He had been exiled from Florcmcx^ through the efforts 
of a powerful aristocrat who feared (Josimo s wcxiltli. But the Medici 
fortune survived, and the pope interveiK‘d on Cosimos l)ehalf. In 
1434 the heads of the city council rec'alktl Cosimo to Florence. 
Although he refused to accept any official titles, his recall was 
tantamount to putting the government in his lumds. A popular 
ruler, he gained the favor of the common people l)y supporting 
many of the small, less powerful guilds, !)y taxiing thc‘ rich heavily 
and the poor not at all, and by patronizing many artists and 
scholars. 

Cosimo s son Piero succeeded him; Piero was followed by his 
son Lorenzo, ^ called The Magnificent. Ilcaiee, the Medici ruled 
Florence during the greatest cemtury in tlie city’s history. By 
Lorenzo’s time a Medici was the eciuivakmt of a prince. 

Lorenzos education was preparation for this liigh position, but 
it was not unlike the education of othtu* elite* Florcaitines. The way 
Lorenzo s family reared him gives insiglits into the way they viewed 
their place in the world. As you read the* sc‘Ic*C‘tions tluit follow, 
think about these questions: 


1. How^was Lorcaizo ctliirafiHl? M fio was rf’S|iiiiisi!ile for Lo¬ 
renzo’s ediicalioii? 
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2. Do you think liis education prepared him adequately to meet 
his responsibilities? Explain, 

3. Did Lorenzo lead a good life as a boy? Did he turn oot to be a 
good man according to the two assessments that conclude this 
reading? Explain. 

4. What does Lorenzos education imply about the ^fedicfs con¬ 
ception of the good societ)^? 


Lorenzo's Education 

The follotoing account has been taken from a modern 
biography of Lorenzo. 

It was among a large and united family circle that Lorenzo 
received his first lesson in the art of living, Piero . . . , Lorenzo s 
father, . . . found his chief pleasure in classifying and adding to the 
collection of manuscripts, jewels, cameos, vases and other antiques 
which became the glory of the Medici Palace. He was an affection- 
ate if somewhat austere father, holding before Lorenzo his own 
high standard of duty and taking pains to see that his heir was not 
spoiled. . . . 

For the child Lorenzo the most important members of the family 
were his grandmother and his mother—Contessina dei Bardi and 
Lucrezia Tornabuoni. Both came from wealthy merchant houses, 
but otherwise they represented two diverse types of Florentine 
womanhood. Contessina was the complete housewife; . . . Lucrezia 
belonged to a new generation, whose interests spread beyond the 
family. She was the friend and patron of scholars and herself a 
writer of verse. . . , Her intelligence, her literary tastes and, not 
least, her deep piety made her a formative influence in her son s 
life. . . . Lorenzo’s only brother, Giuliano, was four years his junior, 
and he had three sisters. . . . 

Lorenzo’s education began at the age of five. ... A letter from 
Lucrezia to her husband describes her nine-year-old son busily 
learning the verses set him by his master and teaching them to his 
little brother. Three years later, when Piero was away from home, 

. . . [Lorenzo’s tutor] reported to him that Lorenzo “is well on 
with Ovid, and has read four books of Justinus.” That the boy was 
no bookworm is seen from the remark: “Do not ask how he enjoys 
his studies. In all other matters he is obedient, and now you are 
away, the fear of transgressing makes him more diligent.” The 
of Argyropulos as Reader of Greek in the University 
in 1456 gave a new impetus to Hellenic studies; it was said that the 


Cecilia i. Ady, Loreizo iei 
iedici aid ienaissaoce itaiy 
{Mew York: Collier Books, 
19621, pp. 23^29, 32-33. 
Reprinted with permission 
of The Macmillan Company 
from the title by the author 
Cecilia M. Ady. First Collier 
edition copyright © 1962. 
World rights controlled by 
English University Press Ltd. 


Ovid (43 B.C.-c. 17 A.D.) was 
a Roman poet Justinus, who 
lived in the third century 
A.D., wrote a popular 
summary of history from 
ancient Greece to the 
beginnings of Rome. 

Johannes Argyropulos, a 
fifteenth-century Greek, 
taught in Florence and 
Rome; he translated some 
works of Aristotle into Latin. 
The University of Florence 
was founded in 1349. 
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“Vulgar tongue” means the 
vernacular, here the ordinary 
Italian as opposed to the 
Latin generally preferred by 
medieval scholars for poetry 
and other formal writing. 


► Why should a member 
of the elite learn to do 
manual work? 


young men whom he taught talked Greek ,so fluently that Florence 
might have been Athens. Lorenzo as he grew older was among the 
enthusiastic band of pupils who gathered round him. Two dis¬ 
tinguished men had an influential shun' in Lorenzo’s education- 
Cristoforo Landino, one of the foremost Latin scholars of his day 
and Marsilio Ficino, the Platonist. It was fortunate that these 
masters, each supreme in his own sphere', did not de'spise the vulgar 
tongue, but encouraged their pupil in his natural Ix-nt for Italian 
poetry. . . . 

Classical studies were treated by humanist e-dneators as the basis 
of a system which aimed at the development of man’s entire per¬ 
sonality, body, mind and .spirit. Thu.s Lon'irzo’s education was not 
confined to Greek and Latin, llis day Ix'gan by hearing Mass with 
his tutor, and at his mother’s wish he was oftc'ii taken to meetings of 
the confraternity of San Paolo, an a.s.socialion fornu'd for common 
prayer and worship and the furtherance of good works among its 
members. He was taught to sing to his own aeeompaniment on the 
lyre, a form of music which commended it.self to the times owing 
to the opportunities it gave for individual c'xprt'ssion. ... To live 
in Florence in the middle; of the fiftet'iith c(‘nlury was in itself an 
artistic education for a clover boy. . . . Nearly all that is best in 
Florentine art was there for the young Lorenzo to see. At home he 
could . . . hear the talk of patrons and artists on all that was being 
done or contemplated in the city. . . . 

’Within the Medici palace in Morenc-c' the standard of living con¬ 
formed to the simple ways of a citizen family. Magnificence was 
reserved for the entertainment of gm'sls, and to this the hosts 
contributed according to tlu'ir age and capacity. ... At a banquet 
given by the Republic to Leonora of Aragon . . . after t.orenzo had 
succeeded to the first place in tlu’ city, he and his brother waited 
upon the guests. Florentine society knew no rigid class barriers and 
the younger citizens took their pleasures together. In winter boys 
and girls snowballed each other in tlu« street.s, and the young men 
played Calcio, the Florentine ecpiivak'iit of Rugby footlmll. There 
were many practices before tlu; great match in Garnival time, which 
attracted crowds of spectators. ... In sumnu'r there were picnic 
parties in the country, and at all sea.son.s the* young pc'oplc danced 
and made love. . . . 

Lorenzos training for public life begun wIkui he was fifteen, on 
the death of his grandfather. . . . Piero wrote to tell Lorenzo and 
Giuliano of Cosimo’s Ia.st days, saying that the timt* had now come 
for them to take up your shan; of the burden in good lu'art as God 
has ordained, and having been boys make up your minds to be 
men. During the next two years Lorenzo was sent on three mis- 
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sions. The first vr'as to Pisa to meet Federico, the second son of King 
Ferrante of Naples. . . . The vi.sit was one of courtesy, and the 
chief subject of discussion between the two lads appears to have 
been the respective merits of classical and vernacular poetry. It bore 
fruit in Lorenzo’s first literary effort, a letter on the Tuscan poets 
which he sent to Fc'derieo with a collection of their works. . . . The 
next mission was to Milan, wlK're Lorenzo was to represent his 
father at . . . [a] wedding. On his way he visited Bologna, Venice 
and Ferrara, gaining an insiglit into Italian social and political life 

and also into the working of the Medici business. . . . laniily bn.ini's::, 

Piero was salisfit>d that his son had done well enough on his mastlir. H*'mrln(i!in).ii'ikii!! 

Milanese mis.sion to be entrusted with more important business, .md silk mui ftoui imiui- 

and in 1466 he was sent to Rome to nc'gotiate with Paul II about a fariuimn, and had lumiidu::, 

contract relating to the recently discov('rcd alum mines at Tolfa. Ills'iall!' i’umlun.* 

Alum was essential to the P’lorentiiu' textile industry, as it was used 

for dyeing w'ool and silk in the most popular colours. Supplies p;ii|| jj 

hitherto hud couki chiefly from the Levant, and the concession 1-117 in H/!. 

which Lorenzo now obtained for the Medici to work the jjapal 

mines proved mo.st profitable* to then.... 

... In 1468, tlu! longHlrawn-out attempt to overthrow Pieros oi 

governmexTit was finally defeated. liufii hwid 

During the war I.oreir/o had remained in Florence, talcing no part iurkm/. 

in the fighting. I'he Medid wcat^ not soldiers but businessmen, and 
training in thc^ profi‘ssion of arms had no place in his cxlncation. 

Owing to his failing luadth, Piero grew increasingly reluctant to 
let his son out of his siglit; without him, lie complained, he was 
a man without liands. Since liis grandfathers deatli Lorcur/.o had 
gained valuable experienc‘e of the* nature of the task which lay 
before him wheu he* becume lH*ad of tlic^ family. * .. lie had alrcuidy 
shown that he possc^ssc*d gifts which remdered him peculiarly fittcKl 
for the part he liad to play, not k*ast among them being the capacity 
for making friends in whati*ver company he found himself. 


An Assessment of Lorenzo 

In the brief p(ma,(i,c that follotca., Ferdinand Sclwvill, a 
modern Jmtorian iclio trfxu'iaUzad in the ReJiaismnec, amuses the 
character and influence of Lorenzo, 

I t!idin;iiiil ''iflirvilt. ‘Ihi! 
Medici INt-.v V'li!- H.'ii linU 

lifarf' & WniI d, liit: , 1*1 Id , 
|j|i I Id I Ihli 


. . . Lorenzo . . , [was] tht* most notable link in the Medici 
succession, the* fiiic‘st flow(*ring to wliich tlic* family attained. . . . 

[H]o commanded u .sum of talcnl.s and covtuc‘d a rungci of aclivitic.s 
that, .. establish hi.s claim to bo numbered among tlic outstanding 







E> Does such variety 
contribute to a happier life, 
or does it merely rob a 
person of time for 
cofitempiation? 


men of his age-[F]ar from contenting himself with his absorb¬ 

ing political tasks, he was a passionate sportsman, personally looked 
after his many farm propertir's, acti\’<'ly eulti\'atecl the classical and 
philosophical movements of his gmim-ation, patronized the arts and 
crafts with a rare discrimination, ;md, after spurring Italian liter¬ 
ature to new efforts, led the way by his own works to a fresh out¬ 
burst of native poetry. This 1)\' tlu- standard of any period consti¬ 
tutes a record that has not often been excelled. 

. . . [H]is leading trait . . . [was] an niKpienehable zest for life, 
Instead of his many activities gr'tting into (‘aeh other’s way, each 
stimulated its neighbor. . . . [Ilje hud tlu' eapaeitv' to give himself 
easily and without confusion to the* main' sepuratr' interests that 
made up his average day. It was not at all unusual for him in the 
course of a single morning to write or dictate a dozim letters, to 
draw up instructions for an ambas.sador dt'parling on an important 
mission, to join a discussion among experts of a moot doctrine of 
Greek philosophy, to e.xamiiie a nu'dal or eumeo with a view to 
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adding it to his collcctioii, and to make the arningcinouts for a 
happy hunting t'xpeditiou with a group of friends. . . . [n]c was 
not inhibited by an awkward self-eonsciousness but w'as of an 
open nature, conrtc'ous, and aeei'ssible to high and low alike. . . . 

. . . [H]e inlerpn'ted the huinani.sin to wliieh he was devoted 
not only as a new and stimulating form of intellectuality but also as 
a nobler social order, undc'r which the surviving remnants of feudal 
barbarism would b(' rt'plaec'd b}' a code of softer and more urbane 
relatioasliips. He \\'as therefore, although e.xercising a form of 
tyranny, a ruler eminently humane and free from rancor. Among 
his earliest acts was the recall from exile of the families that had 
been the victims of the n'volution that had put his grandfather, 
Cosimo, at the' lu'arl of th«' gov('rnm<*nt. . . . 

The striking mental and moral balaneci which defines I.orenzo’s 
unique personality t'nabled him snc'i’essfully to blend the Ckitholi- 
cism into which he was born with . . . humanism. . . . He never 
fell into the . . . radical wing of his eontemporari<'s who let them¬ 
selves be persuaded that to adopt th(‘ fn'(! outlook of the ancients 
necessitated the rep'ctiou of the (Christian faith. . . . His earnest 
and unfaltering c'oiu'ern was to bring about that fusion of ancieirt 
thought and medit'val faith which was the bt'st hope of a healthily 
expanding hluropean erdture. 


Another View of Lorenzo 

Here Francesco (kdcciardlni, a sixieeMihcenttmj Floren¬ 
tine liMorkin^ polilical scientist, and praclieitc^ politlcimp coaluates 
Lorenzo\s career sonwtcliai differenihj. 

There were in Lort*ir/o many and niOKt excellent virtnc\s; there 
were also in Ihm somc^ vicc‘S, due partly to natun‘, partly to 
necessity. . . . 

He had the good judgment of a wise man, but iieverth<4c‘s.s not 
of a quality comparalde to his gtmius; and he was seen to commit 
various acts of raslmcss, sucli us the war with Voltcam, wliich, 
through his d(‘sire to win out ovcu' the people! of Voltcu’ra in regard 
to the alum miiu^s, forccal h(‘r to rt*bc4 and lit a firc! capabl(! of turn¬ 
ing all Italy upside down, although in the end it tnrncal out well 
Also, after tlu! revolt of I47M, if he hud borne himself gcmlly with 
the pope and king, perliaps thc^y would not have! l)rok(m out into 
war against him, but l)y wishing to a<‘t the injurcH one and not 
wishing to eonc(*al tlie injury rc'cttived, hc! prtH‘ipitatc*d a war which 
caused the gri*atc*st damage ... to lhmsi‘lf and to the city. . . . 

He desired glory and i‘xcellcmce beyond tliat of anyoiuj <4sc% and 
in this he can he criticT/ed for having Imd too mucli ambition even 


fl.lllCIJbCH fillifU id! lllfil, 

*‘A Pfirtrai! of Ioiihi/ii do* 
iodicd/” ifiTiis liy laiio'n 
llfiicf! Rij‘:;n, m Tlic Piilidlilf 
lleiiaissaiicf? fieaiier, lai liy 
laiiiun llfiifoi lliioo iiiid 
iiiiy Mai till idiitiidilni 
flf‘W Yolk: I ho Vikiiiii lYf'h 
liir., LIhdl, |i|i, did d/tf 


Voltf'iia, a hiWfi ni lir.i sii 
ffdiollotl .ifoiiiihl I loifiitiiio 
ftilo ill 14//d I 011*11/0 
fidodli tilt! I i!v !oi if% 
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Iirotlioi Ltyloiiio di.fiiip, i*. 
iorofi/ii woo Mioiiodofi 
liiiilifiiiu killoti, 









in regard to minor things; he did not wish to be equalled or 
imitated by any citizen even in verses or games or exercises, turning 
angrily against any who did so. He was too ambitious even in great 
a£Fairs, inasmuch as he wished in everything to ecjual or emulate 
all the princes of Italy. . . . 

. . . [H]e neglected no show of magnificamot', c'ven at the greatest 
expense and loss, by which he might influence' great men. And so 
through such display and lavishness, his expenditures multiplied in 
Lyons, Milan, Bruges, and in the \'arious ec'utrc's of his trade and 
his company, while his profits diminislu'd from being neglected by 
incompetent agents. . . . His accounts wvtv not we'll ke'pt because 
he did not understand commerce e)r peiy e'ne)ugh eittention to it, and 
as a result his affairs more than oiict' fe'll inter siu'h disorder that 
he was on the point of bankruptcy, and it was ne'C'e'ssary for him to 
help himself out both with money from his frie'ncls and with public 
funds. . . . 

He was considered by some as naturally crue'l and vindictive 
because of the harshness he showed in eU'iiling with the* Pazzi con¬ 
spiracy, imprisoning the innocent young me*n erf tlie* family and not 
wishing the young girls to he' marrie'd, afte'r ser inue'h slaughter had 
taken place in those days. This eve'iit was ser bitte'r, herwever, that 
it was no wonder he was extraordiimrily iinge're'el by it. . . . 

But the trait in him which was nierre* semierus anel annerying than 
anything else was su.spicion. This came* pt'rluips nert ser much from 
his nature as from the knowledge* that he* hiicl ter hold elerwn a free 
city, and one in which what was done Imd ter be* elerne* . .. according 
to the laws of the city and emd(*r the* appe'arance* eind fonn of 
liberty. . . . 

. . . Nevertheless, this was not a fre‘e* city anel a private; citizen, 
but a city in servitude and a tyrant. And finally erne* must conclude 
that under him the city was not free*, but. n(*ve*rthe*le*.ss, it would 
have been impossible for it to have had a be*tte*r or merre; pleasing 
tyrant. 


3 THE ARTIST AS !MI rVii JlIAl,: 
BENVENUTO ITl 


Benvenuto Cellini was bom in 15(K) in I*’lerre*nce, where 
his family, originally landowners, had be'cn settk'd ferr three gener¬ 
ations. His father was a musician and ei e*ruftsman who made 
musical instruments. Although Beuvc'nuto’s father tried to persuade 
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him to become a musician, the boy developed such a love for 
design and metalwork that his father apprenticed him to a gold¬ 
smith at the age of fifteen. He later studied music and sculpture 
with several other masters. 

Even at an early age Cellini was constantly in trouble. While still 
in his teens he was banished from Florence for misbehavior, and 
by his nineteenth birthday he had lived in Siena, Bologna, Pisa, and 
Rome between trips back to his native city. In each of these cities 
he practiced his craft and found patrons, among them popes, kings, 
and members of the Medici family. For them Cellini designed 
medals and coins, set jewels, created statues, and made all sorts of 
objects, both decorative and functional. Although much of this work 
has been lost, a few of the most distinguished pieces remain. After 
living all over Europe for most of his life, he returned more or less 
permanently to Florence in 1545, where he supported a widowed 
sister and her six daughters. He died in 1571, leaving behind at 
least eight children of his own, only one of whom was legitimate. 

"‘Men like Benvenuto, unique in their profession, stand above the 
law,’^ Pope Paul III said of Cellini. Cellini thought so, too. His life 
was full of brawls. He killed a number of men who displeased him, 
insulted other artists and patrons right and left, Blew into violent fits 
of temper, lied whenever the mood suited him, and made enemies 
by the score. But at the same time he was a hardworking and 
talented artist, one of the greatest goldsmiths the world has ever 
seen. 

In 1558 Cellini began his Autobiography. Its pages hold insights 
into Cellini’s character. Renaissance society, and the place of the 
artist in that society. Cellini’s egotism was unbounded and una¬ 
bashed. He believed in his own genius; he delighted in his victories; 
he vilified his enemies. In an age of outstanding personalities, 
Cellini’s was one of the most noticeable. Needless to say, his char¬ 
acter was unique and not typical of Renaissance artists. His 
exuberant and theatrical Autobiography, however, gives a brilliant 
account of the artist as an individual. As you read the following 
passages from Cellini’s Autobiography, consider these questions: 

L How did Cellini define Ills obligations to himself and to the 
society of which he was a part? What were Ms conceptions of 
the good man, the good life, and the good society? 

2. How did Cellini’s patrons treat him? What does this treatment 
reveal about their conceptions of the good man and the good 
life? 

3. How far did Cellini believe an individual should go to develoj) 
his talents and express his personality? How far do you think 


143 







an indivicliial slioiilci go to dini^lop !ii.s falmts? \\ hat nlionld be 
a person's cliilies to otliers—to who ao* dt^ar to hiia to 

strangers who cross his pafli, and lo iiiiiviiown iiHauhers of'his 

society? 


Benvenuto Cellini, 
Autobrograplijf, trans. 
by George Bull {Baltimore: 
Penguin Books, Ltd, 1956), 
pp. 15, 99-100, 106. 120, 
292,^312-313, 343-348. 
Reprinted by permissioo. 


Mace-bearer was an 
honorary court position. 
The mace, an ornamental 
spiked staff, was carried 
before a ruler as a 
symbol of authority. 


Cellini’s Autobiography 

In the opening, passagea of his Autobiography, Cellini 
told why he teas writing it and ))rovkled an insight into the nature 
of individualism in the Renaissance. 

No matter what sort he is, (wcryono w'ho has to his credit what 
are or really seem great achievements, if lu' carc's for truth and 
goodness, ought to write the story of his own life in his own hand- 
but no one should venture on such a spU'iidid undertaking before 
he is over forty. Now that 1 am leaving the ag<* of fifty-eight 
behind me and find myself in iny native place', Morcnce, niy 
thoughts naturally turn to such a ta.sk. Like all other men I have 
often had to struggle hard with fortnnt'; but now I am less troubled 
by adversity than at any time before' in my lift' anti, in fac't, 1 believe 
that my mind is more at rest and that I am <'n]o>'ing better health 
than ever. I remember some of tlu' dt'lightfnl and some of the 
indescribably terrible things that have' happent'd to me, and when 
I think back to them I am startlc'd to realizt' that 1 rt'ally am fifty- 
eight years old and, with Cod’s ht*lp, am prospt'rously growing 
older. ... 

Making a living for an artist took ingenuity during the Renais¬ 
sance, just as it does today. Here is one way Cellini secured a living. 

When I took [a piece I was working on] along to the Pope he 
could not praise me highly enough. 

‘If only I were a rich emperor,” he saitl, "I would give my 
Benvenuto as much land as his eye could rr'ac'h. But nowadays we 
princes are poor and bankrupt. All the saim- I’ll at k'ast make sure 
he has enough bread to .satisfy his few- w-ants.” 

I waited for this torrent to c'xhaust itself, and llu:ii, as one of the 
posts of mace-bearer was vacant, I askt'd him if I could have it. He 
replied by saying that he meant to giv<* nic soiiK'thing much more 
im;^rtant than that. And then I .said that, for the time being, 
perhaps he would grant me what I had ask<'d as a sort of security. 

He burst out laughing and said that hc' was only too willing to 
give it to me, but that he did not want me to fill the post in an 
active capacity, and that I should arrang<' this with the niace- 
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bearers. ... It was all arranged. This post I was given brought me 
in just under two hundred crowns a year. . . . 

Cellinis temper was explosive. In this next passage he describes 
how he took vengeance upon a soldier loho had killed Cellinis 
brother in a bratol. 

I began to keep a close watch on the arquebusier who had 
smashed my brother, as if he were a girl I was madly in love 
with. . . . 

I realized that the constant state of passion I was in from seeing 
him so often was keeping me from my food and sleep, and I was 
becoming a wreck. So I stopped debating with myself whether 
what I had in mind was too degrading and dishonourable and one 
evening I made up my mind to rid myself of my torment. 

The fellow had lodgings near to a place called Torre Sanguigna, 
next door to the house of one of the most popular courtesans in 
Rome, called Signora Antea. It was nightfall, and the clock had 
just struck the hour. The arquebusier had finished supper and was 
standing in his doorway with his sword in his hand. I crept upon 
him, grasping a Pistoian dagger, and aimed a sudden back-stroke 
with the idea of cutting his head clean ofiF. But he turned in a flash 
and the blow landed on the edge of his left shoulder, shattering the 
bone. He staggered up, was so dazed by the terrible pain that he 
let go his sword, and then took to flight. I went after him and 
caught him up in a few steps. Then I raised my dagger above his 
bent head and drove it exactly between his neckbone and the nape 
of his neck. The dagger went in so deeply that although I used 
tremendous force it was impossible to withdraw it, because just 
then four soldiers, with drawn swords in their hands, burst out from 
Anteas lodgings, and I was forced to draw my own sword to 
defend myself. I abandoned the dagger and took to my heels. . . . 

Cellinis love affairs were plentiful and passionate. The follotving 
passage indicates some of his attitudes toward women and love. 

At that time, as young men do, I had fallen in love with a very 
beautiful young Sicilian girl; and she too showed that she felt very 
affectionately towards me. But her mother discovered this, and 
began to suspect what was going to happen. To tell the truth I had 
been planning to elope with the girl to Florence for a year, without 
telling her mother a word. Well, she discovered the plan and one 
night she left Rome secretly and went off in the direction of Naples. 
She gave it out that she was going by Civitavecchia, but she went 
by Ostia. I followed them to Civitavecchia and made an utter fool 
of myself trying to find her. It would take too long to tell the whole 


An arquebusier was a soldier 
who used an arquefause, a 
iiglit cannon or msM 
fired from a tripod. 


“Goortesan” originally meant 
tile mistress of a coortier. 

By Celiinfs time, the 
term bad become synonymous 
with “prostityte.” 
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In Italian scorzone means a 
rustic or unpolished person. 

The FentaineWeaii (called the 
iympli of Foiitaiiiebieai) 
and tfie two fictorses were 
bronze figures designed 
by Celllfii to ornament a 
doorway in the Fontainebleau 
Palace of the king of 
France. The lyrapl is now 
in the Louvre in Paris. 

► Is it ail right to permit 
a child to live in a foster 
home so long as his parents 
provide money for support? 


Cosimo I de' Medici (1519™. 
1574) was the nephew of 
the Cosimo who was 
Lorenzo^s grandfather. 
Cosimo I was a cruel ruler, 
far less popular than 
his uncle. 


Perseus, a mythological 
Greek hero, cut off the 
snake-haired head of a 
monster called Medusa. 
Cellini's sculpture 
shows Perseus liolding 
Medusa’s head. 


story in detail; all I need say is that I was on the verge of either 
going mad or dying. At the end of two morUlis slu‘ wrote and told 
me that she was in Sicily, and that slu^ wtis vt‘r\* nnliappy. In 
meantime I was indulging in every imagiiial)Ie pk^asure and had 
taken a new love, merely to drown tlie otlu'r. . . , 

I found myself a poor young girl, al)Out fiflt^eu \a»ars old, [to work 
as a model]. She was very beautifully fornicxl, aiul rather swarthy 
Since she was inclined to be wild, spoke vmv’ little, was swift in her 
movements, and had brooding eyes, all tliis knl me to give her the 
name Scorzone; her real name was Giaima. With tlie lielp of this 
delightful girl I finished the Fontaiiiel)k‘au to my satisfaction in 
bronze, as well as the two Victories for the door. 

This young girl was untouched, and a virgin, and I got her 
pregnant. She bore me a daughter on th<‘ sevtaith of June, at the 
thirteenth hour of the day, 1544; and tliat was just tlic* forty-fourth 
year of my own life. I gave her th<^ iiamt^ Gostair/a. . . . This as 
far as I remember was the first child I ever hud. h\)r her caulowment 
I assigned the girl as much money as an aunt of hfU"s*»-.into whose 
care I gave her-would agree to: and that was the last I had to do 
with her. . . . 

Throughout his artistic career CeUini u'orked for patrons. The 
excerpts below illustrate his relationship with one of his patrons 
and the excitement and mastery with which he attacked one of his 

artistic projects. 

The Duke [Cosimo I de’ Medici] gn'ctc'd me witli tremendous 
affection, and then he and the Duc'hes.s asked me ul)out the work 
I had done. . . . While I wa.s talking . . . the Duke (wksted and 
turned and looked as if he could not wait for nu* to fini.sh. When 
I did finish he said: If you do .some work for me, I’ll treat you 
so generously that I imagiiu' you’ll he a.stonislu'd: provided your 
work pleases me, and of that I have no doubt at all.” 

Then I ... in my eageme.ss . . . .said iu reply that I would k 
only too pleased to make him a great statue, either in marble or 
bronze, for that fine piazza of his. lie answered that all he wanted 
as my first work for him was a P<T,seus; ht* had heei! wanting this 
for a long time, and he begged me to make him a little [wax] 
model of it. 

I gladly set to work on the model and in a f’<'w wet^ks I had 
finished it.. .. 

I made a start by ordering several loads of , , . pin<*. . . . While 
waiting for them to arrive I clothed my [vva.'cl Ferseus with the 
i, prepared some months previ(Misly in order to ensure 
t at they would bo properly seasoiu'd. ... I built round my 
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Perseus a funnel-shaped furnace. It was built, that is, round the 
mould itself, and was made of bricks piled one on top of the 
other, with a great many gaps for the fire to escape more easily. 
Then I began to lay on wood, in fairly small amounts, keeping 
the fire going for two days and nights. 

When all the wax was gone and the mould well baked, I at once 
began to dig the pit in which to bury it. . . . That done, I took the 
mould and carefully raised it up by pulleys and strong ropes. . . . 
Very, very slowly I lowered it to the bottom of the furnace and 
set it in exact position with the utmost care: and then, having 
finished that delicate operation, ... I turned my attention to the 
furnace. . . . 

The pine logs were heaped on, and what with the greasy resin 
from the wood and the excellence of my furnace, everything went 
so merrily that I was soon rushing from one side to another, ex¬ 
erting myself so much that I became worn out. But I forced myself 
to carry on. 

To add to the difficulties, the workshop caught fire and we were 
terrified that the roof might fall in on us, and at the same time the 
furnace began to cool off because of the rain and wind that swept 
in at me from the garden. 

I struggled against these infuriating accidents for several hours, 
but the strain was more than even my strong constitution could 
bear, and I was suddenly attacked by a bout of fever—the fiercest 
you can possibly imagine—and was forced to throw myself on to 
my bed. 

Very upset, forcing myself away from the work, I gave instruc¬ 
tions to my assistants, of whom there were ten or more. . , . 

And then, very miserably, I left them and went to bed. . . . 

In the middle of this dreadful suffering I caught sight of someone 
making his way into my room. His body was all twisted, just like 
a 9 apital S, and he began to moan in a voice full of gloom, like a 
priest consoling a prisoner about to be executed. 

“Poor Benvenuto! Your work is all ruined—there’s no hope left!” 

On hearing the wretch talk like that I let out a howl that could 
have been heard echoing from the farthest planet, sprang out of 
bed, seized my clothes, and began to dress. My servants, my boy, 
and everyone else who rushed up to help me found themselves 
treated to kicks and blows, and I grumbled furiously at them: 

“The jealous traitors! This is deliberate treachery—but I swear 
by God ril get to the root of it. Before I die I’ll leave such an 
account of myself that the whole world will be dumbfounded!” 

As soon as I was dressed, I set out for the workshop in a very 
nasty frame of mind, and there I found the men I had left in such 


To cast a sculpture in bronze, 
the sculptor first made a 
wax model. Then he packed 
clay aroynd the wax and 
put the whole thing into a 
furnace. The clay baked into 
a mold, and the wax melted 
and ran out through holes. 
Then tlirougli the holes, 
into the clay mold, lie poured 
liquid bronze, an alloy of 
about ninety per cent 
copper and ten per cent 
tin or zinc. The holes were 
plugged. When the bronze 
alloy hardened, the clay 
exterior was chipped off. 


► Should a person work hard 
solely to become famous? 
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Cellini added pewter here 
because pewter is largely 
tin. Apparently too much of 
tfie tin in his bronze 
alloy had been consumed. 


high spirits all standing round with an air of astonishod dejection 

“Come along now,” I said, “listen to me. As you either couldn’t 
or wouldn’t follow the instnictions I left >'ou, obe>' me now that I’m 
here with you to direct my work in person. I don’t want any objec¬ 
tions—we need work now, not advice.” . . . 

I went at once to inspect the furnace, and I found that the metal 
had all curdled, had caked as they say. I ordered two of the hands 
to go over to Capretta, who kept a hutelu'r’s sliop, for a load of 
young oak that had been dried out a \-ear or more' before. 
When they carried in the first armfuls 1 bt'gan to stuff them under 
the grate. . . . Then, when it was lic'ked by those* te'rrible flames 
you should have seen how tluit curdled metal be'gau to glow and 
sparkle! . . . 

Then I had someone bring me a lump of pewter, weighing about 
sixty pounds, which I thre'w inside* the* furnace ou to the* caked 
metal. . . . And when I saw that despite* the* despair of all my 
ignorant assistants I had brought a corpse* back to life*, I was so 
reinvigorated that I quite forgot tluf fev(*r that luul put the fear of 
death into me. 

At this point there was a sudden t'xplosioii ;uid a tremendous 
flash of fire, as if a thunderbolt had be(*n lmrl(*d in our midst. 
Everyone, not least myself, was struck with mie*xpe*cted terror. 
When the glare and noise had (!i(*d ;iway, we* star<*d at t‘ach other, 
and then realized that the cover of tlu* furmu't* had erackr'cl opeii 
and that the bronze was pouring out. I hastily op(*tu*d tlu* mouths 
of the mould and at the same tiau* drovr* in tlu* two plugs. 

Then, seeing that the metal was not running as easily as it should, 

I realized that the alloy must have bc*<*n eonsunu*d in that terrific 
heat. So I sent for all my pewtc*r plates, bowls, and salvc*rs [trays], 
which numbered about two huiKlu'd, and put them oiu; by one in 
front of the channefls, throwing some stniiglit into the furnace. 
When they saw how beautifully the bronze was nufiting and the 
mould filling up, everyone grew exeitt*d. 't’hey all ran up smiling 
to help me, and fell over thems(*lves to answt-r my calls, while I 
—now in one place, now another—i.ssiu*d instructions, gave a hand 
with the work, and cried out loud; “() (kui, who by infinite power 
raised Yourself from the dead and a.scent!(*cl into heaven!” And then 
in an instant my mould was filled. So I kn<*lt <lo\vn and thanked God 
with all my heart. 

Then I turned to a plate of salad that w'as thert* on sotne bench 
or other, and with a good appetite ate and drank with all my band 
of helpers. Afterwards I went to bed, healthy and h Eppy, since it 
was two hours off dawn, and .so sweetly did I sleep that it was as 
if I hadn’t a thing wrong with me. 
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4 \i70MEN IN 

RENAISS.4NCE FLORENCE 

Throughout history, men have never granted equality to 
women. Women were expected to be mothers, housekeepers, and 
cooks, to work on the farm or tend the loom, and most of all, to 
wait on their husbands when needed and keep out of the way the 
rest of the time. This conception of the role of women began to 
change among the upper classes during the late Middle Ages, but 
it still remained dominant when the Renaissance began in Italy. 
Then the movement toward female emancipation picked up pace 
considerably. 

The Renaissance did not emancipate any woman completely. 
Legal restrictions and powerful customs still held her in de¬ 
pendence. But a few women—the wives and companions of the elite 
—did make significant gains toward equality during the two cen¬ 
turies of the Florentine Renaissance. The majority of women, 
however, were little freer at the end of this period than they were 
at its beginning. Like most of the developments of the Renaissance, 
female emancipation was for the rich and wellborn, who enjoyed 
leisure and some education. 

Renaissance cities brought women, as well as men, into contact 
with a world far more varied than life on a feudal manor. Many 
women adopted the views of their fathers, husbands, or lovers. 
Many relaxed their obedience to the teachings of the Church, 
which seemed to many less relevant. 

The following reading was written by a modem scholar from 
fifteenth-century sources. It describes the attitudes and behavior 
of some Renaissance women. As you read, keep these questions in 
mind: 

1. What were the characteristics of a '‘good woman' of the upper 
classes of Florentine society during the fifteenth century? How 
would these characteristics differ from those of her counterpart 
in the ele^^eiith century? from those of a woman of the lower 
classes in the fifteenth century? 

2. How did a Florentine woman of the upper classes define the 
good life? the good society? 

3. Why do you think these conceptions of the good woman, the 
good life, and the good society emerged during the Renais¬ 
sance? Are they worthy conceptions for the twentieth century? 
Explain. 
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!. Lucas-Dubreton, Oaiiy Life 
in Florence in the Time 
of tie ieilici; pp. 222-233. 


“Telling her beads” means 
saying the rosary. A prayer is 
said on each rosary bead. 


iatteo Bandello (c. 1480- 
1562), a Dominican friar, 
wrote many long tales called 
iovelle. Shakespeare drew 
on them for some of his 
plots, including that of 
iomeo and Juliet 


Petrarch, Ariosto, and 
Aretino were widely read 
Italian poets of the 
Renaissance. Boccaccio was 
a fourteenth-century 
Italian scholar who wrote 
the Decameron, a collection 
of tales from which you will 
read selections in Chapter 2. 


The Life of a Florentine Woman 

In Italy, as elsewhere in the Miclclle Ages, . .. [w]hat was 
required of [a] woman was not to he grac-c'ful but to be physically 
capable of bearing fine children. Her virtue' lay iu not walkine ' 
the streets or going into shops, in not meddling in business, in not 
gazing out of the window, but in fet'ding the balnes, telling her 
beads, mending the linen and looking afte'r the ke'vs. 

The Renaissance destroyed this narrow outlook, and freed and 
raised the dignity of woman. She now had w;irm advocates, and the 
old-fashioned type of husband was thoroughly well trounced 

“You regard women as slaves and servants rather than com¬ 
panions, which is what justice reciuires; and this is so . . . contrary 
to the natural order of things that no othc'r animal than man has 
the audacity to do it.” This opinion . . . was shared by most of the 
Italian writers of the sixteenth ct'iitury. "A husband,” wrote the 
novelist Matteo Bandello, “should bear his wife company at all 
times, dress her according to his means and grant her that decent 
liberty which befits her rank.” ... 

. . . The enlightened Italian of that time was a rc'solute feminist 
and was not even shocked when somc'one argiu'd that it would not 
perhaps be a bad thing to let women govern cities, make laws and 
control armies. Did they not attain excelk'iice in all the arts to which 
they applied themselves? 

Even the less determined feminists admitted that the progress in 
the education of girls was tending to establish c'cinality among 
young people, and a grave author cpioted Gnwm and Aristotle to 
demonstrate that woman posscs.ses the saiiu' moral dignity as man. 

It is very cruel of you, wrote Bandello, “to wish to do every¬ 
thing tliat comes into your head and not recognize' that women have 
the same right. If they venture to do sonu'thing that displeases us, 
we very quickly have recourse to rop(>, dagger or poison.” Such 
barbarism was no longer fitting in a civilized c'ornmunity, where, at 
e^t among the well-to-do ckusses, woman was bc'ing emancipated 
and asserting her personality. The highest praise one could bestow 
on a woman was to say that she had the* mind and .soul of a man. 
Id people were still amazed at th<! change that had taken place.... 

t was not merely a question of philosophy and rhetorics. These 
a les read Petrarch, Ariosto and . . . Aretino. But beauty was their 
principal interest, and on this matter tlu'y had first-rate advisers 
in orence itself. Boccaccio had alri'ady given his opinion as to 
what constitutes feminine beauty. The ht'aci should be fairly large, 
ne eyebrows should not form two curves but a single line; a slightly 
aquiline nose, a broad bosom, a white hand which looks well against 
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a scarlet cloak, a smooth, straight forehead (not bulging, as had 
once been fashionable), brown, almond-shaped eyes with a gaze 
that could be serious, or lively, or even roguish, a round neck and 
small feet-such were the constituents of a beautiful woman. But in 
the sixteenth etmtury Boecaecio was to be outdone by another 
Tuscan, who became a sort of professional theorist of beauty . . . , 
Agnolo Fircnzuola. . . . 

Charm, in the eyes of Firenzuola, is a woman’s gift for bearing her¬ 
self, or moving, or ac'ting, harmoniously. Grace is like a hidden light, 
an indefinable gift eonferrc>d by some secret privilege and arising 
out of a harmony of the whole penson. Here are the characteristics 
of a beautiful counUmance: the hair .should be fair but golden-tinted 
and verging on brown. (“Blondts" is the (pieen of colours and can be 
obtained by artifict*. Venetian women are expert in the matter.) The 
skin shoulcl be bright, not dull; the eyebrows, full in the middle and 
tapering off towards the* nost' and the ears; the eyes large, slightly 
protuberant, the t'ytdids white and marked with scarcely perceptible 
red veins. The whitt^ of the ey(' should bt; slightly bluish, the eye¬ 
lashes not too long or too thick or too dark. The brow should be 
white, rather like a mirror but not .so shining as to reflect objects. 
The borders of the eye must b(s nxl and shining, like a pomegranate 
seed. The pink on th<‘ clu'eks is mort^ marked round the curves. The 
nose becomes more shmder, but by insensible degrees, towards the 
top. The mouth should lx; raflum small, and should not display more 
than six teeth wlum the lips (which should have a dimple and not 
be too thin) are half open. Tlu* gums should remind one of red 
velvet: they should not be too dark. 

As for the body—th(> ueck .should he while*, round, and too long 
rather than too short. l’lu< l(*g should l>e long and slender, and firm 
at the calf; the foot sniall but not thin. A w'hite hand large and 
fairly broad, a pink palm not too deeply marked with liiujs, shining 
finger-nails, pink tilso, and “not extending beyond the fingers by 
more than the breadth of the back of a knife.” The bo.som must be 
ample and shining, and not show any hones. . , . 

As regards mann(*r.s, a woman should eultivalt: a res(^rved and not 
a provocative altitude*; iu he‘r me)ve*UH*uts she* sliould di.splay what 
is beautiful eiud cou(*e*ul what is k*ss so. By wearing gloves, e)r play¬ 
ing chess or cards, e>r ugiiin at lahle, she iiuiy tlisplay her hand, if 
it is pretty, to advantage*. She* may give a glimp.se of her leg, .skilfully 
and in moderation, when walking, fishing, hunting or leaping .some 
small ditch; and in a .sale)n tejo slie* may show “fust a little e)f her leg, 
especially if she has pr<*lty velvejt slippeTS and very cle*an stockings.” 
It is all a matter of skill ;ukI moeIe*rution. One should not wear too 
many jewels. A neckleicc of wliite pearls, a tastefully enamelled 










► Is it important for a 
good woman to strive for 
beauty and charm? 


collar worth fifteen crowns or so, and a diamond ring on the left- 
hand finger, will be enough. Scents should not be too strong, nor 
should they be mixed. 

Do not display too keen a taste for b;dls, fetes, games and other 
social functions, which might dis([uiet your husband, but simply a 
natural and innocent inclination. When amusing yourself, preserve 
your usual outer demeanour. Do irot talk too much, and think before 
you speak. “One needs a hundred eyes, a hundrc'd t'ars, but only one 
mouth.” In this way you will refrain from slanderous gossip and 
avoid many worries. Do not on the otlu'r liand display excessive 
timidity or prudishness; and do not willidraw if tlu' conversation 
becomes a little broad. . . . And do not give yoursedf such airs as to 
allow people to say: “Do you think that the' flies buzzing round are 
in love with you?” Avoid affectation, bc‘ smiling and gracious and 
especially, charming. “If Italian ladies do not surpass the French for 
their figures, charm at least makes theun (pu'cns of the world.” 

Beauty, personal merit, balls, games, and soc-iety functions are all 
nothing without love. They arc like a “fine housc> in winter where 
there is no fire.” Renaissance literatiux' is full of hymns to love. 
“From love spring all good things, all virtues and all pleasant cus¬ 
toms.” ... 

In former days a notary named Franeesc'o da Barberino had 
warned young women to distrust the pitfalls of love and had advised 
them as to how they might presc'rve their modesty: 

Beware of those long-bearded pilgrims wluj eonu* with their begging 
bowls and sit beside the women and proplussy things that ensnare young 
fools. Beware of the physician who pays l<‘ss heed to tlie sickness than to 
the charms of the patient. Be on yonr guard against the tailor who offers 
his services free and, while taking your measurements, walks round you 
and admires you. Do not go to Church or to tlic l)ath.s at night; be pru¬ 
dent. If you want to go to a ball where tlua*e will Ix^ young men ready 
to ^^^ce, let it be by daylight or at least whtai tlie lights are bright 
enough for you to see those who are tickling the i)alm of your hand. 

To the girl who had been placed when very young in a convent 
and who was now proud of her emancipation, all this scanned dusty 
and out-of-date. . .. Let ns now hear wdiat advicn^ was givcm by that 
experienced^ matron Raffaella ... to young Margherita. The latter’s 
husband is the best fellow in tlie workF* l)ut, Ixnng very busy, is 
often away from home. Margherita, benng Mt a good dead to herself, 
to her sewing and embroideiy, dreams of anotlun* kind of life; and 
Raffaella gives her very different instructions from tliosc of old 
Barberino: 

One must not waste the years of ones youth and, to avoid greater 
scandal, you should consent to some small backsliding, hc^cause, if you 
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do not yield a little to the attraction of pleasure, despair will deliver you 
bodily to the devil Honour rests otily on public esteem, and that is why 
a woman should use all her ability to prevent people from talking 
scandal of her. Honour, in fact, does not consist in what one does or does 
not do, but in the impression one gives of oneself, advantag(K)us or other¬ 
wise. Sin if you can't resist, btit maintain your good reputation. . . , 

Wives who were iinbiu'ci with HafFacdla's tnaxinis might readily 
enough look for illicit love*, and their infidelities rarely ended in 
catastrophe. Pc‘OpIe ewen camc' to rt^gard them as legitimate when 
they were provoktxl by a husl)and s faithlessness. It was the law of 
tit for tat, and when the vengeance was in proportion to the outrage, 
the public did not hesitate to applaud, * . . 

The cultured and cnnancipatcxl Florimtine was not always inter¬ 
ested in physical passion. The leariu'd scholars and commentators 
had told her about the spiritual kind of love associated with Plato¬ 
nism, and this opcmc^i new horizons, as we shall sec from the 
example of Costairzu Amandta. 

During tlu^ Eastcu* ft\stivilic\s of 1523 in Flonaiee, this amiable 
young lady met a rcdincnl and cultured young man named Celso. 
He was her ideal Tlu*y appe^ak^d to vavh otluu* and lived under the 
same roof in perh^et cliastity. After Easter they, with two otiKU* 
couples who had foruu^d similar unions, left for Cclso’s country- 
house, and here! tlu^y k*d ihc' most ckdightful (existence that cotdd he 
imagined. During uuails they eluittt‘d or listencKl to imisic; then they 
would walk or ride otit to some agreealde spot, where tht^ view was 
charming, and improvise* vc*rses. .., 

One result, in any casc% of tla^ d<*erial of marriage was llie success 
of the courtesans* It liad hi^gun in ihc^ sc*eond lialf of thc^ fiftetmth 
century and inca’c*asc*d at tla^ hc‘ginning of the sixtcHmtln Theses per¬ 
sons were of course of diffcu’cmt typc*s* . . * 

... The high-class eourtc*san was a well-bred and cultured woman, 
sometimes a poetess too and a musienuu; she* was witty, kmwv how to 
receive in a cotirtc‘c)us manner, and was in short a wonuiit of the 
world. Florence contained fewc*r of such womcm than Eonub Venice 
and Naples, hnt the names of some* have Inam recorded* 

Nannina 7ing(*ra, for c‘xumple, laid a voice so swec‘t and gcmlle 
that it might, people* tliought, move mountains and calm the* wind. 
Her manners wmv, tliosc* of a gremt lady, and '‘as shadows vanish 
before the sun, so eve*rything base and vile* Ik‘es from hc*r approach/' 
Zafolina was sharp-wittc*d, gay and pic|uunt; “both by nature* and 
experience/' slie was rc*dc)k*nt of the* Tusc*an land, and appreciated 
by the nobility. Whe*n the* lionc‘St courtesan paid a visit or went to 
af6te or to the baths, she* was taken for a lady of ciualily. She luul 
the bearing and rese*rve of one*. She* attendcKl Mass and Vcspen*s, 
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gave her opinion on the preacher’s eloquence, observed Lent and 
the Ember-Days by remaining quiet or at home. She could be 
invited to dinner without anxiety. She ate and drank slowly deli 
cately and in moderation, with no sign of greed. Her air was pleasant 
and smiling, she never whispered in people’s tnirs or paid attention 
to anyone but her host. If by chance he pressc'd her foot or touched 
her hand, she merely smiled. . . . 

The wise courtesan avoided any displa\- of anger or contempt 
and she sought the company of literar.v men, not for their money 
because they rarely had much, but bt'C'ausc' they could celebrate her 
beauty and advertise her charms. Slu' contrived in this way to 
acquire a clientele, and sometimes she \\-ould dec'ide to regularize 
her position. Such was the case with a em-tuin c'ourtesan who was 
formally married by her lover. He took lu'r to his home and treated 
her with every kind of respect. SIu' uttcmdc'd social functions like 
the other ladies of the city and went to ciuireh. 


5 WORKERS, S! 'WOs 
AND SERVAN'l.S 

The work of slaves or of a laboring class has supported 
most of the great civilizations of llu* past. 'I’he Egyptians, the 
Greeks, and the Romans all enslavc'tl men jind wouum in order to 
produce the goods and services that supported the edite. Other 
societies have recruited laborers from among fi-ec' or partially free 
men. Eighteenth-century England e.xploitecl the; labor of factory 
workers. Medieval culture rested on the backs of the* serfs. 

So, to some degree, it was in Florence'. I’he w'oolen industry on 
which much of the city’s prosperity depencU'd probably employed 
about thirty thousand workers during most years in th(‘ fifteenth 
century. Many woolworkers earncrl a pittance*, although they 
worked for long hours. Occasionally they revoltc’cl to cUmuuid better 
treatment. Profits from the labor of these c.xploitcd workers sup¬ 
ported the good life of the elite. 

Moreover, the villas and palace's of the (‘lite r<“(iuired large staffs 
of servants. Until the middle of the fourtcc'iith century, free* men and 
women drawn from the poor of the; city or the* surrounding country- 
si e filled these jobs. But in .1366 an cpi(U>mic of tht* plague, called 
the Black Death, swept the city and wiped out about half its popula¬ 
tion. An acute shortage of servants developed. I’his crisis persuaded 
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the government and the Church to sanction the importation of 
slaves as long as thvy were infidels, not Christians. From then on, 
slaves formed part of the household staffs of most great families and 
of many Church dignitaries. 

Slave labor was easily purchased. Venetian and Genoese slave 
traders captured refugees from the Moslem invasions of the Near 
East and eastern Europe^ Spanish attacks on the Moors created 
many black refugec\s for the traders to capture. A number of 
Africans were also imported from the Sudan. 

The lives of Flortm<x‘s workcu’S, slaves, and servants provide in¬ 
sights into the society s eonet'ption of the good life. As you read the 
selections that follow, tliink al)out these (piestions; 
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Workers in the Wool Industry 

The wool indmlnj of Florence provided the city's elite 
with much of their tveedth. The followini' selection describes the 
structure of the industry and the lives of its workers in the four¬ 
teenth century. A modern scholar compiled this information as part 
of an economic history of Europe. 

... [B]y the (uirly foiirtc'c'iilh c<*ntury all otluT Tuscan towns had 
beenoutstrippt'd by Floreiict* [in the luannfactnrc of woollen cloth], 

... The Florentine woollen industry, us tlu^ contemporary historian 
Villani proudly relule.s, then produced each year some 80,000 pieces 
of cloth and employed somt* 30,(K)0 persons. Over the Ponte Vt'cchio 
in the suburb of Ollrarno, where; in 1200 th<*re had beem but a few 
houses, there now lived many thousands of wool workers, and th(;re 
too many firms of the Arte della Idina had their headquarters. 

In all the.se towns the structure of the industry was higlily capital¬ 
istic. .. . The; Italian lamdualo . . , was an entr<;prencur, supplying 
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Giotto (c. 1276-.C. 1337), a 
Florentine painter, 
represents a transition 
between medie¥al and 
Renaissance styles. He 
painted religious scenes. 


capital and skilled direction, employing anything from a few only to 
many hundreds of craftsmen, and joining together with his fellow 
lanaiuoli in the Arte della Lana which controlled the production of 
the cloth . . . closely. ... In Florence in 1338 there were, according 
to Villani, 200 such woollen manufacturing firms, employing on an 
average 150 operatives each. . . . 

. . . [T]he growth of a class of industrial capitalists was every¬ 
where accompanied by the growth of a hired proletariat of workers. 
. . . Least independent . . . were the workers engaged in the pre¬ 
liminary processes of beating, combing and carding. These possessed 
not even the tools of their trade; they worked mostly in the entre¬ 
preneur s central shop, and were under the immediate supervision 
of his foremen. Propertyless and rightless, they were forbidden to 
assemble together or to combine in their own fraternities, even for 
religious purposes, without the permission of the consuls of the gild, 
to whose jurisdiction they were wholly subjected but in whose 
election they had no voice. Threatened with mass unemployment 
and starvation in times of slump, in times of boom or of labour short¬ 
age their prospects might materially improve. With the scarcity of 
workers after the Black Death, for instance, they were in [a] . . . 
favourable . . . position to bargain for higher wages. . . . Paid mostly 
by the hour or by the day, they had no security of employment. . . . 

The spinners also were by the fourteenth century wholly depend¬ 
ent, and tied often to a single entrepreneur whose wool alone they 
might spin. . . . [T]hey carried on their work in their own homes, 
scattered about in town and countryside, often far from the head¬ 
quarters of the firm. . . . The lanaiuolo might cheat them with short 
weight wool and long delays in payment, despite laws passed for 
their protection, but they too had opportunities for trickery and bad 
workmanship. . . . 

Weaving was done mostly in the city, by a cosmopolitan throng, 
Italian, German and Flemish, assisted often by their wives and by 
other members of their households. They too became increasingly 
dependent, working often under the direct supervision of the 
lanaiuolo. Often they ceased even to own the tools of their trade. 
For in times of trouble they would pledge their looms, often at rates 
ruinous to themselves but so profitable to the lender that an active 
business grew up in this form of investment; if some investors were 
content with 50%, others, like the artist Giotto took 120%. . . . 

As the lanaiuoli steadily extended their control over almost aU 
branches of the industry, so the Arte della Lana in which they were 
all united, and of which they alone were full members, grew in 
power and prestige. . . . [I]t strove to forestall trouble from the 
workers by keeping them in a position of subservience and refusing 
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to them that right of assembly, of association and of corporate action 
that was in large measure the secret of their own success. 

The gild’s powers of enforcement \\'erc formidable. A large staff 
of inspectors was constantly occupied in the detection of any 
breach of the regulations. The gild had its own police officers, . . . 
its own gaols [jails], . . . and its own court. . . . The penalties it 
was permitted to impose were of the utmost severity. Fines, often 
exacted in the form of a postponement of wages, werc^ the least to 
be feared; more serious was d(‘privation of work, involving ruin or 
exile. Such sanctions as tlu'se W('r(! a commonplace of gild regula¬ 
tion throughout the C'lothing towns of Europe, but in Florence, 
where industrial capitalism may perhaps be semi in its most intense 
and ruthless form, tla-y frecpumtly gave place to more savage 
methods of corporal punishment, from flogging to the loss of a hand 
and even the loss of life. Tiu‘ wool-cardc'r (linto Brandini, for in¬ 
stance, accused in 1.345 of holding public mei'tings and exhorting 
the workers to unite, was arrested during tlu; night with his two 
sons and, dc.spite a protest strike by all his fellow wool-combers 
and carders, was hanged on the gallows. And when tlu> prosperity 
of the first half of the fourte<>nth century was thrmitened by in¬ 
creasing problems and difficulties towards its close, th<> industrial 
life of Florence liecame as violent and .sanguinary as its political life. 


Slaves and Servants in a 
Merchant’s Family 

IJw uccottHi follows d(\sTril)es ihe lives of skwes (ind 
servants in a Eenaissanae family. The details have been taken from 
the personal account-lmoks and fragmentary diaries of Francesco 
Datiniy a merchant in the small town of FratOy a few 7niles from 
Florence. General comments on skwes and servants follow. 

^. [A] man of Fraiic*<ASt*c) s slioidiiig rc*c|uirecl c^veii in ordinary 
times a good ouiiiy sorvaiit.s. . , , In tla* first yc‘arK aft(‘r his return 
to Prato, FrmiecKC'o s hoiiKC‘!ioId was modest enough: ac»<‘ordiug to 
the census of ldB 3 » it eoiisist(‘d of only tlirc'c servants—a man eallc*d 
Antonio d Andrea, a woman nainc‘d Bartolomea, and a little scu‘ving- 
maid of twelve^ (iliirigora* But two ytsirs later Francc‘seo was al¬ 
ready dissatisficnl, *A¥heii 1 have hH id! in order/* lie wrot(\ *T shall 
need a female slave* or two, or a lifth* slave-lioy, as you pred'er.** In 
im Ms private acfonntdmok nvmxh the arrival of "a little slave- 
girl of 13 from Fisa, boiiglit By Francesco di Michele & Co, of 
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Tartars, or Tatars, are an 
Asian people, originally 
nomads. When they invaded 
eastern Europe in 1241, 
many were captured and 
enslaved. Catalonia is a 
region on the northeast 
coast of Spain. 


Is it all right to enslave or 
exploit people of another 
culture if their standard 
of living or cultural 
opportunities improve 
in the process? 


Genoa,” and the purchase of a slave called Bartolomea, '‘bought 
without a broker for 70 florins,” while in the following year he 
bought yet another slave of thirty-six called Giovanna, who was 
also sent to Pisa by a Genoese slave-trader. And in 1393 the census 
also recorded, in addition to these slaves, the presence in Fran¬ 
cesco's household of a man-servant called Domenico . . . , his wife 
Domenica, and their little girl, Namia; a young slave-girl of twenty 
Lucia; and a blind, paralysed old woman, Momia Tinea di Simone 
whom Francesco kept "for the love of God.” 

But even this household was not large enough. In the same year 
Francesco was instructing his partner in Gemoa, Andrea di Bonanno 
to find yet another slave. 

Pray buy me a little slave-girl, yoimg and rustic, between eight and 
ten years old, and she must be of good stock, strong enough to bear much 
hard work, and of good health and temper, so that I may bring her up 
in my own way. I would have Iier only to wash the dislics and carry 
wood and bread to the oven, and work of tluit sort . . . for I have 
another here who is a good slave, and can cook and serve well. 

Finally ... the child was found in the Vtuielian market, and on 
New Years Day, 1395, Francesco's private aec'oimt-book records, in 
a list of tips to be given for the New Year, ”2 widi to Orenetta, the 
little slave who comes from Venice,” 

In addition to all these women, tlierc^ wem scwtwal men em¬ 
ployed in the stables and cellars, and at least two or three messen¬ 
gers or carriers between Florence and Prato-as wcdl us a Tartar 
slave called Antonetto, who had l)ecn l)Ought as a boy from some 
Catalonian traders for 49 florins. And, finally, Francesco's private 
account-books in 1405 and 1407 record tlu^ namc^s of four more 
female servants-Monna Beneassai, Monna Palma, Monna Chiara, 
and Monna Sandra-each of whom is referre^d to as ^'nostra sermntel' 
while in 1408 we even meet with a Freneli maid, "Monna Perronetta 
of Avignon.” Moreover, Margherita also seems to have had the help 
of several girls who came in by the day to ludp with the spring 
cleaning, Ae washing, and the unending l)aking, spinning, and 
weaving. "Your great pack of femmine* was Francesco's term for 
them, and Margherita herself would writer of "my flock of little 
girls —adding that they were incapable^ of doing aiiytiling without 
supervision. . . . 

The story ... of the part played in Tusc^an liouscdiokls by . .. 
Tartar or African slaves—alien, uprootcnl creatnre^s, tlie "displaced 
persons of their time—is a very strange one. Thm'r importation ... 
was sanctioned by the Priors of Florence* in 13(56, in view of the 
acute labour shortage caused by the Black D<*at!i-»on condition that 
these slaves were not Christians, l)ut infidi*ls. . . . Thus, during the 


158 



last two centuries of the Middle Ages, Florentine society came to 
depend-like that of Greece and Rome, though to a lesser degree- 
on the services of sla\'es. Beneath the members of the guilds . . . , 
beneath even the oppressed, hungry crowd of the popolo mimdo, 
the Tuscan cities held another class-formed of men without human 
or legal rights, without families of their own, without even a name, 
save that given thc-m by their masters: the slaves. Sometimes a few 
of tliem succeeded in obtaining their freedom, but often only to 
form the dregs of the population who lived by robbery on the 
Tuscan roads, or swelk'd the crowd during bread-riots. Often, even 
after enfranchisement, they remaiiK'd in their masters’ houses, the 
necessary background of ewery domestic scene—waiting at every 
table, listening at every door, speaking a strange, incomprehensible 
jargon of their own-and mingling their alien blood with that of 
their Tuscan hosts. Domesiici liosten. domestic enemies, was 
Petrarch’s name for these inmat(‘s of evc'ry house, so alien and yet 
so close, and the author of a trc'atise on domestic economy in Sicily 
was of the same opinion. “We have," he wrote, “as many enemies as 
we have slaves.” . . . 

Generally a slave’s dec'd of sak' warrantt'd that she was free from 
disease (“healthy and whole in all her memlxu’s, both visible and 
invisible”) and sometimes also that slu; wa.s not a thief, (luarrelsome, 
bad-tempered, vicioms, or prone to running away. . . . The buyer 
obtained over her . . . power “to have, hold, sell, alienate, c^xchang(^, 
enjoy, rent or unrent, dispose of in his Will, judge soul and body, 
and do with in perpetuity whatsoever may plea.se him and his heirs, 
and no man may gainsay him.” How eompk'tely, indt'ed, such a 
slave was considenxl a thing and not a person is .shown in a list of 
property in the books of Datini’s Pisan branch, in which a slavcAs 
value is thrown in with that t)f several domestic animals; “Ih; says 
he has a female slave and a horse and two donkeys and three fifths 
of an ox. Let us put them down at 70 florins.” 

In spite, however, of their negligible status, these slaves, in actual 
practice, ,sccm to have Ikhui treated very much like (weryone else: 
they, too, were part of la Indeed, it is impo.s.sil)le not to 

feel that slaves, servants, and chiklnm rc'ceived vc>ry much tlu' same 
treatment: great .sev<‘rity in theory, and considerable indulgence in 
practice. Servants and childrtm alike w(*re subject, in law, to the 
podestas puniendi of the hea<l of the family; they could be beaten 
and starved and even .s<*nt to prison at his caprice. ... In practice, 
however, as these kdters testify, both childrcm and scuwants wt're 
often impertinent aiid di.soh(*dit‘nt with eomplete impunity—and 
at all times singularly outspoken and, in the modern sense of the* 
word, familiar. 
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Let us see, for instance, what happened to Francesco's absolute 
authority when he was left alone in Florence, at the mercy of an 
ill-tempered cook. 

I brought home to dinner the Jvfayor and Kfatteo (FAntonio. She had 
no more to do, for the steak and the fish were ahx'ady cooked. But be¬ 
cause those two ate with me today, and becatist* some fish was left over 
and she has also got to cook two bowisful of l)eans, she complains she 
has too much to do! So you see what maids are, when left to them¬ 
selves. . . . 

It was far from unusual, too, for a slav(^ to run awmy. 

This morn [wrote Francesco s partner, Stoldo di Lorenzo] when Monna 
Lionardo and Monna Villana had gone to tdiurth, your slave Caterina 
went forth and away and we cannot find her. Wc* have' been to all the 
doors and cannot discover that she luis gone forth through any of them 
. , . They say she has taken nauglit from the housty savt‘ the gown of 
mnagnolo wool she had on her, and a little purple^ gown for feast 
days. . , . 

Even, however, when the slaves did not run away, tlu^y were not 
easy to live with. They (piarrelh'd with the* otlu‘r free servants and 
with each other, and were extreunely (puedv \\1tli their knives. They 
sometimes corrupted, by their evil ways and (‘oarsc^ manners, the 
respectable maid-servants, and evem the* daught<‘rs of the house. 
And they had even been known to tise magic* arts and poison against 
their masters-for indeed, in an ugc^ wlum poison was a common 
weapon, who was in a bettcT position to administca* it than a slave? 

Moreover-according to the* imanimous r(*port of theu'r mistresses 
-they stoic all they could lay tluur hands on. To Francxssco, with 
his morbid fear of being defruudc*d in MazzcTs words-even of 
the shoe-buckle of the wench that s<*rvi*s your slavey" die dread of 
their thefts became a veritable olisc\ssioiL *'Li)vk ilw door behind 
you with three keys," he adjur(‘d his wife* whcai slie was going to 
Florence for the day, . . . 

... All Francescos freci seuwants ri*et*ivt*el, in addition to their 
board, lodging, and clothing, a rc*gulur ycairly salary. . . . The cost 
of a slave, on the other hand-ewcai if fairly high—was paid off by 
a very few years' work. 
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Florence: The Ideals 


STATING THE ISSUE 


Like fifth-century Atlu'us, Reuui.ssauce Flonnicc still speaks to 
modern man. Its public huiklinj's and magnificent sculpture draw 
throngs of tourists each year to tlu^ banks of the Arno. Paintings by 
Florentines hang in the* world’s mu.seums. The works of Florence’s 
poets, essayists, and storyl(>lk‘rs appear in modern anthologk's, and 
the ideas of its politir'ul philosopher.s remain inlluential more than 
four centuries after they were c'onecuved. 

Like the AllK'niuns, tlu> klorentituss aski'd cpiestions that lie at 
the heart of human e.xisteiK’c*. 'rhrougboul tlx* Middle; Ages, most 
men let their faith and the word of (‘hureh olfieiuls dc'flne what was 
good. Renaissance; Flonmct; broke firmly with this tradition. To 
Florentines, any question was optm for discussion, and any answer 
worthy of study. Out of this intellectual ferment came a rich 
heritage. 

The Florentint's of the Rtmaissunc'c eanu; to shun; the eonfidemee 
in man that charaeteriz(‘tl the anei(;nt Greeks. Like the Athenians, 
they were humanists, who asserted tlu; dignity and worth of man 
and emphasized his capacity for .self-realization through the use of 
reason. They were also individualists, who slres.sr'd th<; sanctity of 
the individual pt'rsonality and tlx; rc'sponsibility of each irerson to 
develop his capabilitk'S to the limit. These ideals helpcxl to shape 
the thought of many Henaissance men. 

The readings in Ghapt<‘r 2 were written by men who lived and 
worked in Rcnai.ssanee Florence, and tlx‘y touch din'ctly or indi¬ 
rectly on ideals. How do these; writt'rs dtTmc; tlx; good man? the 
good life? tlx; good society? 'To what (“xtc;nt do llu;y agnx; with 
each other? What implications do their ideals have for modern 
men? These are the major issues in this chapter, 
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6 WHAT IS 


A HUMANISi''S A^A^ 


“Humanism” in modern 
usage has a more genera! 
meaning. The word usually 
refers to the libera! arts, or 
to any philosophicai or 
ethical system based on the 
freedom and dignity of man. 


Pico's theses were ideas 
drawn from Greek, Arabic, 
Hebrew, and Latin thinkers. 
He presented them to the 
Church authorities and 
offered to defend them as 
consistent with Catholic 
doctrine. The Church 
declared thirteen of them 
to be heresy. Pico fled 
to France, but Lorenzo 
interceded for him with 
the Church and won 
permission for him to 
return to Florence. 


Renaissance scholars spent much of their time on Greek 
and Latin manuscripts, which they prest'rved, copied, corrected 
and imitated. Interest in the classics had dcvelopccl in the Middle 
Ages, but medieval scholars were chiefly monks and priests con¬ 
cerned with using classical ideas and language's to study Christian 
theology. Renaissance scholars, on the other hand, brought a man- 
centered spirit to classical .studies, and called themselves humanists 
a term they learned from ancient Roman writings. By “humanism” 
they meant the study of classical grammar, history, literature, and 
philosophy. Among the concerns of humanism was the place of 
man in the universe. 

One of the most notable of these Rt'naissancc' humanists was 
Giovanni Pico, Count of Mirandola, a member of tlu' litc'rary and 
intellectual circle gathered around Lorenzo at llu' Mc'dici Palace. 
Remarkably precocious even in an age wlu'u genius bloomed early, 
Pico could read Greek, Latin, Arabic, and Hc'brc'w. At the age of 
twenty-four, he wrote his Oration an the Diiinity of Man, a preface 
to a list of nine hundred theses he was prepan'd to debate. Because 
some of the theses were pronounced heretical, Pico was forced to 
flee for a while from Italy. He spent the last four years of his life 
in Florence, however, whore he died at tlu' agt^ of thirty-one, con¬ 
sidered by many to be the ideal man of his tinu? in both thought 
and spirit. 

In his Oration Pico expressed tlu> lofti<'st ideals of tlie Italian 
humanists. In their life-styles and in the works they wrote, many 
humanists were struggling toward a conception of man much like 
the one Pico expressed. 

As you read the following passage from the Oration, keep these 
questions in mind: 

1. According to Pico, wlial i*. the pl.tre oi in liin cosmic 

schcnu^ of things.'' Whal i.'ij pl.io' ih.ii .1 paiiiculiir 

man niakc's For liiiiiself? 

2. According lo Pieo’.s pliilosopliv, liuu 1 .m ,1 ni.m i.M<! a mod 

life? 

3. Whal sort of .societs would Imsi |)iiiiiiJ)!n i'lfu*. iiicals ol the 
good tuan and the good lilc? 

4. Do you agree wifli fdro's csliiuatr ,,1 ii.r imiiirc ul man? 
Explain. 
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Oration on the Dignity of Man 

Most estcc^niecl Fathers, I have read in the ancient writ¬ 
ings of the Arabians that Ahdala the Saracen on being asked what, 
on this stage, so to say, of th<‘ world, seemed to him most evocative 
of wonder, replied tlnit therc‘ was notlhiig to be seen more marvel¬ 
ous than man. And that et‘l(d)rated exclamation of Hermes Trisme- 
gistus, “What a great mira(h‘ is num, Asclepius'' confirms this 
opinion. 

And still, as I refietded upon thc‘ !)asis assigned for these estima¬ 
tions, I was not ftilly pc*rsuacl<‘d l)y the diverse reasons advanced 
by a variety of persons for the prc‘-emin(mce of human nature; for 
example: that man is the* intcmnctliary between creatures, that he 
is the familiar of thc^ gods a!)ov<‘ liim as lie is lord of the beings 
beneath him; that, by tlie aculcmess of his senses, the inquiry of his 
reason and the liglil of his intcdligencT, he is the interpreter of 
nature, set midway lietwetm th(^ timekxss unchanging and the flux 
of time; the living union (as the Persians say), the very marriage 
hymn of the world, and, by David s testimony but little lower than 
the angels. Thesc^ reasons are all, witliout (fuestion, of great weight; 
nevertheless, tln^ do not toneh the* principal reasons, those, that is 
to say, which justify man's uni<|ne right to such unbounded admira¬ 
tion. Why, I ask<*d, slionkl wc‘ not admire the* angels themselves and 
the beatific choirs more*? At long last, howcwc*r, I feel that I have 
come to some und<‘rslanding of why man is the most fortunate of 
living things and, <*onscHiu<mtly, clescuwing of all admiration; of what 
may be the condition in the* hk*rarchy of beings assignc*d to him, 
which draws upon liiin tlu* cmvy, not of tlie brutes alone, but of the 
astral beings and of the* vc‘ry intelligencers which dwcdl beryond the 
confines of the world A thing surpassing beherf and smiting the soul 
with wonder. Still, liow e*onld it lie otlierwise? For it is on this 
ground that man is, with eompletc‘ justice, eonsidererd and called 
a great miracle^ and a lieuiig worthy of all admiration. 

Hear then, oh Fallicrrs, pre^cisely what tliis condition of man is; 
and in the name of your liumanily, grant me* your benign andition 
as I pursue this thennex 

God the Fatheu; the* Mightic\st Architcrcl, had already raised, 
according to tlie^ prereerpts of His hidden wisdom, this world we 
see, the cosmic dwelling of divinity, a teanplcr ju^st august. He had 
already adorned tlie snperctd<»slia! rt»gion with Intelligences, infused 
the heavenly globes with tin* lih* of immortal souls and set the 
fermenting dimg-lieap of the* inferior world tcHuning with every 
form of animal life. But when tliis work was done, thc! Divine 
Artificer still longed for some* creature which might comprehend 
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The Timaeus is a work 
on natural science by Plato. 
It describes the creation 
of the world. Note that 
so far Pico has quoted 
from Arabic, Egyptian, 
Persian, Hebrew, and Greek 
sources, an ability typical 
of the humanists. 


the meaning of so vast an aclhevcnient, which might be moved 
with love at its beauty and smitten with awe at its grandeur. When 
consequently, all else had been completed (as both Moses and [the] 
Timaeus testify), in the very last place, He bethought Himself of 
bringing forth man. Truth was, however, that there remained no 
archetype according to which He might fashion a nc'w offspring, 
nor in His treasure-houses the whert'withal to emdow a new son 
with a fitting inheritance, nor any plaec\ among the seats of the 
universe, where this new creature might dispose himsedf to con¬ 
template the world. All space wais ailready filled; all things had been 
distributed in the highest, tlu' middle iind the lowc'st orders. Still 
it was not in the nature of the' power of the Fatlu'r to fail in this 
last creative elan; nor was it in the imturt' of that supreme Wisdom 
to hesitate through lack of eounsrd in so crucial ii matter; nor 
finally, in the nature of His beneficent love to eornped the; creature 
destined to praise the divine gemerosity in all other things to find 
it wanting in himself. 

At last the Supreme Maker decreed that this c-rcuiture, to whom 
He could give nothing wholly his own, should luive a share in the 
particular endowment of t'very other ereatun'. Taking man, there¬ 
fore, this creature of indeterminate image, He .st't him in the 
middle of the world and thus spoke to him: 

“We have given you, Oh Adam, no visage proprm to yourself, nor 
any endowment properly your own, in order that whatever place, 
whatever form, whatever gifts you may, with premeditation, .select, 
these same you may have and possc-ss through \'our own judgment 
and decision. The nature of all other enuitures is defined and 
restricted within laws which We hav(> laid down; )'ou, by contrast, 
impeded by no such restrictions, may, by your own free will, to 
whose custody Wo have assignt'd )'ou, truc<! for yourself the line¬ 
aments of your own nature. I have placc'd you at tlu' vemy center 
of the world, so that from that vantage^ point yon may with greater 
ease glance round about you on all that the world contains. We 
have made you a creature neither of heavcm nor of earth, neither 
mortal nor immortal, in order that you may, as tht> fr<“e and proud 
shaper of your own being, fashion yourself in the form you may 
prefer. It will he in your power to desctuid to the lowc'r, brutish 
forms of life; you will be able, through your own decision, to rise 
again to the superior orders whos<‘ life i.s divine." 

Oh unsurpassed generosity of (lod the Father, Oh wondrous and 
unsurpassable felicity of man, to whom it is grant«‘d to have what 
he chooses, to be what he wills to b<‘! The bnite.s, from the moment 
of their birth, bring with them . . . from tlieir motlier’s womb all 
that they will ever pos.sess. Tlut liigliest .spiritual beings were, from 
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the very momont of c'reatioo, or soon thereafter, fixed in the mode 
of being which would be theirs through measureless eternities. But 
upon man, at tlu' moment of his creation, God bestowed seeds 
pregnant with all possibilities, the germs of every form of life. 
Whichever of these a man shall cultivate, the same will mature and 
bear fruit in him. If vc'getative, lu' will become a plant; if sensual, 
he will become brutish; if rational, he will rc'veal himself a heavenly 
being; if intellectual, he will b(* an angel and the son of God. And 
if dissatisfied with the lot of all creatures, he should recollect him¬ 
self into the eentc'r of his own unity, he will there become one 
spirit with God, in tlu* solitary darknc'ss of the Father, Who is set 
above all things, himself transcend all creatmx'S. 

Who then will not look with awe upon this our chameleon, or 
who, at least, will look with greater admiration on any other being? 
This creature, man, whom Aselepius the Athenian, by reason of 
this very mutability, this nature capable of transforming itself, 
quite rightly said was syniboliy,ed ... by the figure of Proteus. . . . 

These are the reasons, most revenmd Fathers, whic;h not only 
led, but even eompcdled me, to the study of philosophy. And I 
should not have undertaken to expound them, except to reply to 
those who are wont to c'ondemn the study of philosophy, e.specially 
among men of high rank, but also among tho.si; of modest station. 
For the whole study of philosophy (suc'h as the unhappy plight of 
our time) is occasion for contempt and (‘ontumely, rather than 
honor and glory. TTic; deadly and monstrous pensuasion has invaded 
practically all minds, that philosophy ought not to be studied at all 
or by very few people; as though it wt're a thing [of] little worth 
to have before our ey('.s and at our finger-tips, as matters we have 
searched out with grt'atest <;are, tlm causes of thing.s', the ways of 
nature and the plan of th(‘ universe, Gods coun.S(‘ls and the mys¬ 
teries of heaven and of c'urth, imless by such knowledge one might 
procure some profit or favor for ou(‘sc‘lf. . . . 

... I addrexss all tluxsx* complaints, with the; greatest regret and 
indignation, not against the princess of our times, but against the 
philosophers who believx' and as.sert that philosophy should not be 
pursued because no monetary value or r<‘wurd is assigned it, un¬ 
mindful that by this sign tlu‘y discpiulify th<‘ms<‘lv(‘s as philosophers. 
Since their whoh* life is eoneentrated on gain and ambition, tlu'y 
never embrace the kiumdedge of the truth for its own sake;. This 
much will I say for myself-und on this point f do not blush for 
praising myself—that I have nev((r philo.sophizc'd .save for the sake 
of philosophy, nor have I (*ver desir(‘d or hoped to secure from my 
studies and my laborious re.seurehes any profit or fruit save cultiva¬ 
tion of mind and knowledg(i of the truth-things I estetun more; attd 
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more with the passage of time. I have also been so avid for this 
knowledge and so enamoured of it that I have set aside all private 
and public concerns to devote myself completely to contemplation; 
and from it no calumny of jealous persons, nor any invective from 
the enemies of wisdom has ever been nor ever will be able to 
detach me. Philosophy has taught me to rely on my own convictions 
. . . and to concern myself less with whether I am well thought 
of than whether what I do or say is evil. 


The Fathers of the Church 
were early Christiaos 
whose writings are the 
basis of Church doctrine. 
St. Augustine (354-430) is 
considered the founder 
of Christian theology for 
his writings on Church 
doctrine. St. Jerome (c. 
340-420) translated 
most of the Bible from 
Hebrew into Latin. 


7 THE COOI'J I iH; ST.’HVING: 
PEITARCH 

Most men of the Middle Agc's admired tlie contemplative 
lives of monks. Shut off from the affairs of the world, safe within 
the walls of a monastery, the monk could ponden the eternal prob¬ 
lems of man. Typical medieval men earned their living on a manor 
or fought as members of one of the feudal orders, and had little 
time for contemplation. Yet the monk remainc‘d an ideal. 

Urban Renaissance life gradually brought a shift in attitude. 
Renaissance men threw themselv(‘s into life* as vigorously as any 
men before or since. Lorenzo and (lellini, for {'jcainpk*, illustrate 
the intense activity characteristic of so many Rcmaissancc* figures. 

Francesco Petrarca, called Petrarch, ranks among the earliest of 
these Renaissance men of action. He was born in 1304 near Flor¬ 
ence and lived in a number of Italian and French cities. He quickly 
won a European reputation as a founder of the* humanistic move¬ 
ment in Italy. Pie was an indefatigabh* c'olk'ctor of ancient manu¬ 
scripts, a Latin poet who imitated classir'ul models, a distinguished 
poet in the vernacular, an amateur diplomat, a lover of nature, an 
essayist, a letter writer, and a philosopluir. Still, h(‘ luwer freed him¬ 
self completely from the medieval ideal of solitary contemplation. 

Like so many of the humatiists who folk)W<'d him, Ikqrarch de¬ 
voted much of his time to a study of Latin and (Jreek inannscripts. 
He pored over the Latin classics, botli the pagan writings of 
antiquity and the works of such Church Fath(*rs as St. Augustine 
and St. Jerome. Frustrated because he could not rcnid Greek, he 
wept over a manuscript by Homer whosc> pages h<! could not trans¬ 
late. The quantity of his labors and the pace* he set for himself 
astonished his contemporaries. The k‘tt(‘r that follows was written 
by Petrarch in 1336 to a professor of theology who lived in Paris. 
As you read, keep the following questions in mind: 
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I Why eiiiniM* In c'liiiilj Moni Wiilniix? iio\\ w’us 

this deti’Nioii rrliititi la lii.s piiscirialil}'? k) fits hiiiiKiiiislic* 

siiidias? 

2. Whal ()l)stac*h'S cliii !i(^ aiirfiiiiilrr an iiis ansa'b? Wlial lliciiiyjil.s 

(lid tlit‘ eliitih Irijyia! in his iiiiiidh 

3. What do tiu' idt'as in lliis hifnr iiii|il\ ahia’I htn’rarnlhs 
tioii of the* gotn! innnh iiu* i^nnui illr? 

4 . Slioiilcl (‘\in\oii ill ’u nsti] hir anfi\n ilfn:* Sii|i|it)st‘ .soiiiiHiiio 

sets his liinjt ant! lails. Is !in a ii(ati*r man tlian niie who 

sets liis i^oaLs loo hot? l»w|ilaiii. 


The Ascent of Mont Ventoux 

Today I ascciidc'd the highest mountain in this region, 
which, not without eaus(\ they call tlu' Windy Peak. Nothing but 
the de.sire to see its <‘<)uspieuous height was the reason for this 
undertaking. For many years 1 have hc'en intending to make this 
expedition. You know that siuee luy cuirly ehildhood, as fate tossed 
around human affairs, I have Ix'cm tossed around in these parts, and 
this mountain, visible far and wid(‘ from everywhere, is always in 
your view. So I was at last .seized by thc^ impulse to accompli.sh 
what I had always wanted to do. It happened while I was reading 
Roman history again in Livy that I hit upon th(^ passage where 
Philip, the king of Maeedon -tin' Philip who wag('d war against the 
Roman people—“aseend.s Mount Ifaemns in Thes.saly, since he be¬ 
lieved the rumor that you can ser- two seas from its top: the 
Adriatic and the Black Sea." Whetlwr he was right or wrong I 
cannot make out hecau.sr' the mountain is far from our region, and 
the disagreenumt among authors rmulers the maltcT uncertain. . . . 
I would not leave it long in doubt if that luoimtaiu were as ea.sy 
to explore as th(> one here. At any rate, I had better let it go, in 
order to come back to the* mountain I mentioned at first. It seemed 
to me that a young man who holds no public office might be 
excused for doing what an old king is not blamed for. 

I now began to think ovm- whom to ehoo.se as a companion. It 
will .sound strange* to you that hardly a single one of all my friends 
seemed to me suitable* in ev(*ry rt'speeet, se) rare* a thing is absolute 
congeniality in every attitude* iiud liahit ev(*n among d(*ar friemds. 
One was too sluggish, tlu* erther te)o vivaeie)us; one* toe) .slow, the 
other too eiuiek; this one teu) gloomy of temip(*r, that one too gay. 
One was didler, the othe*r brighter than 1 should hem* lik<*d. This 
man’s taeituniity, that man’s flippancy; the hemvy weight emd 
obesity of the next, the thimuess and weakliness of still another 
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► Why are old friends or 
relatives sometimes 
the best companions? 


The "Poet” is Virgil (or 
Vergil) (70-19 B.C.), the 
Roman whose epic The Aeneid 
describes the adventures 
of a Trojan hero after 
the fall of Troy. 


were reasons to deter nio. The cool lack of curiosity of one, like 
another’s too eager interest, di.ssuadcd me from choosing either. All 
such qualities, however difficult the\' an* to bear, can be borne at 
home; loving friendship is able to endure e\-erything; it refuses no 
burden. But on a journey they beconu' intolerable. Thus my delicate 
mind, craving honest entertainment, looked about earc'fully, weigh¬ 
ing every detail, with no offense to friendship. Tacitly it rejected 
whatever it could foresee would become troublesome on the pro¬ 
jected excursion. What do you think I did? .At last I applied for 
help at home and revealed my plan to nu’ only brother, who is 
younger than I and whom you know well (mough. He could hear 
of nothing he would haw liked betlc'r and was happy to fill the 
place of friend as well as brotlnw. 

We left home on the appointc'd day and an'i\-('d at Malaucene at 
night. This is a place at the northern foot of the mountain. We .spent 
a day there and began our ascent this morning, each of us accom¬ 
panied by a single servant. From tlu' start we imeounlered a good 
deal of trouble, for the mountain is a stt'cp and almost inaccessible 
pile of rocky material. However, wluit the Fot‘t .sa>'s is appropriate; 
“Ruthless striving overcomes eveuything." 

The day was long, the air was mild; this ami vigorous minds, 
strong and supple bodie.s, and all the other conditions assisted us on 
our way. The only obstach* was the nature of the' spot. We found 
an aged shepherd in the folds of the mountain who trit'd with many 
words to dissuade us from the ascamt. He said he had been up to 
the highest summit in just such youthful hu'vor fifty years ago and 
had brought home nothing but regrtd and pains, and his body as 
well as his clothes torn by rocks and thorny umU'rbrush. Never 
before and never since hud the people there heard of any man 
who dared a similar feat. While he was shouting thes<‘ words at us, 
our desire increased just bc'cau.se of his warnings; for young people’s 
minds do not give credenctf to advisers. W'hen the old man saw that 
he was exerting himself in vain, h<‘ went with us a little way for¬ 
ward through the rocks and pointed with his finger to a steep path. 
He gave us much good advice and repeat<-d it agtiin and again at 
our backs when we were already at rpiite a distance. We left with 
him whatever of our clothes and otlier Indongings might encumber 
us, intent only on the a.scent, and began to climb with merry 
alacrity. However, as almost always happe-ns, the during attempt 
was soon followed by quick fatigue. 

Not far from our start wt' stopped at a rock. I'’rom th<*r(‘ we went 
on again, proceeding at a slower pace, to be sure. I in particular 
made my way up with considt'rably mt»re modest steps. My brother 
endeavored to reach the summit by the very ridge of tlu' mountain 
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on a short cut; I, being so much more of a weakling, was bending 
down toward the valley. When he called me back and showed me 
the better way, I answered that 1 hoped to find an easier access on 
the other side and was not afraid of a longer route on which I might 
proceed more smoothly. With such an excuse I tried to palliate my 
laziness, and, when the otlu'rs had already reached the higher 
zones, I was still wandering through the valleys, where no more 
comfortable access was revealed, while the way became longer and 
longer and the vain fatigue grew lumvier and heavier. At last I felt 
utterly disgusted, began to ix'grc't my perplexing error, and decided 
to attempt the heights with a wholehearted effort. Weary and 
exhausted, I reached my brotlum, who had been waiting for me 
and was refresht'd by a good long rest. For a while we went on 
together at the same pace. However, hardly had we left that rock 
behind us when I forgot th<^ detour I had made just a short while 
before and was onc'c more* drawing down the lower regions. Again 
I wandered through the valh'ys, looking for the longer and easier 
path and stumbling only into longer difficulties. Thus I indeed put 
off the disagreeable strain of climbing. But nature is not overcome 
by man’s devices; a corporeal thing cannot reach the heights by 
descending. What shall I say? My brother laughed at me; I was 
indignant; this happened to me three times and more within a few 
hours. So often was I f'rnstrat('d in my hopes that at last I sat down 
in a valley. Thcmt* 1 h'aped in my wingc'd thoughts from things 
corporeal to what is incorporeal and addressed myself in words 
like these: 

“What you have so oftem experienced today while climbing this 
mountain happens to you, you must know, and to many others who 
are making their way toward the: blessed life. This is not easily 
understood by us men, because* the motions of the body lie open, 
while those of the mind are invisible and hidden. ’I’he life we call 
blessed i,s locatc'd on a higli peak. ‘A narrow way,’ they say, Ic'ads 
up to it. Many hilltops intervene, and we tnust proceed ‘from virtue 
to virtue’ with exalted steirs. On the highest summit is set the end 
of all, the goal toward which our pilgrimage is directed. Fvc'ry man 
wants to arrive llu>re. How'ever, as Naso says: ‘Wanting is not 
enough; long and you attain it.’ You certainly do not merely want; 
you have a longing, unless you are deceiving yourself in this r(‘Spect 
as in so many others. What is it, then, that keeps you back? Evi¬ 
dently nothing but the smootiu'r way that leads through the mean¬ 
est earthly ideasures and looks (‘usier at first sight. However, having 
strayed far in (>rror, you must either ascend to the summit of the 
blessed life undc'r the heavy burden of hard striving, ill deferred, 
or lie prostrate in your sIolhfuInc.s‘s in the valleys of your sins. If 
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This quotation is from St. 
Augustine’s Confessions, in 
which he described his 
conversion to Christianity 
and repented for his wild 
youth. Petrarch took a 
copy of this book along 
with him on the climb. 


The poetry is from Virgil. 


'darkness and the shadow of death’ find you llu'rc'—T shudder while 
I pronounce these ominous words—you must pass the eternal night 
in incessant torments.” 

You cannot imagine how much comfort this thought brought my 
mind and body for what lay still ahead of me. Would that I might 
achieve with my mind the journey for which I am longing day and 
night as I achieved with the feet of my body my journey today 
after overcoming all ob.stacles. And I wonder wluglu'r it ought not 
to be much easier to accomplish what can b(> done by means of 
the agile and immortal mind without any loc-al motion “in the 
twinkling of the trembling eye” than what is to b(' pea-formed in 
the succession of time by the st'rvicc' of tlu' frail body that is 
doomed to die and under the heavy load of tlu> limbs. 

There is a summit, higher than all the otlua-s. The people in the 
woods up there call it “Sonny,” 1 do not know why. However I 
suspect they use the word in a senst' opposite to its meaning, as is 
done sometimes in other cases too. For it really looks !ik(‘ tlie father 
of all the surrounding mountains. On its top is a small k ‘vel .stretch. 
There at last we rested from our fatigma . . , 

How often, do you think, did f turn bat-k and look up to the 
summit of the mountain today while I was walking down? It 
seemed to me hardly higher than a <-ubil [about 18 iiiehes] com¬ 
pared to the height of human contemplation, were' tlu* latter not 
plunged into the filth of earthly sordidiu-ss. This too occurred to me 
at every step: “If you do not regr<‘t undergoing ,so rimc-h sweat and 
hard labor to lift the body a bit JH*ur(T to lu-uvtm, ought any cross 
or jail or torture to frighten th(> mind that is trying to come nearer 
to God and set its feet upon the swolkm summit of iiisoleucc and 
upon the fate of mortal nK'n? And this too; “How fc-w will ever 
succeed in not diverging from this path bec'au.se of fear of hard.ship 
or desire for smooth comfort? Too fortunate would bt* any man who 
accomplished such a feat—w(Te tlu*re t‘vtT .such anywlu're. This 
would be him of whom I should judge the Poet was thinking when 
he wrote: 

Happy the man who .succeeded in baring the euu.ses of things 
And who trod underfoot all fear, inexorable I'’at<* and 
Greedy Acheron’s uproar. . . . 


How intensely ought we to exert our strength to get under foot 
not a higher spot of earth but th<< pa.ssions which are puffed up by 
earthly instincts.” 

Such emotions were rottsing a .storm in mv breast as, without 
perceiving the roughness of the path, I returned lult* at night to 
the little rustic inn from which I had set out before dawn. The 
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moon was shining all night long aiid offered her friendly service 
to the wanderers. While the servants were busy preparing our 
meal, I withdrew quite alone into a remote part of the house to 
mite this letter to you in all haste and on the spur of the moment. 
I was afraid the intention to write might evaporate, since the rapid 
change of scene was likely to cause a change of mood if I 
deferred it. 

And thus, most loving lather, gather from this letter how eager 
I am to leave nothing whatever in my heart hidden from your eyes. 
Not only do I lay my whoh' life open to you with the utmost care 
but every single thought of mine'. Pray for these thoughts, I be¬ 
seech you, that they may at last find stability. So long have they 
been idling about and, finding no firm stand, been uselessly driven 
through so many matters. May they now turn at last to the One, the 
Good, the True, the stably Abiding. 

Farewell. 

On the twenty-si.Kth day of April, at Malauc^ne. 


► OiH!;; 
iiHIIII'jitS 


Wliiiilf, 

KOniL’til: 


8 A .ii'Jt )!is 

Renaissance men nevc'r confined themselves to secular 
interests, as the populari/.tid pi<;turc of a lusty Rcmaissance would 
have us believe. Few of tlui ('lite al)andoned traditional Catholicism. 
Their religious activities, however, tended to be; more perfunctory 
than passionate*. A vigorous secular life and a spirit of free inquiry 
competed with religion for tlur attrition of Rennaissance humanists. 

Outside Florenc^e’s cdrcle of aristocrats, artists, and intellec¬ 
tuals, the Church rettiined a stronger hold on the minds and lives 
of ordinary people. Still, rc'ligion playcid a lesser role than it did in 
the Middle Ages. I’hc otlutrworldlincss of medieval Catholicism 
began to seem unsuited to bustling urban life. And the Church 
itself, governed from Rome by mortal men, failed to .set a par¬ 
ticularly pious (‘xampU*, being as vuhujrablc to seevdar influences 
as any other institution. I’he only significant religious movement of 
the Renaissance was directed against Church leadrtrs instead of 
being inspired by th(*m. 

The leader of this movenu'nt was a Dominican friar, Girolamo 
Savonarola, who virtually rukid Florence for four years during the 
1490’s. Born in Ferrara in 1452, Savonarola reexhved a typical 
humanist education and tried to blend new trends with the ancient 
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Piero de' Medici, Lorenzo's 
son, was the expelled ruler. 


The Church trumped up these 
heresy charges in return 
for money paid to 
Pope Alexander Vi by 
Savonarola's enemies. 


Catholic faith. But the worldly life in Ferrara repelled and shocked 
him, and he entered a mona.stery. 

In 1491 Lorenzo de’ Medici made Siu’onarola tlu' prior of the 
Dominican monastery in Florence. Tluue, Savonarola began to 
preach against the worklliness of Flortmtiiu' life' and its leaders, the 
Medici, and to predict punishment at tlu' hands of an avenger. 
When an invading French army crossed the Alps in 1494, Savona¬ 
rola’s prophecy seemed to have come true. The' Mt'diei’s rivals for 
power saw their opportunity and supported Savonarola; in the 
ensuing revolution, they expelled the; Mediei from tlu' eity. Savona¬ 
rola became the head of the popular party in tlu' government. For 
four years he was the most influential spiritual and political leader 
of Florence. 

Like most leaders who capture the imagination of a people, 
Savonarola was a complex and compelling figuix'. Women fainted 
at his sermons. At Savonarola’s urging, hands of young people 
scoured the city for symbols of vanitx’ and high living to burn 
in huge bonfires. Although these' burning symbols inc'luded a paint¬ 
ing by Botticelli, this painte'r Inmst'If hc'eame a eonvc'rt to Savona¬ 
rola’s ideals and renounced “pagan" way.s. Kve'iitually these activi¬ 
ties and Savonarola’s support of tlie l*'r<'neh invudc'rs aroused the 
anger of the pope and the Florentine elite. TIu'y cotnhined against 
Savonarola, arrested him, brought him to trial for lu'n'sy, and finally 
hanged him and burned his body in 1498, 

Savonarola’s ideals differ from those' of the' Renaissance humaniste 
whose works you have read. As you t'xajnine' the following selec¬ 
tions from Savonarola’s sennon.s, think about tlu'se- epiestions: 


1. Which aspe'Cls oi Rriiaissanec lile nliendril S.ie'iniarula? W'liy? 

2. Wliat U'as Sax'onaroia’x eniieeplinn nl ihe "(nid uian? llic good 
life? the good soeifiy? Did Saeoitanil.i ladit-er in an adive life? 
E.xplain. 

3. Accoreliiig to .Saeonui'nla. liou fotdd liu’ rih'/i'iis ol Morciicc 
rt'ach IIk; staudards he sti ((ji' ilii i i'.‘ \i)' S.nunaioia’s id<';ils 
prucdical ones lor modrrn man:' Wlrv. oi u lie' not? 


Pasquale Villari, Life 
and Times of Girolamo 
Savonarola, trans. by Linda 
Villari (London: T. Fisher 
Unwin, Ltd., 1888), 
pp. 137, 140, 180-184. 


Savonarola’s Sermons 

ON THE RULERS OF ITALY 

. . . The.sc wicked princes are- sent to chastise' the .sins 
of their subjects; they are truly a sad snare for souls; tlu'ir courts 
and palaces are the refuge of all thei b<*a.st.s and monsters of the 
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earth, for they give shelter to ribalds and malefactors. These 
wretches flock to their halls because it is there that they find ways 
and means to satisfy their evil passions and unbridled lusts. There 
are the false councillors, who continually devise new burdens and 
new taxes to drain the blood of the people. There are the flatter¬ 
ing philosophers and poets, who, by force of a thousand lies and 
fables, trace the genealogy of those evil princes back to the gods; 
but, and worse than all, there are the priests who follow in the 
same course. This is the city of Babylon, O my brethren, the city 
of the foolish and the impious, the city that will be destroyed of the 
Lord. . . . 

ON THE LEADERS OF THE CHURCH 

. . . [W]e are now living in . . . evil days; the devil 
has called his followers together, and they have dealt terrible 
blows on the very gates of the temple. It is by the gates that the 
house is entered, and it is the prelates who should lead the faithful 
into the Church of Christ. Therefore the devil hath aimed his 
heaviest blows at them, and hath broken down these gates. Thus 
it is that no more good prelates are to be found in the Church. . . . 
Seest thou not that they do all things amiss? They have no judg¬ 
ment; . . . good things they deem evil, true things false, sweet things 
bitter, and vice versa. . . . See, how in these days prelates and 
preachers are chained to the earth by love of earthly things; the 
cure of souls is no longer their concern; they are content with the 
receipt of revenue; the preachers preach for the pleasure of princes, 
to be praised and magnified by them. . . . And they have done even 
worse than this, inasmuch as they have not only destroyed the 
Church of God, but built up another after their own fashion. This 
is the new Church, no longer built of living rock, namely, of Chris¬ 
tians steadfast in the living faith and in the mould of charity; but 
built of sticks, namely, of Christians dry as tinder for the fires of 
hell. ... Go thou to Rome and throughout Christendom; in the 
mansions of the great prelates and great lords, there is no concern 
save for poetry and the oratorical art. Go thither and see, thou 
shalt find them all with books of the humanities in their hands, and 
telling one another that they can guide men s souls by means of 
Virgil, Horace, and Cicero. Wouldst thou see how the Church is 
ruled by the hands of astrologers? And there is no prelate nor great 
lord that hath not intimate dealings with some astrologer, who 
fixeth the hour and the moment in which he is to ride out or under¬ 
take some piece of business. For these great lords venture not to 
stir a step save at their astrologer s bidding. . . . 


Babylon, a city in ancient 
Mesopotamia, was famous as 
a center of luxury and 
'worldly pleasure before 
it was captured by 
the Persians in 538 B.C. 


Horace was an ancient Roman 
poet and satirist Cicero 
was an ancient Roman 
orator, statesman, and 
philosopher around the time 
of Julius Caesar. He is 
credited with having formed 
the classical style of 
Latin writing. 

At the birth of a child, an 
elite family commissioned 
an astrologer to draw 
up the child's horoscope. 


173 




A chalice is a gold cop 
used for wine in the Mass. 

A mitre (or rriiter) is a 
pointed headdress mm by 
bishops. A crosier is a staff, 
sliaj3ed like a shepherd's 
staff, carried by a bishop as 
a symbol of his authority; 
he is supposed to be a 
shepherd to his flock of 
Christians. A cope is a 
ceremonial cape. i\ stole is 
2 slender strip of cloth 
worn around the neck, with 
tlie ends lianging in front. 
These Church vesimerils are 
based on articles of dress 
worn during the time of 
the Roman Empire, when the 
Church began. They also 
have symbolic value, like 
the crosier and the blood- 
red yestments worn on 
martyrs' feast days. 

► Should churches spend 
money on expensive 
buildings and decorations 
instead of using the 
money to help the poor? 


But in this temple of theirs there is one thing that delighteth 
us much. This is that all therein is painted and gilded. Thus our 
Church hath many fine outer ceremonies for the solemnization of 
ecclesiastical rites, grand vestments and numerous draperies, with 
gold and silver candlesticks, and so many chalices that it is a 
majestic sight to behold. There thou seest the great prelates with 
splendid mitres of gold and precious stones on their heads, and 
silver crosiers in hand; there they staiid at tlu' altar decked with 
fine copes and stoles of brocade, chanting those beautiful vespers 
and masses, very slowly, and with so many grand ceremonies, 
so many organs and choristens, that thou art struck with amaze¬ 
ment; and all these priests seem to thee grave and saintly men, 
thou canst not believe that they may be in error, but deem that 
all which they say and do should be obc'yed even as the Gospel; 
and thus is our Church conducted. 

Men feed upon these vanities and rejoice' in these' pomps, and 
say that the Church of Christ was never so flourishing, nor divine 
worship so well conducted as at present. . . . Like'wise that the 
first prelates were inferior to these of our e)wn times. ... The 
former, it is tme, had fewer gold mitre's and fewe'r chalices, for, 
indeed, what few they possesseel we're' broke'ii up to relieve the 
needs of the poor; whereas our pre'lates, for the- sake' of obtaining 
chalices, will rob the poor of their sole nu'ans e)f support. But dost 
thou know what I would tell thee? In the^ primitive Church the 
chalices were of wood, the prelates t)f gold; in these days the 
Church hath chalices of gold and pre'lates of wood. These have 
introduced devilish games among us; the'y have* no be'licf in God, 
and jeer at the mysteries of our faith! 

What doest Thou, 0 Lord? Why dost I’hou slumber? Arise, and 
come to deliver Thy Church from the- hands of the' de'vils; from the 
hands of tyrants, the hands of inieiuitotis prc'lute's. . . . Be ye not 
scandalized, O my brethren, by theses words; rathe'r, when yc see 
that the righteous desire chastiseme'nt, know that it is bc'cause they 
seek to banish evil, so that the; kingelom of our Blc'.sseel Lord, Jesus 
Christ, may flourish in the world. The* only hope that now remains 
to us, is that the sword of God may soon smite; the; e;arth. 


AN AJPPEAL TO FLORENTINES 

. . . Oh! would that I might persuade; ye to turn away from 
earthly things, and follow after things e'te'rnal! Would God grant 
this grace to me and to ye, I should assure;elly dee-m myself happy 
in this life. But this is a gift froiti God. None may oe)me unto me, 
sayeth the Lord, unless he he brought by the; Father. I cannot 
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enlighten ye inwardly, I can only strike upon your cars; but what 
may that avail if your intellect be not enlightened, nor your affec¬ 
tions kindled? . . . And how may this be done, save by the word of 
God? Labour, then, to comprehend His word, and do with your¬ 
selves as with corn, which to be made into flour must first be 
pounded and ground. Otherwise what would it avail to have full 
granaries, what to have the' treasures of the Holy Spirit unless ye 
draw out their spiritual meaning? Therefore will I strive to do the 
work of the Apostk's, making the Holy Scriptures known to ye; and 
to ye it behoves to be doers, and not only hearers of the word of 
God. 

ON THE BLESSED LIFE 

... A human word is formed in separate and different ways by 
a succession of syllables, and therefore whe-n onc^ part of a word is 
pronounced, the others cease to ('xisl; when the whole word has 
been uttered, it too ctuises to c'xist. But the Divine Word is not 
divided into parts; it issues united in its whok; essence; is diffused 
throughout the created world, living and enduring in all eternity, 
even as the h<'avenly light of which it is the- companion. Where¬ 
fore it is the word of life, or rather is the life, and is one with the 
Father. It is true that we accept this word in various senses; some¬ 
times by life we mean the state; of being of living men, .sometimes 
we regard it as nu'aning the occupation of living mc'n; wherefore 
we say, The life of this man is knowledge, the life of the bird is 
song. But, truly, there is but one lift', iind it is God, since in Him 
alone have all things tht'ir being. And this is the blessed life that 
is the end of man, and in which infinitt; and ('ttmnal happiness is 
found. The earthly lift; is nt)t t)nly deceptivt;, but cannt)t all be 
enjoyed, inasmuch as it lacks unity. If thou Invest riches, thou must 
renounce the senst's; if thtm givest thyself up to the senses, thou 
must renounce knt)wledge; and if thou wouldst have knowledge, 
thou canst not t'njtjy t)ffict's. But the pleasurt's of the heavenly life 
may all be cnjt)yed in tht' visitin of God, whicb is supreme felicity. 

A PARABLE 

0 Florenct', the ytrtmg man who w(>nt out on tht; high stjas and 
complains that ht; is out of sight of tht; haven, stands here befort; 
you. To me it was told: Come, . . . leave thy homt; and thy land, 
leave everything. And I was It'd to lht> port—that is, to tht; religious 
life, which is the .safe and .surt; haven for all who .seek their salva¬ 
tion. I camt; to this pt)rt when I was twenty-three years of age. 
Two things I loved bt'yt)nd all others, and it was they [who] led 


iohi'ilit Riiliiili, lire li!«! 
of fiiroiaiiHi !Ni'S 

Yiitlu Ailnui A Kiinp!, Im 
pp. III,! HI'). 


175 







Jeremiah (c. 600 B.C.) was 
a prophet who preached in 
Jerusalem, advocating moral 
reform and predicting 
doom in a manner similar 
to Savonarola's. 


► Does a good man have an 
obligation to persuade 
others to live a good life? 


me to this port: freedom and peace. To keep my freedom I never 
took a wife, and to obtain peace 1 fled from tlu> world and came to 
this port of religion, where I found fret'dom; and here I was able 
to do just as I wished, for I wanted and desirt'd to do nothing but 
that which was told or commanded me. 

I would not have wished to be a priest mc'n'ly for iny own greater 
peace; but because I wanted to do as T was told, for this I felt to be 
my freedom and my peace, I was led to bt'cotne a priest. And so 
having reached that happy haven, I lookc'd upon the waters of 
the sea of this world, and I saw that many fish swam around there 
and, desiring to fish for them, I began to tak(' a fc'w small ones with 
my hook—that is, to draw with my prt'aehing some' souls to the port 
and the way of salvation. And brnsmse this pleased me well 
enough, the Lord set me in a ship and took me to fish in the high 
seas, and gently and gradually he brought me lic're, as you see; 
so that since I have come into the* high seas, I sc'c' no port to which 
I might turn back, and where I may again firrd peace. . 
[T]roubles surround me on every side, and 1 cannot see what I 
should do. . . . 

0 Lord, whither hast Thou led mc'? I say with Jeremiah; 
Lord, thou hast deceived me, and I was dec'C'ived. . . . Thou art 
stronger than I, and hast prevailed. I, for wanting to catch these 
fish for You that they might be Yours, find myself on the.se high 
seas, and I see no port to which I might return to find my peace 
again. . . . [W]oe is me, O my motht'r. . . . [W]her('forc came I 
forth out of the womb to see labour, and sorrrow throughout the 
world? I was free and at peace. Now I am (‘veryoiK's slave. I see 
everywhere war and discord corning upon mt‘. . . . 

You see our ship where she is now, and yet the end of the voyage 
on which the Lord takes her is not in sight. 1 .ast night I disputed 
with Him, and I will tell you part of oiir discussion. He exhorted 
me to keep on my course, and I said: “Nay, Lord, take me hack to 
the port and give me back my p(>ace.” And H(> un.swc'red: “There 
is no turning back: dost thou not see the contrary wind that drives 
thee on?” and I said: “Because Thou, Lord, dost not wish it, yet 
Thou art just, tell me if I may dispute with Thee ;iwhil(', though I 
am dust and ashes and Thou art Lord of all. 'I'cdl me, if I must 
go on over the seas of the world fishing for l’he<*, why lierc rather 
than elsewhere? What have I to do with I-'lorenec*? I was born, as 
Thou^knowest, in Ferrara and brought up there, and not in Flor¬ 
ence.” The Lord answered and said: “Dost thou not remember 
having read of the man who came down from JerusaUnn to Jericho, 
and was assailed and wounded by thirwess on tin* road, and there 
passed by men of his own people, and rtone of tliem helped him. 
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but only the Samaritan, a foreigner and a stranger, cared for him? 
. . . That is why thou, a stranger, hast come to preach here, outside 
thine own country.” I answered the Lord reverently, and said: 
“Lord, I am not satisfied with this. I am happy to preach in the 
ordinary way to reprove vice and further the cause of virtue, here 
in Florence or whatever Thou wilt. But what have I to do with 
the state of Florence, to preach on it? ...” 


9 IDEALS OF LOVE: LYRIC 

POETRY OF THE RENAISSANCE 

Two ideals of the relationships between men and women 
existed during the Middle Ages. One was the ascetic ideal of the 
monk or the nun who gave up marriage for service to God. The 
other was chivalric devotion of the knight to his lady fair, a theme 
that dominates minstrels’ songs and much medieval popular litera¬ 
ture. Renaissance Italians tended to emphasize the second of these 
ideals, the love of man for woman. They often expressed their 
love in an appropriate form, lyric poetry. 

Renaissance society has often been pictured as thoroughly li¬ 
centious. Many Renaissance personalities, even members of the 
clergy, took one mistress after another, some of whom bore chil¬ 
dren. Homosexuality was common among the elite. Renaissance 
men and women were not inclined to deny themselves the delights 
of the body. Much Renaissance poetry, however, stresses a love 
that transcends physical gratification. Many poets worshipped their 
women chastely from afar, comparing them to angels. Unrequited 
love of an ideal woman was a popular subject. To these themes, 
Renaissance poets added a worldly interest in the varieties of 
human emotion. 

Instead of writing in Latin as medieval poets had done, Renais¬ 
sance poets usually turned to the Italian vernacular, transforming 
everyday speech into a medium for the graceful expression of emo¬ 
tion. Reading 9 contains poems by four writers who were asso¬ 
ciated with Florence, and one anonymous poem. As you read them, 
think about the following questions: 

1. How w^oiild you describe the careers of these poets? What do 
their careers tell us about the Renaissance ideal of the good 
man? 
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2. Wliat poetic images clc\*^(iibc llir' n^bf'kai.ships of loen 
women in these poems? W lia! do iIwm^ iiuaops imply about tlie 
ideal of the good lilV? 

3. Is there any way to eoiiiliiiic' llio hio m.i|or icbals of fbe 
tionsliips between men and v/oinen loi ibesc* |Ha'ms? Is it pos- 
sible—and desirable— to liaw^ bolli a! onee^? 


Trans, by Dante Gabriel 
Rossetlij in L^rSc Poetiry of 
tile itaiian iesaissance, 
collected by L. R. Lind (New 
Haven: Yale University 
Press, 1954), p. 137. 


“Wighb is an archaic word 
for living creature. 


Six Lyric Poems 

A professor of medieval history reports that a student 
once described Dante thus: “He stands uith one foot in the Middle 
Ages while with the other he salutes the rising star of the Renais¬ 
sance.” The thought is accurate if atohcardly expressed. Dante 
Alighieri was born in Florence in 1265. He was a politician and 
political theorist as well as the greatest poet in Italian history. His 
masterpiece, a long poem called the Divine Comedy, reflects many 
medieval ideals. But it was the first major poem written in the 
Italian vernacular, and it gave rise to a vast body of Renaissance 
poetry, particularly influencing the work of Petrarch. The following 
lyric is one of Dante’s many poems to Beatrice, the woman he loved. 

He will gaze upon Beatrice, by DANTE 

Because mine eyes can never have their fill 
Of looking at my lady’s lovely face, 

I will so fix my gaze 

That I may become blessed beholding her. 

Even as an angel, up at his great height 
Standing amid the light, 

Becometh blessed by only seeing God:— 

So, though I be a simple earthly wight. 

Yet none the less I might; 

Beholding her who is my heart’s dear load. 

Be blessed, and in the spirit soar abroad. 

Such power abideth in that gracious one; 

Albeit felt of none 

Save of him who, desiring, honors her. 


The next two poems were written by Petrarch to Laura, 
the wife of a French count. Petrarch first saw her in a church in 
1327. He admired her from afar, for twenty-one years, until her 
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death The poems are sonnets, lyric poems of fourteen lines. They 
illustrate two aspects of Renaissance poetry: the worship of a beau¬ 
tiful and muittauuihle lady, and the poefs interest in accurately 
describing his own emotions. 


The divine Laura, by PETRARCH 

She used to let her golden hair fly free 
For the wind to toy and tangle and molest; 

Her eyes were brightcT than the radiant west. 
(Seldom they shine so now.) I used to sec 
Pity look out of those* dt*ep (*yes on me. 

(“It was false pity,'' you would now protest) 

I had loves tindcu' lieaped witliin my breast; 

What wonder that the flame l)urned furiously? 

She did not walk in any mortal way, 

But with ang(‘lic* progress; wlien she spoke, 

Unearthly voict\s sang in unison. 

She seemed divine* among the* drear>>' folk 
Of earth. You say she is not so today? 

Well, though the* bow s unbent, the wound bleeds on. 
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The poet’s Rrief, by PETRARCTl lu. l, i i. 

iVIHl I'fll’ilV II 

I find no peace and bear no arms for war, i 

I fear, I hope; I l)uru yet shake, witli chill; * *' p'‘* ' 

I fly the Heavens, huddle to earth’s floor, 

Embrace the world yet all I grasp is nil. 

Love will not close nor shut my prison’s door 
Nor claim me his uor knive me to my will; 

He slays itui not y<5t holds me evernrorc; 

Would have me lifeless yet bound to my ill 
Eyeless I see and tongueless I protest. 

And long to p(*rish while I sjiccor seek; 

Myself I hate and would another woo. 

I feed on gricT, I laugh with sob-ra(;ked brc'ast, 

And death and life alike to me are bleak: 

My lady, thus I am because of you. 


Lorenzo de Medici wrote many delightful poems and 
often had them .set to melodicH hij court compo.ser.s. Here he ad¬ 
vises youth to enjoy the years that flee .so stviftly by. 
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Trans, by J. Arthur Symons, 
in Poems ty Arthur Symons 
(New York: Dodd, IVlead & Co., 
1902). 


A carnival song, by LORENZO DE’ MEDICI 
Fair is youth and void of sorrow; 

But it hourly flies away. 

Youths and maids, enjoy today; 

Nought ye know about tomorrow. 


Bacchus was the Greek god 
of wine and ecstasy. Ariadne, 
a princess, was his bride. 


This is Bacchus and the bright 
Ariadne, lovers true! 

They, in flying time’s despite. 

Each with each find pleasure new; 
These their Nymphs, and all their crew 
Keep perpetual holiday. 

Youths and maids, enjoy today; 
Nought ye know about tomorrow. 


The satyrs, in Greek 
mythology, were half man, 
half horse, and highly sexed. 


These blithe Satyrs, wanton-eyed, 

Of the Nymphs are paramours: 

Through the caves and forests wide 
They have snared them mid the flowers; 
Warmed with Bacchus, in his bowers. 

Now they dance and leap alway. 

Youths and maids, enjoy today. 

Nought ye know about tomorrow. 


These fair Nymphs, they are not loth 
To entice their lovers’ wiles. 

None hut thankless folk and rough 
Can resist when Love beguiles. 
Now enlaced, with wreathed smiles, 
All together dance and play. 

Youths and maids, enjoy today; 
Nought ye know about tomorrow. 


Silenus, in Greek mythology, 
was an elderly relative 
of the satyrs. 


See this load behind them plodding 
On the ass! Silenus he, 

Old and drunken, merry, nodding, 
Full of years and jollity; 

Though he goes so swayingly, 

Yet he laughs and quaffs alway. 
Youths and maids, enjoy today; 
Nought ye know about tomorrow. 
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Midas treads a wearier measure: 

All he touches turns to gold: 

If there be no taste of pleasufe, 

What’s the use of wealth untold? 

What’s the joy his fingers hold, 

When he’s forced to thirst for aye? 

Youths and maids, enjoy today: 

Nought ye know about tomorrow. 

Listen well to what we’re saying; 

Of tomorrow have no c'arel 
Young and old together playing, 

Boys and girls, be blithe as air! 

Every sorry thought forswear! 

Keep perpetual holiday. 

Youths and maids, enjoy today; 

Nought ye know about tomorrow. 

Ladies and gay lov(‘r.s young! 

Long live Bacchus, live Desire! 

Dance and play; let songs be sung; 

Let sweet love your bo.soms fire; 

In the future come what may! 

Youths and maids, mijoy today! 

Nought ye know about tomorrow. 

Fair is youth and void of sorrow; 

But it hourly flies away. 

The famous painter, scAilptor, and architect Michelangelo 
Buonarotti, like many other Renaissance artists, was also a fine poet. 
This poem is addressed to Vittoria Colonna, a close friend of 
Michelangelo's and the leading poetess of RenaUsance Italy. 

To 'Yittoria Clolonna: the model and the statue, 
by MICIIEIANGKLO 

When divine Art eouc<‘ivcs a form and face, 

She bids the craftsman for his first essay 
To .shape a simple model in mere clay; 

This is the earliest hirtli of Art’s embrace. 

From the live marble in the second place 
His mallet brings into the light of day 
A thing so lK‘autiful that who can .say 
When time shall concpier that immortal grace? 


Midas, in Greek mythology, 
was granted by Dionysus the 
power 1o turn thing-s to gold 
by ioucfiiiig them. Dionysus 
gave Midas that dangerou.s 
gift because Midas took care 
of a drunken satyr who 
staggered into his garden. 


Trans, iw 1. Ailhiii riyiiitjir., 
in Pooiiis by ftitliur 
Symoiss. 
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Thus my own model I was bom to be— 

The model of that nobler self, whereto 
Schooled by your pity, lady, I shall grow. 

Each overplus and each deficiency 
You will make good. What penance then i.s due 
For my fierce heat, chastened and taught by you? 


The foUoivAng anomjmons poem is from fourteenth-cen¬ 
tury Italy. The speaker is dearly a young hidy, and her toords add 
another facet to the picture of Renaissance looe. 


Trans, by L R. Lind, in 
Lyric Poetry of tlie italiai 
ieiiaissaiice, collected by 
L R. Lind, p. 251. Reprinted 
by permission. 


An arranged marriage 

Would it had pleased the Lord that I never was born! 
O wretched, dolorous, 

Fresh am I more than a rose, 

And here Fm married to an old man, forlorn! 


Ah, grief is mine! fm lively, without a care, 
I feel Love’s tender arrow whizz my way. 
Seeing myself in the mirror blonde and fair, 
I look on a lovable girl; 

And I pray that Jesus may hurl 
His wrath upon those who gave me 
My husband; he’s old as can be, 

And his beard is white and worn. 


^ Should parents have the 
right to arrange marriages for 
their daughters? What are 
the pros and cons 
of such arrangements? 


Would it had pleased the Lord that I never was born! 
I might have stayed home alone, 

Poor little girl I was then, 

Than to live deprived of every joy that s known, 

For ni never be able to see the Springtime again! 
Would it had pleased the Lord that I U(‘vcr was born! 


10 BoccAccif)’:-; s'jv 

OF RENAiSFANCi: i ili; 

Giovanni Boccaccio, like .so many otl><‘r humanists, 
spread his talents over a number of fields. His fanu; rests, however, 
upon one of the earliest prose works written in Italian, the De¬ 
cameron, a collection of humorous, instruertive, and sometimes ribald 
tales. 
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Boccaccio was born out of wedlock in Paris in 1313. His father, 
a minor Florentine banker and merchant, took his infant son back 
to Florence, married a Florentine woman, and raised Giovanni as 
a member of the family. Between the ages of seven and fifteen, the 
young Boccaccio studied under tutors in his parents^ home, and 
then went to learn business under acquaintances of his father in 
Naples, where he stayed for thirteen years. Hating business, he 
continued his humanist studies there and had a passionate but 
platonic love affair with the daughter of the king of Naples; in his 
writings he immortalized her under the name Fiammetta. Boccaccio 
finished the Decameron when he was about forty years old. He 
became a close friend of Petrarch’s and devoted the remainder of 
his life to classical studies. He died in 1375. 

The Decameron is fiction. It cannot be used as absolute historical 
evidence about the way people lived, because the incidents in each 
story did not actually take place. Nevertheless, with one major 
exception—the lack of a moral sense—the Decameron represents the 
values of its time. Most Renaissance men and women recognized the 
importance of moral standards far more than Boccaccio reveals. 

The Decameron is set in Florence in 1348, when the Black Death 
struck the city. In the book, seven ladies and three youths flee the 
plague, taking refuge in a great villa on a mountainside. There they 
while away their time by telling tales, one hundred in all, over a 
period of ten days. Each member of the group of ten tells a tale 
each day. Typical stories begin by connecting one tale to the next. 
These introductions have been included in this version. The excerpts 
below include three tales and part of the conclusion to the book. 
As you read, think about the following questions: 

1. What are the personal characteristics of the men and women 
who emerge as heroes in the Decameron? What is the concep- 
tion of the good life in these stories? 

2. What sort of life do Boccaccio’s characters lead? Is it active or 
contemplative? secular or otherworldly? What seems to be their 
conception of the good life? 

3. Do you think Boccaccio had the same standards for the good 
man and the good life as the characters in his tales? Explain. 


Tales from the Decameron 

THE FIFTH DAY, THE NINTH TALE 

Federigo degli Alberighi loves, but is not beloved. He spends all 
his money in courtship and has nothing left but a falcon, and this 


Giovanni Boccaccio, The 
Decameron, trans. by Richard 
Aldington (New York: 
Doubleday & Company, Inc., 
1930). Copyright, © 1930 
by Mme. Catherine 
Guillaume. Reprinted by 
permission of Doubleday. 
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he gives his lady to eat tchen she comes to visit him because there 
is nothing else to give her. She learns of this, changes her mind, 
takes him as her husband, and makes him a rich man. 

Filomena had ceased speaking, and the queen, seeing that nobody 
was left to speak except Dioneo (who had his privilege) and her¬ 
self, began cheerfully as follows: 

It is now my turn to speak, dearest ladies, and I shall gladly do 
so with a tale similar in part to the one before, not only that you 
may know the power of your beauty over the gentle heart, but 
because you may learn yourselves to be givers of rewards when 
fitting, without allowing Fortune always to dispense them, since 
Fortune most often bestows them, not discreetly but lavishly. 

You must know then that Coppo di Borghese Domenichi, who 
was and perhaps stiU is one of our fellow citizens, a man of great 
and revered authority in our days both from his manners and his 
virtues (far more than from nobility of blood), a most excellent 
person worthy of eternal fame, and in the fullness of his years 
delighted often to speak of past matters with his neighbours and 
other men. And this he could do better and more orderly and with 
a better memory and more ornate speech than anyone else. 

Among other excellent things, he was wont to say that in the 
past there was in Florence a young man named Federigo, the son of 
Messer Filippo Alberighi, renowned above all other young gentle¬ 
men of Tuscany for his prowess in arms and his courtesy. Now, as 
most often happens to gentlemen, he fell in love with a lady named 
Monna Giovanna, in her time held to be one of the gayest and 
most beautiful women ever known in Florence. To win her love, 
he went to jousts and tourneys, made and gave feasts, and spent his 
money without stint. But she, no less chaste than beautiful, 
cared nothing for the things he did for her nor for him who did 
them. 

Now as Federigo was spending far beyond his means and getting 
nothing in, as easily happens, his wealth failed and he remained 
poor with nothing but a little farm, on whose produce he lived very 
penuriously, and one falcon which was among the best in the 
world. More in love than ever, but thinking he would never be able 
to live in the town any more as he desired, he went to Campi where 
his farm was. There he spent his time hawking, asked nothing of 
anybody, and patiently endured his poverty. 

Now while Federigo was in this extremity it happened one day 
that Monna Giovanna’s husband fell ill, and seeing death come 
upon him, made his will. He was a very rich man and left his 
estate to a son who was already growing up. And then, since he had 
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greatly loved Moiina Giovanna, lie made her his heir in case his 
son should die without legitimate children; and so died. 

Monna Giovanna was now a widow, and as is customary with our 
women, she went with her son to spend the year in a country house 
she had near Federigo's farm. Now the* hoy happened to strike up 
a friendship with Federigo, and delighted in dogs and hawks. He 
often saw Federigo’s falcon fly, and took such great delight in it 
that he very much wanted to have it, hut did not dare ask for it, 
since he saw how' much Federigo prized it. 

While matters w'cre in this state, the hoy fell ill. His mother was 
very much grieved, as he was her only child and she loved him 
extremely. She spent the day bc'sidti him, trying to help him, and 
often asked him if there was anything he wanted, begging him to 
say so, for if it were possible to have it, she would try to get it for 
him. After she had many times made this offer, the boy said: 

“Mother, if you can get me Fedc'rigo’s falcon, I think I should 
soon be better.” 

The lady paused a little ut this, and began to think what she 
should do. She knew that Fc'derigo had loved her for a long time, 
and yet had never had one glance from Ikt, and she: said to herself: 

“How can I send or go and ask for this falcon, which is, from 
what I hear, the* best that ever flew', and moreovc'r his support in 
life? How can I be so thoughtless as to take this away from a 
gentleman who has no other pleasure Ic'ft in life?" 

Although she knew she was c-ertain to have the bird for the 
asking, she remained in embarras.scd thought, not knowing what 
to say, and did not answer her son. But at kuigth love for her child 
got the upper hand and she determined that to please him in what¬ 
ever way it might be, slus w'ould not send, but go herself for it and 
bring it back to him. So she replied: 

“Be comforted, my child, and try to get better somehow. I prom¬ 
ise you that tomorrow morning I will go for it, and bring it to you.” 

The child was so dtdighted that he became a little better that 
same day. And on the morrow the. lady took another woman to 
accompany her, and as if walking for c-xercise wemt to Federigo’s 
cottage, and asked for him. Since it was not the weathtT for it, he 
had not been hawking for some' days, and was in his garden em¬ 
ployed in certain work there. When he heard that Monna Giovanna 
was asking for him at the door, he was greatly astonished, and ran 
there happily. When she saw him coming, she got up to greet him 
with womanly charm, and vvlum Fc'derigo had courteously saluted 
her, she said: 

“How do you do, Fedc*rigo? I have come; here to make amends 
for the damage you have suflered through me; by loving me more 
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than was needed. And in token of this, I intend to dine today 
familiarly with you and my companion here.” 

“Madonna,” replied Federigo humbly, “I do not remember ever 
to have suffered any damage through you, but rceeir-ed so much 
good that if I was ever worth anything it was owing to your worth 
and the love I bore it. Your generous visit to me is so precious to 
me that I could spend again all that I have spent; but you have 
come to a poor host.” 

So saying, he modestly took her into his house, and from there 
to his garden. Since there wms nobody else to remain in her com¬ 
pany, he said: 

“Madonna, since there is nobody ('ls<', this good w'oman, the wife 
of this workman, will keep you company, whiU> 1 go set the table.” 

Now, although his poverty w'us e.’ctreme, 1 k' had never before 
realised what necessity he had falkm into by liis foolish extrava¬ 
gance in spending his w'ealth. But hc‘ rt'pentt'd of it that morning 
when he could find nothing with which to do honour to the lady, 
for love of whom he had entertained vast numbers of men in the 
past. In his anguish he cursed himsc'lf and his fortune and ran up 
and down like a man out of his senses, unable to find money or any¬ 
thing to pawn. The hour was late and his desire to honour the lady 
extreme, yet he would not apply to anyone els(', evem to his own 
workman; when suddenly his eye fell upon his falcon, perched on 
a bar in the sitting room. Having no oru' to whom he could appeal, 
he took the bird, and finding it plump, deeid<'d it would be food 
worthy such a lady. So without further tliought, he wrung its neck, 
made his little maid servant cpiickly irluck and pre|)are it, and put 
it on a spit to roast. He spread the tabk‘ with tlu' w'hitc'st napery, of 
which he had some left, and returned to tlu‘ lady in the garden 
with a cheerful face, saying that the meal lie had been able to 
prepare for her was ready. 

The lady and her companion arose and vv'ent to tabk% and there 
together with Federigo, who sruved it with the grcuUest devotion, 
they ate the good falcon, not knowing what it was. They left the 
table and spent some time in clu*c‘r£ul conv(‘rs:ition, and the lady, 
thinking the time had now come to say w'liat she* had come for, 
spoke fairly to Federigo as follows: 

“Federigo, when you remember your former life and my chastity, 
which no doubt you considc'rc'd harsliness and c*ruelty, I have no 
doubt that you will be surpris(>d at my pr<‘sumption when you hear 
what I have come here for chiefly. But if you had children, through 
whom you could know the powc-r of parental love, I am certain 
that you would to some extent excuse nu*. 

But, as you have no child, I have one, and i c'unnot escape the 
common laws of mothers. Compelled by their power, 1 have come 
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to ask you—against my will, and against all good manners and 
duty—for a gift, which I know is something especially dear to you, 
and reasonably so, because I know your straitened fortune has left 
you no other pleasure, no other recreation, no other consolation. 
This gift is your falcon, which has so fascinated my child that if I 
do not take it to him, I am afraid his present illness will grow so 
much worse that I may lose him. Therefore, I beg you, not by the 
love you bear me (which holds you to nothing), but by your own 
nobleness, which has shown itself so much greater in all courteous 
usage than is wont in other men, that you will be pleased to give 
it me, so that through this gift I may be able to say that I have 
saved my child's life, and thus be ever under an obligation to you.” 

When Federigo heard the lady's request and knew that he could 
not serve her, because he had given her the bird to eat, he began 
to weep in her presence, for he could not speak a word. The lady 
at first thought that his grief came from having to part with his 
good falcon, rather than from anything else, and she was almost on 
the point of retraction. But she remained firm and waited for 
Federigo's reply after his lamentation. And he said: 

"'Madonna, ever since it has pleased God that I should set my 
love upon you, I have felt that Fortune has been contrary to me in 
many things, and have grieved for it. But they are all light in com¬ 
parison with what she has done to me now, and I shall never be at 
peace with her again when I reflect that you came to my poor 
house, which you never deigned to visit when it was rich, and asked 
me for a little gift, and Fortune has so acted that I cannot give it 
to you. Why this cannot be, I will briefly tell you. 

"When I heard that you in your graciousness desired to dine with 
me and I thought of your excellence and your worthiness, I thought 
it right and fitting to honour you with the best food I could obtain; 
so, remembering the falcon you ask me for and its value, I thought 
it a meal worthy of you, and today you had it roasted on the dish 
and set forth as best I could. But now I see that you wanted the 
bird in another form, it is such a grief to me that I cannot serve you 
that I think I shall never be at peace again.” 

And after saying this, he showed her the feathers and the feet 
and the beak of the bird in proof. When the lady heard and saw 
all this, she first blamed him for having killed such a falcon to 
make a meal for a woman; and then she inwardly commended his 
greatness of soul which no poverty could or would be able to abate. 
But, having lost all hope of obtaining the falcon, and thus perhaps 
the health of her son, she departed sadly and returned to the child. 
Now, either from disappointment at not having the falcon or be¬ 
cause his sickness must inevitably have led to it, the child died not 
many days later, to the mother's extreme grief. 
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► Which is more Important 
in a husband, wealth or 
good character? 


One of 0. Henry’s stories, 
“The Gift of the Magi," has 
a similar plot: A husband 
sells his watch to buy his 
wife an expensive comb for 
Christmas, and the wife 
sells her beautiful 
long hair to buy her 
husband a watch-fob. 


Although she spent some time in tears and bitterness, yet, since 
she had been left very rich and was still }'Oung, her brothers often 
urged her to marry again. She did not u'ant to do so, but as they 
kept on pressing her, she remembered the worthiness of Federigo 
and his last act of generosity, in killing such a falcon to do her 
honour. 

“I will gladly submit to marriage when you please,” she said to 
her brothers, “but if you want me to take a hnsband, I will take no 
man hut Federigo degli Alberighi.” 

At this her brothers laughed at her, saying: 

“Why, what are you talking about, you fool? Why do you want a 
man who hasn’t a penny in the world?” 

But she replied: 

“Brothers, I know it is as you say, but T would rather have a man 
who needs money than money which ikh'cIs a man.” 

Seeing her determination, the brothers, who knew Federigo’s 
good qualities, did as she wanted, and gave* hc'r with all her wealth 
to him, in spite of his poverty. Federigo, finding that he had such 
a woman, whom he loved so much, with all her wcnilth to hoot, as 
his wife, was more prudent with his money in tlu' future', and ended 
his days happily with her. 

THE SIXTH DAY, THE FOURTH TALE 

Chichibio, cook to Ciirrado GUmfif;,liazzi, chan^cfi Currado’s anger 
to laughter, and so escapes the punishmenl with which Currado had 
threatened him. 

Lauretta was silent, and they all praised Nonno; whereupon the 
queen ordered Neiflle to follow next. And she said: 

Amorous ladies, although quick wits often provide speakers with 
useful and witty words, yet Fortune, which sometimes aids the 
timid, often puts words into their mouths which they would never 
have thought of in a calm moment. This f iiUt'nd to show you by 
my tale. 

As everyone of you must have heard and sc-cn, Currado Gian- 
figliazzi was always a noble citizen of our city, liberal and magnif¬ 
icent, leading a gentleman’s life, continually delighting in dogs and 
hawks, and allowing his more serious affairs to slide. One day near 
Peretola his falcon brought down a c:rane, and finding it to be 
plump and young he sent it to Iris excellent cook, a Venetian named 
Chichibio, telling him to roast it for supper and sec that it was 
weU done. 

Chichibio, who was a hit of a fool, prc'pared the crane, set it 
before the fire, and began to cook it carefully. When it was nearly 
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done and giving off a most savoury odour, there came into the 
kitchen a young peasant woman, named Brunetta, with whom 
Chichibio was very much in love. Smelling the odour of the bird 
and seeing it, she begged Chichibio to give her a leg of it. But he 
replied with a snatch of song: 

‘"You wont get it from me, Donna Brunetta, you wont get it from 
me. 

This made Donna Brunetta angry, and she said: 

^‘God’s faith, if you don't give it me, youll never get anything 
you want from me.” 

In short, they had high words together. In the end Chichibio, not 
wanting to anger his lady-love, took off one of the crane's legs, and 
gave it to her. A little later the one-legged crane was served before 
Currado and his guests. Currado was astonished at the sight, sent 
for Chichibio, and asked him what had happened to the other leg 
of the crane. The lying Venetian replied: 

^‘Sir, cranes only have one leg and one foot.” 

"What the devil d'you mean,” said Currado angrily, ""by saying 
they have only one leg and foot? Did I never see a crane before?” 

""It's as I say, Sir,” Chichibio persisted, ""and I'll show it you in 
living birds whenever you wish.” 

Currado would not bandy further words from respect to his 
guests, but said: 

""Since you promise to show me in living birds something I never 
saw or heard of, I shall be glad to see it tomorrow morning. But, 
by the body of Christ, if it turns out otherwise I'll have you tanned 
in such a way that you'll remember my name as long as you live.” 

When day appeared next morning, Currado, who had not been 
able to sleep for rage all night, got up still furious, and ordered his 
horses to be brought. He made Chichibio mount a pad, and took 
him in the direction of a river where cranes could always be seen 
at that time of day, saying: 

""We'll soon see whether you were lying or not last night.” 

Chichibio, seeing that Currado was still angry and that he must 
try to prove his lie, which he had not the least idea how to do, rode 
alongside Currado in a state of consternation, and would willingly 
have fled if he had known how. But as he couldn't do that, he kept 
gazing round him and thought everything he saw was a crane with 
two legs. But when they came to the river, he happened to be the 
first to see a dozen cranes on the bank, all standing on one leg as 
they do when they are asleep. He quickly pointed them out to 
Currado, saying: 

""Messer, you can see that what I said last evening is true, that 
cranes have only one leg and one foot; you have only to look at 
them over there.” 
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A scapulary is a monk’s 
sleeveless outer garment. 
Paternoster is Latin for “Our 
Father,” the first words of 
the Lord’s Prayer. Laments 
and lauds are hymns. 


“Wait,” said Currado, “I’ll show you they have two.” 

And going up closer to them, he shouted: “Ho! Ho!” And at this 
the cranes put down their other legs and, after running a few steps 
took to flight. Currado then turned to Chichibio, saying: 

“Now, you glutton, what of it? D’you think they have»two?” 

In his dismay Chichibio, not knowirtg how the words came to 
him, replied: 

“Yes, messer, but you didn’t shout ‘ho! ho!’ to the bird last night 
If you had shouted, it would have put out the other leg and foot 
as those did.” 

Currado was so pleased with this answer that all his anger was 
converted into merriment and laughter, and hr* said: 

“Chichibio, you’re right; I ought to have' done so.” 

So with this quick and amusing answc'r Chichibio escaped pun¬ 
ishment, and made his peace with his master. 

THE SEVENTH DAY, THE FIRST TALE 

Gianni Lotteringhi hears a knock at his door hy night, he wakes 
his wife and she makes him ihmk it is a ghost. They go and 
exorcise it, and the knocking ceases. 

It would have pleased me better, Sir, if such had been your 
pleasure that some other person than I should have begun on the 
excellent topic of which we art' to spt'ak. But sinct' you wish me to 
set an example to the others, I shall gladly do so. And I shall en¬ 
deavour, dearest ladies, to say somt'thing which may bo useful to 
you in the future; for if other womt'ii are as timorous as I am, 
especially of ghosts-though Cod knows 1 don’t know what they 
are and never found anyone who did, unci yt*t we all etiually fear 
them-by carefully listening to my tale you will learn a good and 
holy prayer which will he most useful in driving them away when 
they come to you. 

In the district of San Brancazio in Florentit' thc'rt' lived a wool- 
comber named Gianni Lotteringhi, a man who was more skilled in 
his art than wise in other matters. Beiitg a simple sort of man he 
was often made leader of the .singers of Santa Maria Novella, and 
had to oversee their school. He fillt'd many other sut'h trivial offices, 
which gave him a high opinion of himself. 'I’liis came about because 
he was a fairly wealthy man, and frecmt'iitly mack' presents to the 
good friars. Now since he gave .some' of them hose, and some hoods, 
and some scapularies, they tauglit him u.seful prayers and the 
Paternoster in the vulgar tongue and the song of Saint Alesso, and 
the lament of San Bernardo, and the: lauds of Madonna Matclda, 
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and the like icliocies, which he esteemed greatly, and made much 
use of for the salvation of his soul 

His wife was a very beantifnl, clever and cliarming woman, by 
name Monna Tessa, the daughter of Mannuccio dc la Ciicnlia. 
Perceiving that her husband was a simpleton, and having fallen in 
love with a handsome young man named Federigo di Neri Pegolotti 
who was also in love with luu; slie arranged with her maid servant 
that Federigo should t‘ome to spcmk with her in a house which her 
husband had in (kimerata. Slu‘ spent the whole summer in this 
place; and Gianni sometinK\s (‘ame to stay there, and next morning 
returned to his businc\ss and his cbureh singing. 

Federigo, who d(\sired lier gnnitly, went there one evening by 
arrangement when Gianni was away, and with grcnit delight dined 
and slept with the lady; and as she lay in his arms that night she 
taught him six of her Imsband s psalms. But, since neither she nor 
Federigo intended this to he the last time they werc^ together, and 
since they did not want to send the servant for him cxich time, they 
made the following arrangement: ewery day when he visited or 
returned from a house he owned near there, lie was to look into a 
vineyard near hcT liouse where he would see the skull of a donkey 
on one of the poles in thc^ vineyard, and when the skull was turned 
in the direction of FIorenct‘ hc^ c'onkl come to her that evening in 
all security, and if he did not find tlu‘ door open, he was to knock 
softly three timers and she would open it for Ihm; but when he saw 
the donkey’s skull turned towards Fic\sol(\ he was not to come, 
because Gianni would be here, And in this way they often managed 
to see each other. 

But on one occasion whem B\‘derigo was to sup with Monna Tessa 
it happened that (hanni arrivttl late at night, aftca* saying that he 
would not come, Tlie lady was grciatly distressed, and he* and she 
supped on a little saltc^l mcait which slic' had had cooked separately; 
she ordered the servant to put into a wliite napkin two boiled fowls 
and a number of new laid eggs and a flask of good wine, and to 
lay them down at th(» foot of a p(‘aeh tree which stood beside a 
lawn in the garden, that could he n^aclied without going through 
the housc-a place wherc^ she liad morc^ than oucc* suppc'd with 
Federigo. And sIk^ was so upset about all this that she <iuite forgot 
to tell the servant to wait until hVderigo came and to tell him that 
Gianni was there, and tliat he was to lakc^ the things she had put in 
the garden. She and (Jianni and the sc^rvant had not been long in 
bed when along eame Fcchaigo and tappcal gently at the door, 
but she feigned sleep to prevent any suspicion of herself in Giaimfs 
mind. After waiting a little^, Ft»dcu1go tapped a second time, and 
Gianni in surprise poked his wife, aud said: 






‘Tessa, can you hear what I hear? Someone seems to be knocking 
at our door/' 

The lady, who had heard it better than he had, pretended to 
wake up, and said: 

"What? Ehr 

"I say,” persisted Gianni, "that someone seems to be knocking at 
our door.” 

"Knocking?” said the lady. "Why, dear Gianni, don t you know 
what it is? Ifs the ghost which has terrified me so much these last 
nights that as soon as I hear it I put my head under the clothes, and 
haven’t dared to look out again until it was broad daylight.” 

"Come now,” said Gianni, "don’t be afraid. Before we went to 
bed I said the Te lucis and the Intemerata and other prayers, and 
blessed the bedposts in the name of the Father, the Son and the 
Holy Ghost; so there’s no need to fear that it can do us any harm, 
whatever power it has.” 

The lady did not want Federigo to feel any suspicions about her 
and be angry, so she determined to get up and let him know that 
Gianni was there. She therefore said to her husband: 

"Your words may have made you safe, but I shall never think 
myself safe and sound until we have exorcised it while you are 
here.” 

"But how can it be exorcised?” said Gianni. 

"I know how to exorcise it,” said the lady, "for when I went to 
the special church service at Fiesole the other day, one of those 
woman hermits—who is the most holy woman in the world, Gianni 
—seeing me so much terrified, taught me a holy and eflScacious 
prayer; and she said she had made use of it more than once before 
she became a hermit, and had always found it worked. But God 
knows I never dared to go and test it by myself; but now that you 
are here, let us go together and exorcise it.” 

Gianni said he was quite ready; so they got up and went softly 
to the door where Federigo, already rather suspicious, was waiting. 
Said the lady to Gianni: 

"Spit when I tell you to.” 

"Bight!” said Gianni. 

The lady then began the exorcism, and said: 

"Spirit, spirit, who goest by night, by the path you came here, 
depart. Go to the garden, and there at the foot of the peach tree 
you will find a filthy dirty thing and a hundred droppings of my 
hen. Put a cork in the wine flask and depart, and do no harm to 
me and my Gianni.” 

She then said to her husband: "Spit, Gianni”; and Gianni spat. 
Federigo outside the door heard all this, and immediately recovered 
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from his jealousy and consc<iuent ill-tompcr; indeed lie was bursting 
with laughter and w'hen Gianni spat hc' said softly: 

“Your teeth!” 

When the lady had exorcised the ghost three times in this way, 
she returned to bed with her husband. 

Federigo, who had been expecting a supper and had none, under¬ 
stood the words of the' exorcism perfectly well. He went into the 
garden, found the two fowls, the wine, and the eggs, at the foot of 
the large peach trc'e, look thc'in home, and supped heartily. And 
afterwards, when he was with tlu' lady, he often laughed over the 
exorcism with her. 

True it is that some' people say that the lady had turned the 
donkey’s skull in the direction of Fiesolc' but that a workman pass¬ 
ing through the gardc'ii gave it a knock with his stick, and turned it 
round in the direction of Florc’iict', so that Federigo thought she 
had given the signal, and therefore c:ame, and that lady’s exorcism 
was after this fashion; 

“Spirit, spirit, dc'part in God's nanu', for I didn’t turn the donkey’s 
skull, someone else did. God punish him, and I’m here with my 
Gianni.” 

And .so Federigo had to go away without supper or bed. But a 
neighbour of mine, a very old lady, tells me that both vc'rsions arc' 
trae, according to what she lu'ard when a child. But the scicond did 
not happen to Gianni l,otteringhi hut to a man namc'd Gianni di 
Nello, who lived by the* Porta San Piero, and was as big a fool as 
Gianni Lotteringhi. 

And so, dear ladies, it is for you to choo.sc' which of the two you 
like the best, or both of them. They are most useful in such cases, 
as you have just heard. T'ry them, and you may yet be glad of them. 


THE AUTHOR’S CONCTAISION 

Some of you may say that in writing thc.se talc's I have taken too 
much license, by making ladies sometimes say and often listc'n to 
matters which are not proper to be said or heard by virtuous ladicis. 
This I deny, for thc'rc' is nothing so unchaste but may be said 
chastely if modc'st words an* used; and this I think I have done. 

But suppose' it to be triu'—and I shall not strive with you, for you 
are certain to win-I reply that 1 hav(' many arguments ready. First, 
if there is any licc'nse in sonu' of them, thc' nature of tlu! stories 
demanded it; and if any uiuh'rstanding person looks at them with a 
reasonable eye he will sr'c tliat they could not be; related otherwise, 
unless I had altered them ('utirt'ly. . . . 





► Can pornographic iitera- 
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In addition, anyone can see that these things wei*e not told In 
church, where everything should be treated with reverent words 
and minds (although you will find plenty of license in the stories 
of the church); nor were they told in a school of philosophers, 
where virtue is as much required as anywhere else; . . . but they 
were told in gardens, in pleasure places, by young people who were 
old enough not to be led astray by stories, and at a time when 
everyone threw his cap over the mill and the most virtuous were 
not reproved for it 

But, such as they are, they may be amusing or hannful, like 
everything else, according to the persons who listen to them. . . . 

No corrupt mind ever understands words healthily. And ... so 
the well-disposed cannot be harmed by words which are somewhat 
less than virtuous. . . . 

Those who have to say paternosters and play the hypocrite to 
their confessor can leave . . . [my tal(\s] alonc^; my tales will run 
after nobody asking to be read. . . . 

I suppose some people will say that some of the tales are too 
long. I reply that for those who have something cdse to do it is 
folly to read the tales, even when they are short. . . . To those who 
read for pastime, no tale can be too long if it succeeds in its object. 
Brevity befits students, who labour to spend time usefully, not to 
make it pass; but not you, ladies, who have unoecjupied all that 
time you do not spend in love pleasures. . . . 

I have no doubt that others will say that the things related are 
too full of jests and jokes, and that it ill befits a grave and weighty 
man to write such things. . . . Considering that the friars' sermons, 
which are made to censure men s sins, are full of jokes and jests and 
railleries, I think that such things* do not go ill in my tales, which 
are written to drive away ladies' melancholy. However, if the tales 
make them laugh too much, they can easily cure that by reading 
the lamentations of Jeremiah, the passion of the Saviour and the 
penitence of Mary Magdalene. , - , 

I leave it to every lady to say and tihnk wliat she pleases; for 
me it is time to end my words, giving tlmnks }uiml)ly to Him who 
by His aid and after so much labour has l)rought me to tlie desired 
end. 

And you, fair ladies, rest in peace in Ilis gract;; and if in reading 
any of these tales you find any pleasure, rtanenibcr nw. 
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11 


THP-EL .hRTISTS 
DISCUSS THEIR ART 


Many people have never consciously assessed the quality 
of a work of art. And why should they? If a painting touches a 
responsive chord in the viewer, what need does he have for 
esthetic criteria? In reply to this question, art critics point to the 
new levels of appreciation that accompany knowledge. Experience 
with color, form, line, and texture can help you understand why an 
artist painted or sculptured a subject in a certain way, just as knowl¬ 
edge of the structure of language and verse forms can help you to 
understand poetry. 

Renaissance artists understood this relationship between knowl¬ 
edge and enjoyment. In fact, many of them wrote art criticism, in 
which they expressed esthetic ideals. To the classical ideals of har¬ 
mony and proportion. Renaissance artists added something new: 
a striving for the perfect representation of the real world. As 
wealthy Renaissance bankers and politicians began to demand 
portraits of themselves, artists learned to paint and carve natural¬ 
looking representations of living men. As scientists discovered laws 
that gave order to the world, artists began to discover laws that 
gave order to their work. Artists became mathematicians, calcu¬ 
lating ways to depict distance as seen by the human eye, devising 
formulas to guide them in showing the human body in its correct 
proportions. 

In Reading 11, three Florentine artists describe their ideals and 
standards. As you read their statements, think about the following 
questions: 

1. ERha: criteria for good portrait painting are implied by \Risarib 
praise or the Mona Lisa? Do you agree with Vasarfs criteria? 
Why or why not? 

2. What criteria for good sculpture are implied b>' Cellini’s criti¬ 
cism of Eandiriellos Hercules and Caeus? Do you agree with 
Ceillnih ciTteria? Why or wh\’ not? 

3. What seem to be Albertis criteria for beauty in architecture? 
Do you think any of Ills criteria could be used to judge modern 
architecture? Exxilain. 

4. What difference would it make in a persons life if lie failed to 
deimlop criteria for judging painting, sculpture, and architec¬ 
ture? Ha\'e you developed criteria not iiientioiied by Vasari, 
Cellini, and Alberti"^ Explain. 
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!Mona £isa: The Ideal Portrait 

Giorgio Vasari, himself a sixteenth-century painter and 
architect, is best known for the biographies he icrote of other Ren¬ 
aissance artists. In the following selection from his biography of 
Leonardo da Vinci, Vasari describes the Mona Lisa and suggests 
some criteria for the perfect portrait. 


‘^asarfs Liwes of tli6 Irtists, 
8 ± by Betty Burroughs 
York; Simon and 
Schuster, 3nc., 1946), p. 194 
Copyright, ® 1946, by Betty 
Burroughs. Reprinted by 
permission of Simon & 
Schuster, Inc. British rights 
controlled by George Alien & 
Unwin Ltd. 


For Francesco del Giocondo, Leonardo undertook to paint the 
portrait of Mona Lisa, his wife [La Gioconda], but, after loitering 
over it for four years, he left it unfinished. . . . Whoever desires to 
see how far art can imitate nature, may do so by observing this 
head wherein every subtlety and every peculiarity have been 
faithfully reproduced. The eyes are bright and moist, and around 
them are those pale, red, and slightly livid circles seen in life, while 
the lashes and eyebrows are represented with the closest exactitude 
with the separate hairs drawn as they issue from the skin, every 
turn being followed and all the pores exhibited in the most natural 
manner. The nose with its beautiful and delicately red nostrils 
might easily be believed to be alive. The mouth, admirable in 
outline, is rose tinted in harmony with the carnation of the cheeks, 
which seems not painted, but of flesh and blood. He who looks 
earnestly at the pit of the throat must fancy he sees the beating of 
the pulse. It is a marvel of art. Mona Lisa was very beautiful, and 
while he painted her, Leonardo had someone near at hand to sing 
or play to her, or to amuse her with jests, to keep from her that 
look of melancholy so common in portraits. . . . 


Benvenuto Cellini, 
Mofaiograpiiy, trans. by 
George Bull {Baltimore; 
Penguin Books, Ltd., 1956), 
pp. 336-337. Reprinted by 
permission. 


Cellini Attacks a Rival 

The following passage from Cellinis Autobiography 
describes an exchange between Cellini and a third-rate sculptor 
named Bandinello. In criticizing his rival, Cellini expressed some of 
his own ideals as well as those of other Florentine artists. 

The Duke stood there, listening with great enjoyment, and while 
I was talking Bandinello kept twisting and turning and making the 
most unimaginably ugly faces—and his face was ugly enough al¬ 
ready. Suddenly the Duke moved ofi, making his way through some 
ground-floor rooms, and Bandinello followed him. The chamberlains 
took me by the cloak and led me after them. So we followed the 
Duke till his Most Illustrious Excellency reached an apartment 
where he sat down with Bandinello and me on either side of him. 
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Baxidine&.o, Hercules and Cacus Michelano-f^ln Ttmiirl 

Photo by Nino Mascardi, Manite Photo by LuisVilloi 
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In Roman mythology, Cacus 
was a fire-breathing monster 
who dared lo steal some 
cattie from Hercoles. in 
revenge Hercules s!ev^ him. 

Traditionally, Italian 
Renaissance poets wrote 
sonnets in celebration 
of the unveiling of 
a public work of art 

A sacristy is a room in a 
church where sacred 
vestments and vessels are 
kept Cellini is here 
referring to the sacristy of 
the church of San Lorenzo 
in Florence, usually called the 
Medici Chapel. Michelangelo 
adorned it with a magnificent 
group of sculptures of the 
Medici family. Lorenzo and 
his brother Giuliano are 
buried here, their tombs 
flanked by Michelangelo's 
sculptures of saints. 


I stood there without saying anything, and the men standing round 
—several of his Excellency s servants-all stared hard at Bandinello. 
. . . Then Bandinello began to gabble. 

My Lord/’ he said, ‘when I uncovered my Hercules and Cacus 
I am sure that more than a hundred wretched sonnets were written 
about me, containing the worst abuse one could possibly iimagine 
this rabble capable of.” 

Replying to this, I said: “My lord, when our Michelangelo 
Buonarroti revealed his Sacristy, where there are so many fine 
statues to be seen, our splendid, talented Florentine artists, the 
friends of truth and excellence, wrote more than a hundred sonnets, 
every man competing to give the highest praise. As Bandinello’s 
work deserved all the abuse that he says was thrown at it, so 
Buonarrotis deserved all the good that was said of it.” 

Bandinello grew so angry that he nearly burst: he turned to me 
and said: “And what faults can you point out?” 

“I shall tell you if you’ve the patience to listen.” 

‘"Go on then.” 

The Duke and all the others who were there waited attentively, 
and I began. 

First I said: “I must say that it hurts me to point out the defects 
in your work: but I shall not do that, I shall tell you what the 
artists of Florence say about it” 

One moment the wretched fellow was muttering something un¬ 
pleasant, the next shifting his feet and gesticulating; he made me 
so furious that I began in a much more insulting way than I would 
have done had he behaved otherwise. 

The expert school of Florence says that if Hercules’ hair were 
shaven off there wouldn’t be enough of his pate to hold in his brain; 
and that one can t be sure whether his face is that of a man or a 
cross between a lion and an ox; that it’s not looking the right way; 
and that its badly joined to the neck, so clumsily and unskilfully 
that nothing worse has ever been seen; and that his ugly shoulders 
are like the two pommels of an ass’s pack-saddle; that his breast 
and the rest of his muscles aren’t based on a man’s but are copied 
from a great sack full of melons, set upright against a wall. The 
loins look as if they are copied from a sack of long marrows. As for 
the legs, it’s impossible to understand how they’re attached to the 
sorry-looking trunk; it’s impossible to see on which leg he’s stand¬ 
ing, or on which he’s balancing, and he certainly doesn’t seem to be 
resting his weight on both, as is the case with some of the work 
done by those artists who know something. What can be seen is 
that he’s leaning forward more than a third of a cubit; and this by 
itself is the worst and the most intolerable error that useless, vulgar 


198 




craftsmen can make. A.s for the arms, it’.s said that they both stick 
out awkwardly, that tlK'y’re so inelegant that it seems you’ve never 
set eyes on a live nnch'; that the right leg of Hercules is joined to 
that of Cacus in the middle in such a way that if one of the two 
were removed both of them—not merely onc-would be without a 
calf. And they sa>- tliat oiu' of th<' feet of the Hercules is buried, and 
the other looks as if someone has lit a fire under it.” 


An Architect’s Standards of Beauty 

Leone Batlisia Alberti teas a painter, musician, and 
scholar, hut primarihj an architect, amonp, the greatest of fifteenth- 
century Italy. His emphasis on classical ideals was derived from 
his humanist .'itudics, and he follau cd these ideals in his own work. 


It is my opinion that beauty, majesty, gracefulness, and the like 
charms consist in those particulars which, if you alter or take away, 
the whole would be tiuule homely and disagreeable. . . . For every 
body consists of cautain peculiar parts, of which if you take away 
any one, or les.sen, or (‘iilarge it, or remove it to an improper place, 
the beauty and gnic-e of tin's body will at once bo lamed and 
spoiled. . . . 

What gives the bt'uuty and grace to the whole ... is that which 
we will call congruity, which we may consider as the original of 
all that is graceftd and handsome. The businc.ss of congruity is to 
put together members differing from each other in their natures in 
such a manner that they form a beautiful whole. . . . This is what 
architecture chiefly aims at, and by this she obtains her beauty, 
dignity, and value. 

The ancients . . . tried to imitate! nature, as the greatest artist at 
all manner of compositions; and for this purpose the ancients 
labored, as far us the industry of man could reach, to discover the 
laws upon which naturt' herself acted in the production of her 
works. These laws th<‘ ancients transferred to architectun!. . . . 
They found . . . that bodic's wt'rt! not always composed of ctiual 
parts or members; .so it happens that, of tlie bodies produced by 
nature, som(* are sjualler, .some! larger, and .some middling. Con¬ 
sidering that OIK* building differed from another, because! of the 
function it was to S(‘r\'(*, . . , they found it necessary to make them 
of various kinds, 'I'lius from an imitation of nature they invented 
three manners of adorning a buikling and gave them names drawn 
from their first inventors. One was better contrived for strength 
and duration: this they called Doric; another was more tapered and 
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beautiful: this they named Corinthian; another was a kind of 
medium composed from the other two, and this they called 
Ionic. . . . 

From the imitation of nature, they never made the ribs of their 
structure, that is to say, the columns, angles, and the like, in uneven 
numbers; as you shall not find any animal that stands or moves 
upon an odd number of feet. On the contrary, they made their 
doors and windows always in uneven numbers, as nature herself 
has done in some instances; for though in animals she has placed 
an ear, an eye, and a nostril on each side, yet the great aperture 
the mouth, she has set singly in the middle. 

12 THE ARTIST AS SCiEN'flST: 
LEONARDO DA Vl.NCi 

In Leonardo da Vinci, the spirit of scientific inquiry that 
informed Renaissance art found its greatest gemius. Todiy most 
artists study anatomy, but in Renaissance times religious zealots 
often charged students of anatomy with witchcraft, saying the body 
was the temple of the soul and should not be examined l)y inquis¬ 
itive eyes. Nevertheless, Leonardo devoted himself to the study of 
the physical world. He dissected human cadavers as well as flowers, 
other plants, and animals, convinced that if he knew how something 
worked, he would be more able to draw it accurately. 

Leonardo continually expanded his investigations and experi¬ 
ments. He studied geology, engineering, mathematics, botany, and 
architecture. He devised and sketched numerous inventions—mili¬ 
tary equipment, underwater vessels, flying machines-often pro¬ 
phetic, but mostly undeveloped in his lif(‘time. His Notebooks, 
twenty thousand pages of sketches, calculations, and notes, combine 
disorder with closely reasoned scientific solutions to problems of all 
kinds. They were written backward so that they can bo read only in 
a mirror, a precaution Leonardo took to kt;ep his ideas from the 
attention of fanatics who might accuse him of witchcraft. 

Leonardo’s fame rests largely on his paintings and drawings. He 
spent so much time collecting scientific data that he completed only 
a few major works of art. But his greatest paintings show the per¬ 
fect naturalism that was the Renaissancr; ideal. Lt'onardo made 
thousands of sketches of heads, torsos, arms, legs, and features, both 
still and in motion, to achieve his masterful representation of the 
human body. He also showed himself a keen observer of human 
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psychology: The lady called Mona Lisa has intrigued men for four 
centuries, and Leonardo was the first artist to paint the Last Supper 
as a study in human reactions to the personality of Christ. Yet, 
despite his great achievements, Leonardo was never satisfied. On 
page after page in the last of his Notebooks he wrote despairingly, 
"Tell me if anything at all was done.’’ 

This extraordinary man was bom in a village outside the small 
town of Vinci near Florence in 1452. He was the illegitimate son of 
a lawyer and a woman who was probably a servant. Leonardo 
never received a classical education. He learned Latin in middle 
life but never mastered Greek. At thirty he left Florence to seek 
the patronage of the duke of Milan. He lived in Milan for twenty 
years, working as the duke’s engineer, scenery designer, architect, 
and all-around resident artist. Later he found patrons in other 
cities. He died in France in 1519. 

Reading 12 begins with a selection from Vasari’s biography of 
Leonardo, then moves on to some selections from Leonardo’s Note¬ 
books, As you read, keep the following questions in mind: 

1. List the activities to which Leonardo turned his attention. What 
does the list imply about Leonardo’s view of the good man and 
the good life? 

2. What Renaissance ideals does Vasari express in his evaluation 
of Leonardo? 

3. How did Leonardo make a living? What does your conclusion 
tell you about how his patrons viewed the good life and the 
good society? 

4. How did Leonardo seem to define his duty to himself? to his 
society? What personal values and ideals appear in the selec¬ 
tion from his Notebooks? 


A Sixteenth-Century Account 
of Leonardo’s Life 

Giorgio Vasari wrote biographies of sixty Renaissance 
artists. The account that follows is from his book. 

Truly admirable, indeed, and divinely endowed was Leonardo 
da Vinci, the son of Ser Piero da Vinci. He might have been a 
scientist if he had not been so versatile. But the instability of his 
character caused him to take up and abandon many things. In 
arithmetic, for example, he made such rapid progress during the 
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Andrea del Verrocchio 
(1435-1488) was a Florentine 
painter and sculptor noted 
for his realistic portraits 
and sculptures of 
Renaissance leaders. 


Terra-cotta is a form of 
baked clay with a rich, 
red-brown color. 


short time he studied it that he often confoundc'd his teacher b 
his questions. He also began the study of music and resolved to 
learn to play the lute, and as he was by nature of e.xaltcd imagina¬ 
tion, and full of the most graceful vivacity, he sang and accom¬ 
panied himself most divinely, impro\’ising both vc'rses and music. 

Though he divided his attention among pursuits so varied 
Leonardo never abandoned his drawing, and also continued to 
model in relief, occupations which attracic'd him more than any 
others. His father, Ser Piero, observing this and taking into account 
the extraordinary character of his son’s gt'nius, took some of 
Leonardo’s drawings to Andrea del Verrocchio, his intimate friend. 
He begged Andrea to tell him whether tlu' boy show'ed promise 
Verrocchio was amazed at these early efforts of Leonarclo’s and 
advised Ser Piero to see to it that his son become a painter 
Leonardo was therefore sent to study in the* shop of Andrc'a, whither 
he went most willingly. He studied not oiu‘ branch of art only, 
but all. Admirably intelligent, and an c'xcc'lk'iit geometrician be¬ 
sides, Leonardo not only worked in sculpture-certain terra-cotta 
heads of smiling women and others of childrcm done in early 
boyhood seem to be the work of a mastc'r-but, us an architect, 
designed ground plans and entire buildings; and, as an engineer, 
was the one who first suggested making a canal from Florence 
to Pisa by altering the river Arno. Ia‘onardo also designed mills 
and water-driven machines. But, as he had resolved to make paint¬ 
ing his profession, he spent most of his tinu> drawing from life. He 
sometimes modeled clay figures on which lu* drupc'd soft cloth 
dipped in plaster, and from tlu‘se lu' mad<‘ careful drawings on 
fine linen. He drew on paper also with so much care* and so per¬ 
fectly that no one has equaled him. L<‘onardo, imbued with power 
and grace, was endowed with .so marvelous a facility, and his 
niind, his memory, and his hand wc-re so efficient in the service of 
his intellect, that he confounded every antagonist. 

Leonardo was frequently occupit'd in tlie preparation of plans 
to remove mountains or to piercie them with tunnels from plain to 
plain. By means of levers, cranes, and scrt'ws, he showc'd how to 
lift or move great weights. Designing dredging machines and in¬ 
venting the means of drawing watcir from the greatest dtqrths were 
among the speculations from which h(‘ nev(‘r rested. Many drawings 
of these projects exist which are chcrish<>d Iry thost; who practice 
our arts. . . . Among Leonardo’s models and drawings is one by 
means of which he sought to prove to the ruling citizens of 
Florence, many of them men of great discernment, that the church 
of San Giovanni could be raised and mounted upon a flight of steps 
without injury to the building. . . . 




Though his patrimony was a mere pittance, . . . Leonardo kept 
many servants and horses, taking extraordinary delight in the lat¬ 
ter. He was fond of all animals, and it is told that he used to buy 
caged birds only to set them free. Leonardo, in mind and spirit, 
gave evidence of such admirable power and perfection that what¬ 
ever he did bore an impress of harmony, truthfulness, goodness, 
sweetness, and grace, beyond all other men. 

Leonardo, with his profound comprehension of art, began many 
things that he never completed, because it seemed to him that 
perfection must elude him. He frequently formed in his imagina¬ 
tion enterprises so difficult and so subtle that they could not be 
entirely realized and worthily executed by human hands. His con¬ 
ceptions were varied to infinity. In natural philosophy, among other 
things, he examined plants and observed the stars—the movements 
of the planets, the variations of the moon, and the course of the 
sun. 

Leonardo afterward gave his attention to human anatomy, in 
company with Messer Marcantonio della Torre, an eminent philoso¬ 
pher. . . . Leonardo filled Marcantonio’s book with drawings in 
red crayon outlined with the pen. These were drawn with the 
utmost care from bodies dissected by his own hand. He set forth 
the structure, arrangement, and disposition of the bones. Later he 
added the nerves in their due order, and then the muscles. He 
wrote an explanation, left-handed and backward, that can be read 
only with a mirror. ... It seems almost incredible that this sublime 
genius could discourse, as he had done, of art, and of the muscles, 
nerves, veins, and every other part of the frame. There are besides, 
other writings of Leonardo’s, also written with the left hand. They 
treat of painting and design in general and his theory of color. . . . 

There was constant discord between Michelangelo Buonarroti 
and Leonardo. Michelangelo even left Florence because of it, and 
Duke Giuliano excused him by saying that the pope had summoned 
him to Rome. When Leonardo heard of this, he departed for France 
to the court of the King [Francis I] who already owned several of 
his works and wished him to paint the cartoon of Saint Anne. 
Leonardo kept him waiting according to his custom, a long time. 
Finally, being old, he lay sick for many months. When he found 
himself near death he made every effort to acquaint himself with 
the doctrine of the Catholic ritual. Then he confessed himself with 
great penitence and devoutly received the sacrament, sustained, 
because he could not stand, by his servants and friends. The King, 
who used to visit him often, came immediately afterward to his 
room. Leonardo was lamenting to him his fear that he had offended 
God and man, since he had not labored in art as he should have 


;> Dq ycu jika i: boh st lions 
or rigers pacing rastiessly in 
their cagais at ths 200? 


A cartoon, in this sense, is 
a preliminary sketch G¥er 
which the artist does a final 
tapestry, mosaic, or fresco 
{painting in v/et plaster). 
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done, when he was seized with a violent parox}\sm, the forerunner 
of death. The king rose and supported his head to assist him, in the 
hope of alleviating his pain, and Leonardo departed this life in 
the arms of the monarch. 


The Notebooks 


The Moteliote of Leonardo 
da Wmtl ed by Pamela Taylor 
{New York: The New 
American Library, Inc., 

1960), pp. 189, 190, 197, 
198-201. 


► Should society condemn 
capital punishment? 


Each of the following short quotations comes from one 
of Leonardo’s Notebooks, in ichich he recorded many of his ideas 
about art and man. The quotations represent Leonardo’s thoughts 
about a variety of subjects. 

Obstacles cannot crush me. 

Every obstacle yields to stern resolve. 

He who is fixed to a star does not change his mind. 

And you, O Man, who will discern in this work of mine the 
wonderful works of Nature, if you think it would be a criminal 
thing to destroy it, reflect how much mort^ criminal it is to take 
the life of a man; and if this, his external form, appears to thee 
marvelously constructed, remember that it is nothing as compared 
with the soul that dwells in that structure; for that indeed, be it 
what it may, is a thing divine. Leave it then to dw(‘ll in His work 
at His good will and pleasure, and let not your rage or malice 
destroy a life—for, indeed, he who does not value it, does not 
himself deserve it. 

All our knowledge has its origin in our perceptions. 

Science is the observation of things possible, whether present or 
past. . . . 

Avoid studies of which the result dies with the worker. 

Men wrongly complain of Experience; with great abuse they 
accuse her of leading them astray, but they .set Experience aside, 
turning from it with complaints us to our ignorance causing us to 
be carried away by vain and foolish desire.s to promi.se ourselves, 
in her name, things that are not in her power; .sayitig that she is 
fallacious. Men are unjust in complaining of innocent Experience, 
constantly accusing her of error and of false (widence. 

To lie is so vile, that even if it were in speaking well of godly 
things it would take off something from Clod’s grace; and truth is 
so excellent that if it praises but small things they became noble. 

Learning acquired in youth arrests the (wil of old age; and if 
you understand that old age has wisdom for its food, you will so 
conduct yourself in youth that your old age will not lack for 
nourishment. 
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The acquisition of any knowledge is always of use to the intellect, 
because it may thus drive out useless things and retain the good. 

For nothing can be loved or hated unless it is first known. 

As a day well spent procures a happy sleep, so a life well em¬ 
ployed procures a happy death. 

The water you touch in a river is the last of that which has 
passed, and the first of that which is coming. Thus it is with time 
present. 

Just as eating against one’s will is injurious to health, so study 
without a liking for it spoils the memory, and it retains nothing it 
takes in. 

It seems to me that men of coarse and clumsy habits and of 
small knowledge do not deserve such fine instruments nor so great 
a variety of natural mechanisms as men of speculation and of great 
knowledge; but merely a sack in which their food may be stowed 
and whence it may issue, since they cannot be judged to be any¬ 
thing else than vehicles for food; for it seems to me they have 
nothing about them of the human species but the voice and the 
figure, and for all the rest are much below beasts. 

That is not riches, which may be lost; virtue is our true good 
and the true reward of its possessor. That cannot be lost; that never 
deserts us, but when life leaves us. As to property and external 
riches, hold them with trembling; they often leave their possessor 
in contempt, and mocked at for having lost them. 

That man is of supreme folly who always wants for fear of 
wanting; and his life flies away while he is still hoping to enjoy 
the good things which he has with extreme labor acquired. 

We ought not to desire the impossible. 

Ask counsel of him who rules himself well. 

The man who does not restrain wantonness, allies himself with 
beasts. 

You can have no dominion greater or less than that over yourself. 

He who thinks little, errs much. 

The memory of benefits is a frail defense against ingratitude. 

Reprove your friend in secret and praise him openly. 

A simile for patience. Patience serves us against insults precisely 
as clothes do against the cold. For if you multiply your garments 
as the cold increases, that cold cannot hurt you; in the same way 
increase your patience under great offenses, and they cannot hurt 
your feelings. 

Threats alone are the weapons of the threatened man. 

He who walks straight rarely falls. 

It is ill to praise', and worse to reprimand in matters that you do 
not understand. 


► Do highly talented 
people deserve more 
of the world's goods? 
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13 THE STATE AND THE 
GOOD SOaETl" 


Niccolo Machiavclli, author of the selections in this 
reading, was born in 1469 into a poor but distinguished Florentine 
family. Largely self-educated, Machiavclli started his political 
career in 1498, just after Savonarola was cxccutc'd, by winning an 
appointment as secretary and diplomatic agent for one of the 
councils that headed the republican governnumt. He later under¬ 
took diplomatic missions all over Europe. 

In 1512 the Medici returned to power. Machiavclli, as a member 
of the overthrown government, was removed from ofTiee and ac¬ 
cused of conspiring against the state. Although he insisted upon 
his innocence, even under torture, his politic-al career seemed 
ruined. Impoverished and disheartened, lu> retreated to a small 
country home. There, during the ycair 1513, he w'rote most of two 
books. 

The shorter of those books, callc-cl The Prince, was dedicated to 
the new Medici ruler of Florence. Its immediate purpose was to 
flatter the ruler into offering Machiavtdii a government job. Al¬ 
though The Prince failed to achieve that purpose, it bc'came one of 
the most famous and controversial books in the history of political 
theory. 

Part of the controversy surrounds the vc'ry meaning of The 
Prince. In form, it is a guidebook written in a cold-blooded and 
straightforward tone and full of adviet^ for an Italian prince. 
Whether Machiavclli meant The Prince to bt‘ a guidebook for a 
new savior of Italy or a .sardonic commentary on the degraded level 
of Italian politics remains uncertain. Whatev(‘r Machiavelli’s mo¬ 
tives, however, The Prince stands as thc^ flrst keenly realistic analysis 
of how politics actually works. A inodc'rn scholar has summarized 
the book as follows: 


The quotation is from 
Garrett Mattingly, 
“Machiavelli,” in Renaissaiice 
Prafiles, ed. by J. H. Plumb 
(Harper Torchbook Series; 
New York: Harper & Row, 
Publishers, 1961), pp„ 31-32. 


As^ for its contents: The Prince lays it clown as a major premise that 
selfish, treacherous, cowardly, grmly, and, above all, 
gullible and stupid. It therefore advises a prince*, and particularly a new 
prince who hopes to destroy the Iibertlc*s of those h<^ rules, to employ 
Hypocrisy,^ cruelty, and deceit, to make liimself feared <!vcn at the risk of 
makung himself hated,^ to divide the people and destroy their natural 
leaders, and to keep faith with no one, since no one will kei^|) faith with 
im. It views the world of politics as a jungle in whicli moral laws and 
standards ot ethical conduct are merely snares for fcads, a jungle in which 
lere IS no reality but power, and power is the reward of rutlilessness, 
terocity, and cunning. , . , To a society winch re*garded the relations 
between Its parts as ruled by justice and equity and sanctified by re¬ 
ligion, all this was more shocking than we can eputet imagine, 
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While Machiavelli was writing The Prince, he was also working 
on another volume, The Dwcourses on the First Ten Books of Livy. 
In this work, longer and more scholarly than The Prince, Machia¬ 
velli spelled out his ideas of what government ought to be if it 
were to foster a good society. As you rend the following excerpts 
from The Discourses, keep tht\se (|uestions in mind: 

1 . Aceortliiig lo il-iN wliai woiilc! a giMx! go\’eriiiiieiit be 

likc‘? W’lrii ii to rifi/.tiis? What sort of polilkii! 

iaslitiitioiis wmik! if lia\e? 

i Who is res|HHiNih1o for m.iiiilaiiiiiig the sciii of gtn'ciiiiiieiil lliat 
can (‘(liltrihiift* to ;i p,'Ood \iv ai! of f)(‘opk‘ gov- 

erniiH'iit oHicials? 

3. Whal (Ities Machineo!li iiii|ily uboiil lla* eoiineclioii Ih‘1\\'chii 
tlu‘ good man and ilio good soc*iel\? Whal' can the good man 
eoiilrii)itto io I lie socieH/ of whikh !«» is a part? Why slioiilcl he 
make* a eoiitiiliiitioii? 

4, On wluil sfirl of nsiMiiiiiig chK^s \!achia\'tdli basc^ his cmii- 
clusiciiis? Does Ilf* aripie Iniiii an elhiiMl po.silioii? Diies lie* base 
his argiiiiieiits cm iiislniiea! cs\uiii|)li\s? l)ci you find tlic^ basis of 
liis reasoning salisf.ietor} as a guides to eoiictiicl? Why? 


The Discourses on the 
First Ten Books of Livy 

. . . l'hos(‘ who have! written about states say that there 
are to be found in them one of tlirec forms of government, called 
by them Principaliltj, ArMocrucij, and Democracy, and that those 
who set up a government in any particular state must adopt one 
of them, as best suits their purj)ose. 

Others—and with better judgment many think—say that there 
are six types of govt‘rument of whic!h three are very had, and 
three are good in thems(‘lves hut easily become corrupt, so that 
they too must he t'lassed as perm'('ious. 'Fhose that arc good are 
the three above uumtioned. 'l'hos(i that are had arc the other three, 
which depend ou them, and c!aeh of tliem is so like the one asso¬ 
ciated with it that it easily passes from one form to the other. For 
Principality easily becomes Tyranny. From Aristocracy the transi¬ 
tion to Oligarchy is an easy oiu*. Democracy is without difficulty 
converted into Anarchy. So that if anyone who is organising a 
commonwealth sets uj) one of the three first forms of government, 
he sets up whut will last hut for a while, since there arc no means 
whereby to prevemt it passing into its contrary. . . . 


tticcnlo Machiavelli, The 
Discourses, Irans. by Leslie 
J. Walker (New Haven: Yale 
Universily Press, IBliO), 

Vnl. 1, pp. 212, 214.-215, 
220-222, 4 50 ..46:1. 

Rnprinted by permission of 
Routledge & Kegan Paul, Ltd. 






Lycurgus was a Spartan ruler 
of the ninth century B.C. 


Solon governed Athens in 
the sixth century B.C. 


► Can any democracy survive 
without institutions that 
protect minority rights? 


► Which is the more 
dangerous group in our 
society, the wealthy who 
want to cut taxes or the poor 
who demand a better life? 


I maintain that all the forms of govr'rmncnt inontioneci above 
are far from satisfactory, the three' good ones Ireeanse their life is 
so short, the three bad ones because' of the'ir inherent malignity 
Hence prudent legislators, aware of the'ir defe'ets, refrained from 
adopting as such any one of tlu'se' fe)rins, and chose instead one 
that shared in them all, since they thought such a government 
would be stronger and more stable, for if in one^ and the same 
state there was principality, aristocracy, and democracy each would 
keep watch over the other. 

Lycurgus is one of those who have' earned no small measure of 
praise for constitutions of this kind. For in the' laws which he gave 
to Sparta, he assigned to the kings, to tlu' aristocracy, and to the 
populace each its own function, and thus introduced a form of 
government which lasted for more' than ('ight hundred years to 
his very great credit and to the tnuuiuillity of that city. 

It was not so in the case of Solon, who dre'w up laws for Athens, 
for he set up merely a democratic form of gove'rnment, which 
was so short lived that he saw before liis d<*ath the birth of a 
tyranny . . . ; and though, forty yc'ars later, . . . Athens returned 
to liberty because it again adopted a dt'mocralic^ form of govern¬ 
ment in accordance with Solon’s laws, it did not ix'tain its'liberty 
for more than a hundred years. For, in spitr' of the fact that many 
constitutions were made wheix'by to rc'strain the* arrogance of the 
upper class and the licentiousness of tlu* g('neral public, for which 
Solon had made no provision, nonefhele.ss Athens had a very .short 
life as compared with that of Sparta lu'causr' with democracy Solon 
had not blended either princely [or aristocratic'] power. . . . 

Those who have di.splayed pnidc'iice in constituting a republic 
have koked upon the safeguarding of libc'rty as one of the most 
essential things for which they hacl to provide', and according to 
the efficiency with which tliis has bec'u dotu* liberty has been 
enjoyed for a longer or a shorter time'. And, since! in ewery' reipublic 
there is an upper and a lowe'r class, it may be* aske'd into whose 
hands it is best^ to place tlic guardiansliip of libc'rty. By the 
[Spartans], and in our day by Venice, it was e'ntruste'd to the 

nobles, but by the Romans it was entruste'cl to the plebs [common 
people]. 

It is necessary, therefore, to cnepiire! which of tliese republics 
rnade the better choice. If we appc'ul to rc'ason argumente may be 
adduced in support of either the'sis; but, if we* ask what the re-sult 
was, the answer will favour the* nobility, for the* frec'clom of Sparta 
and of Venice lasted longc'r than did that of Rome*. 

Let us deal first with the appeal to reason, ft may be urged in 
support of the Roman view that the guardiansliip of anything 
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should be placed in the hands of those who are less desirous of 
appropriating it to their own use. And unquestionably if we ask 
what it is the nobility are after and what it is the common people 
are after, it will be s<’en that in the former there is a great desire 
to dominate and in tlu' latter merely the desire not to be domi¬ 
nated. ... So that if the populace be made the guardians of 
liberty, it is reasonable to suppose, that they will take more care of 
it, and that, sinc<' it is impossible for them to usurp power, they 
will not permit otlu'rs to do so. . . . 

Turning now to the cpit*stion as to which are more harmful in a 
republic, the “have-nots” who wish to have or the “haves” who are 
afraid of losing what they hav<\ I would point out that when, 
Marcus Menenius was ajqjointed dictator and Marcus Fulvius 
master of horse', both of them plebeians, in order to investigate 
certain conspiracies formed in (lapua against Rome, the people 
empowered them to ('n<{uire also about those in Rome who, moved 
by ambition, had sought to obtain tlu; consulship and other posts 
in the city by other than the aeceptc'd methods. To the nobility it 
looked as if the authority thus vested in the dictator was a hit at 
them, so thc'y sprt'ad it about in Rome that it was not the nobles 
who had ambitioiu'd tlu'.se positions and used out of the way means 
to get thc'in, but commoners who, having neither blood nor virtue 
on which to rely, sought to obtain these posts by roundabout 
methods, and in particular they accused the dictator of this. So 
much weight was attaelu'd to this acc'usation that Menenius, having 
made a speec'h in whic'h he refut(*d the calumnies spread by the 
nobles, re.signed tlu' dictatorship, and submitted his actions to the 
judgment of the pt'oph'. Ik* d('f(mded his own case and was 
acquitted. 

At the trial there aros(* considt*rable discussion as to whether 
the “haves” or the “hav('-nols” wen^ the more ambitious, for the 
appetites of both might <‘a.sily become the cause of no small dis¬ 
turbance. Actually, howevt'r, such disturbance's are more often 
caused by tlu* “hav(*.s,” since* thtf fc*ar of losing what they have 
arouses in tlu*m the same inclination wc; find in those who want 
to get more, for m<*n arc* inelin(*d to think that they cannot hold 
securely what tlu*y poss(*ss unk*.s's tliey get more at others’ expense. 
Furthermore*, those* who have* great possessions can bring about 
changes with gre-eitew e*ffe‘et and gr('ate*r speed. And yet again their 
corrupt and grasping deportment aronscs in the minds of the 
“have-nots" the* de'sire* te) havt^, either to rewenge themselves on 
those who have* de*spoile‘d the*m, or that tlmy may again share in 
those riches and hone)nr.s in reigard to which they deem themselves 
to have been badly used by the^ other party. . . . 
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Cosimo, Lorenzo, and Piero 
de’ Medici ruled from 
1434 to 1494. 


Marcus Regulus was a Roman 
liero of the third century 
B.C. Cato the Elder was a 
Roman statesman of the 
second century B.C. Cato the 
Younger lived in the first 
century B.C.; he was n 
statesman and philosopher. 
Ail three fought against 
corruption in Rome. 


It is . . . essential that men who live together under any consti¬ 
tution should frequently have their attention called to it either by 
some external or by some internal occurrence. When internal 
such occurrences are usually due to some law u’hich from time to 
time causes the members of this body to review their position- or 
again to some good man who arises in their midst and by his 
example and his virtuous deeds produces the' same effect as does 
the constitution. 

Such benefits, therefore, arc conferred on a republic either by 
the virtue of some individual or by the- virtue of au institution. In 
regard to the latter, the institutioms which c-aused the Roman 
republic to return to its start wc're the- introduction of plebeian 
tribunes, of the censorship, and of all the otlu'r laws which put a 
check on human ambition and arroganc'c; to which institutions 
life must needs be given by some virtuous citizrm who co-operates 
strenuously in giving them effect despite- the powc*r of those who 
contravene them. . . . 

In regard to this, those who govemu-d the- state of Florence from 
1434 to 1494 used to say that it was uec-essary to n-constitute the 
government every five years; otherwi.s(' it was dilfieult to maintain 
it; where by “reconstituting the government” they iiu-ant instilling 
men with that terror and that fear with which they had instilled 
them when instituting it in that at this time tlu-y had chastised those 
who, viewed from the standpoint of this regime-, had misbehaved. 
As, however, the rememhnmct; of this chastise-im-nt disappears, 
men are emboldened to try something fresh and to talk sedition. 
Hence provision has of necessity to he made; against this by re¬ 
storing that government to what it was at the start. 

Such a return to their starting-point in republics is sometimes 
due to the simple virtue of onc^ man alone, indt-pendently of any 
laws spurring [him] to action. For of such cfft-ct is a good reputation 
and good example that men seek to imitate; it, and the bad are 
ashamed to lead lives which go contrary to it. . . . If then cjffective 
action of the kind described above, toge-tlu-r with this setting of 
good example, had occurred in . . . Rouk; at h-ast r-vt-ry ten years, 
it necessarily follows that it would ncv(-r have; ht-c-n corrupt. But 
when both the one and the other Ix-gati to oec;ur more rarely, 
corruption began to spread. For, after the- time- of Marcus Regulus, 
there appeared no examples of this kind, and, though in Rome there 
arose the two Catos, between tlieiu and any prior instance there 
was so great an interval, and again hc-twe-en the Catos tlu-mselves, 
t at they stood alone and their good e.xainpU- could have no good 
effect; especially in the case- of the younger Cato who found the 
greater part of the city so corrupt that lu- could not by his example 
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effect any improvement amongst the citizens. So much then for 
republics. 

As to religious institutions one sees here again how necessary 
these renovations are from the example of our own religion, which, 
if it had not been restored to its starting-point by St. Francis and 
St. Dominic, would have become quite extinct. For these men by 
their poverty and by their exemplification of the life of Christ 
revived religion in the minds of men in whom it was already dead, 
and so powerful were these new religious orders that they pre¬ 
vented the depravity of prelates and of religious heads from bring¬ 
ing ruin on religion. They also lived so frugally and had such pres¬ 
tige with the populace as confessors and preachers that they con¬ 
vinced them it is an evil thing to talk evilly of evil doing, and a 
good thing to live under obedience to such prelates, and that, if 
they did wrong, it must be left to God to chastise them. And, this 
being so, the latter behave as badly as they can, because they are 
not afraid of punishments which they do not see and in which 
they do not believe. It is, then, this revival which has maintained 
and continues to maintain this religion. . . . 

The conclusion we reach, then, is that there is nothing more 
necessary to a community, whether it be a religious establishment, 
a kingdom, or a republic, than to restore to it the prestige it had 
at the outset, and to take care that either good institutions or good 
men shall bring this about rather than that external force should 
give rise to it. For though this on occasion may be the best remedy, 
as it was in Rome’s case, it is so dangerous that in no case is it 
what one should desire. 


St Francis of Assisi {1182- 
1226; founded tlie 
Franciscan friars in Italy. 

He preached humility, 
simplicity, and joy in God’s 
creation; one of the most 
popular stories about him is 
that he preached a sermon to 
the birds. At about the same 
time, St. Dominic (1170- 
1221} founded a similar 
order of friars in France. 


14 LIVING THE GOOD LIFE 
IN THE GOOD SOCIETY 

Francesco Guicciardini, a Florentine diplomat, politician, 
and historian, kept an informal diary in which he jotted down at 
odd moments his thoughts about government and society. He left 
these notes, called Ricordi, to his descendants to read and con¬ 
template. 

Francesco Guicciardini was born in Florence in 1483 to an 
aristocratic family. He became a lawyer and was elected to several 
minor governmental posts in Florence. In 1511 he was elected 
ambassador to Spain. Later he held similar posts for the govern¬ 
ment of Florence and for the pope. The Ricordi reflect his experi- 
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ences as a diplomat and an administrator who had to deal with 
men. 

Guicciardini wrote histories of Florence and Italy, kept elaborate 
family records, and carried on an extensive correspondence with 
the great and near great of the early decades of the sixteenth 
century. To the modern reader, however, his Ricordi are by far the 
most interesting of his works. They have been called the most 
practical handbook ever written for gaining and keeping power in 
a society where groups compete for the n'ins of government. Keep 
in mind that Guicciardini did not always ac‘t on his ideals of free¬ 
dom and republicanism. To prosper under the government in 
power was his principal goal. 

Imagine that you are about to enter the world and assume a 
responsible position. Your father has passed the Ricordi on to you 
as a practical guide to behavior. As you read and study them, think 
about the following questions: 

1. What are the eharaeU'ristics of a man who follows Guicciar¬ 
dini’s maxims? Is he a good man? 

2. Which is the better guide to public life, the study of political and 
social theory or examples drawn from the actual experiences of 
other men? 

3. What kind of government is most likely to !)ring about a good 
society in Guicciardini’s opinion? Why this type and not 
another? 

4. Will Guicciardini’s advic(‘ be useful in other eireumsfances than 
sixteenth-century Florence? What warning about his maxims 
would you give to a read<T who !ivt>s in a democracy in the 
twentieth century? 


Francesco Guicciardinij 
iaxiiis and Reflections of 
a Renaissance Statesman, 
trans. by Mario Domandi 
(Harper Torchbook Serlesj 
New^Yorks Harper & Row, 
Publishers, 1965), passim. 
Copyright, © 1965, by 
Mario Domandi. Reprinted 
by permission of Harper & 
Row, Inc. 


Maxims and Reflections 
of a Renaissance Statesman 

Each of the short paragraphs that follow has been taken 
in its entirety from the fourth collection of maxims compiled hij 
Guicciardini in 1530. They are numbered as they were in the 
original collection, which totaled 221. 

5. If men were respectful or grateful enough, it would be the 
duty of a master to benefit his servants on twery occasion, as much 
as he could. But experience shows—and I have sc*en this to be the 
case with my own servants-that as soon as they get their fill, or 
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as soon as the master is unable to treat them as generously as he 
has in the past, tlu')' leave him flat. Thus, to best serve his own 
interests, a master must be tight-fisted, more readily inclined to be 
stingy rather than libc'ral. II(> must rc'tain their allegiance with 
hopes rather than d(>cds. Now, for that to be successful, he must 
occasionally be very gemerous to just one of them; and’ that is 
enough. For the nature' of men is such that hope, as a rule, is 
stronger than ft'ar. The>' arc' more* excited and pleased by the sight 
of one man wc'll rewardc'd than they arc frightened by seeing 
many men treated poorly. 

8. If either neec'ssity or contc'inpt induces you to speak ill of 
another, at least be carc'ful to say things that will offend only him. 
For instance', if you want to insult a particular person, do not speak 
ill of his country, his family, or his relatives. It is great folly to 
offend many if you only want to insult one man. 

10. Let no onc' trust so much in native intelligence that he be¬ 
lieves it to bc' sufficic'nt without the* hc'lp of experience. No matter 
what his natural endow'mc'nts, any man who has been in a position 
of re.sponsibility will admit that c'xperiencc attains many things 
which natural gifts alonc^ t'ould nevc'r attain. 

14. Nothing is more* prc'cious than friends; therefore, lose no 
opportunity to make' th<*m. Mc'u will always get together to talk; 
and friends can help, and c'nemies ('an harm you, in times and 
places you would ncvc'r havti expected. 

17. Do not bc'licvc^ those' who say they have; voluntarily relin¬ 
quished power and position for love of peace and quiet. Nearly 
always, thc'ir reason v'us c'ither k'vity [lack of seriousness] or 
necessity. Experic'uce shows that, us soon as they are oflEcred a 
chance to return to the; fonuc'r life', they leave behind their much 
vaunted peace and epnc't, tend seize it with the same fury that fire 
seizes dry or oily things. 

25. Be carc'fuI not to do anyone the; sort of favor that cannot 
be done without at the .same* time displeasing others. For injured 
men do not forgett oflfe'nse's; in fac't, the;y exaggerate them. Whereas 
the fexvored party will c'ithc'r forge't or will de;cm the; favor smaller 
than it was. 'rhcre'forc, otlu'r things being e;qual, you lose a great 
deal more than you gain. 

30. If you consider the matter carefully, you cannot deny that 
Fortune has grc'at power over Immau affairs. We see these affairs 
constantly bc'ing aflVcte'd by fortuitous circumstanceis that men 
could neither foresee* nor a\’oid. Although cleverness and care may 
accomplish many things, th<*y are nevertlu'le'ss not enough. Man 
also needs good Fortemc. 

32. Ambition is not a repre'lu'iisible etuality, nor are ambitious 
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men to be censured, if they seek glory through honorable and 
honest means. In fact, it is they who produce great and excellent 
works. Those who lack this passion are cold spirits, inclined more 
toward laziness than activity. But ambition is pernicious and de¬ 
testable when it has as its sole end power, as is generally the case 
with princes. And when they make it their goal, they will level 
conscience, honor, humanity, and everything else to attain it. 

46. In my administrations I never liked cruelty or excessive 
punishments. Nor are they necessary. Except for certain cases that 
must serve as example, you can sufficiently maintain fear if you 
punish crimes with three quarters of the penalty, provided you 
make it a rule to punish all crimes. 

49. Tell no one anything you want kept secret, for there are 
many things that move men to gossip. Some do it through foolish¬ 
ness, some for profit, others through vanity, to seem in the know. 
And if you unnecessarily told your secret to another, you need not 
be surprised if he does the same, since it matters less to him than 
to you that it be known. 

62. People generally—and inexpericaiced men always—are more 
easily moved by the hope of gain than by the danger of loss. And 
yet the contrary should be true, for thc^ desire to keep is more 
natural than the desire to gain. The reason for the mistake is that, 
ordinarily, hope is stronger than f<nir. Men cnisily allay their fears, 
even when they are warranted; and hope, even when there is no 
hope. 

74. Revenge does not always stem from hate or from an evil 
nature. Sometimes it is necessary so that people will learn not to 
offend you. It is perfectly all right to avenge yourself even though 
you feel no deep rancor against the person who is the object of 
your revenge. 

86. If you are involved in important affairs or are seeking 
power, you must always hide your failures and exaggerate your 
successes. It is a form of swindling and very much against my 
nature. But, since your fate more often depemds upon the opinion 
of others rather than on facts, it is a good idea to create the impres¬ 
sion that things are going well. Tlie opposite reputation will be 
harmful to you. 

100. If you live under a tyrant, it is better to be his friend only 
to a certain extent rather than be coinpletcdy intimate with him. 
In this way, if you are a respected citizcai, you will profit from his 
power-sometimes even more than do those closer to him. And 
if he should fall, you may still hope to save yourself. 

101. ^ There is no rule or prescription for saving yourself from 
a bestial and cruel tyrant, except the one that applies for the 
plague. Run as far and as fast as you can. 
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109. The fruit of liberties and the end for which they were 
instituted is not government by everyone—for only the able and 
deserving should govern—but the observance of fust laws and order, 
both of which are more secure in a republic than under the rule 
of one or few. And therein lies the difficulty that so troubles our 
city. Men are not satisfied to be free and secure: they also want 
to govern. 

132. I have been of a very easy-going nature, very opposed to 
bargaining. Men who have had to deal with me have had an easy 
time of it. Nevertheless, I have learned the most advantageous 
way to negotiate in all matters: namely, do not reveal immediately 
the ultimate point to which you would be willing to go. Rather 
remain distant from it, let yourself be pulled toward it step by 
step, reluctantly. If you do this, you will often get more than you 
had expected. But if you deal as I have dealt, you will never get 
anything but the bare minimum necessary for an agreement. 

134. All men are by nature inclined towards good rather than 
evil. Nor is there anyone who would not rather do good than evil, 
unless other factors induce him to the contrary. But human nature 
is so fragile, and temptations are so many, that men let them¬ 
selves be easily deviated from the good. For that reason, wise 
legislators invented rewards and punishments, which amount to 
nothing more than using hope and fear to keep men firm in their 
natural inclination. 

158. You can see at every turn the benefits you derive from 
having a good name, a good reputation. But they are few compared 
to those you do not see. These come of their own accord, without 
your knowing the cause, brought about by that good opinion people 
have of you. It was said most wisely: a good name is worth more 
than great riches. 

172. Princes were ordained not for their own sake but for the 
common good, and their revenues and profits were meant to be 
used for the well-being of their dominions and their subjects. 
Parsimony, therefore, is more detestable in princes than in private 
citizens. For a prince who hoards wealth is appropriating to him¬ 
self that over which, properly speaking, he was made, not master, 
but guardian and administrator for the benefit of many. 

179. When I was young, I used to scoflF at knowing how to play, 
dance, and sing, and at other such frivolities. I even made light 
of good penmanship, knowing how to ride, to dress well, and all 
those things that seem more decorative than substantial in a man. 
But later, I wished I had not done so. For although it is not wise 
to spend too much time cultivating the young toward the perfection 
of these arts, I have nevertheless seen from experience that these 
ornaments and accomplishments lend dignity and reputation even 
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► Can a good man accept 
a political appointment 
from a ruler he considers 
unjust? 


to men of good rank. It may even be said that whoever lacks them 
lacks something important. Moreover, skill in this sort of entertain¬ 
ment opens the way to the favor of princes, and sometimes becomes 
the beginning or the reason for great profit and high honors. For 
the world and princes are no longer made as they should be, but 
as they are. 

190. To comfort those who are not what they would like to be, 
the proverb says: Look behind yon and not before you. In other 
words, look how many mpre people there are worse off than you. 
It is a very true saying and should have the effect of making men 
happy with their lot. And yet it is very hard to accept, because 
nature placed our face in such a way that, unless we strain our¬ 
selves, we can only look ahead. 

200. One of the ways to make a supportc'r out of someone who 
would otherwise be hostile to a plan of yours, is to make him head 
of it and to make him think he were, so to say, its author or 
director. Lighthearted men are generally won over by this device 
because it flatters their vanity, and that is more important to them 
than real gains. 

220. Whenever a country falls into the hands of a tyrant, I 
think it is the duty of good citizens to try to cooperate with him 
and to use their influence to do good and avoid evil. Certainly it 
is in the interests of the city to have good men in positions of 
authority at all times. Ignorant and passionate Florentines have 
always thought otherwise, but they should recognize how disastrous 
the rule of the Medici would be if there were no one around them 
but foolish and evil men. 
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Florence: Ideal and Reality 


STATING THE ISSUE 


The ideal Florentine was well-born, although talent rather than 
birth earned him prestige among the elite. He read both Greek 
and Latin, and played a musical instrument. Although not a soldier, 
he was skilled in the use of arms. His living came from inherited 
wealth, banking, or trade, and his ]ob left him with time for civic 
affairs. Although he was married and raised his children to carry 
on family traditions, he still enjoyed the company of ladies other 
than his wife. Not otherworldly, he was nevertheless a churchgoer 
and believed in Christianity. He was equally at home in a drawing 
room, an artist’s studio, the counting house of a banker, the suite 
of a courtesan, the halls of government, the nave of a cathedral, 
or the barracks room of a professional soldier. In short, he was a 
many-sided individual. 

These characteristics imply criteria for the good life and the good 
society. To lead the good life, the ideal Renaissance man required 
good health, a substantial income, a keen mind, an appealing per¬ 
sonality, a family, and a group of distinguished friends. He needed 
an economy that suppHed him with money without requiring too 
much of his time for business. He needed a government sympathetic 
to his way of life, even if he did not participate actively as a 
decision maker. And he needed a system of social classes that gave 
privileges to the elite even at the cost of the welfare of others. 

Renaissance man faced difficult choices. Florence could not 
afford to give all its citizens a high standard of living and at the 
same time make substantial expenditures for humanistic endeavors. 
As you have seen, not all Renaissance men agreed about the 
nature of the good society and how to achieve it. What kind of 
society emerged in Renaissance Florence? To what extent did this 
society foster good men and the good life? Did it make the good 
life available to all? Chapter 3 focuses on these issues. 


CHAPTER 

3 
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15 THE GEOCRAPl-iSC SGTTiNG 


The Apennines run the length 
of the Italian peninsula, 
forming its spine. 


Climate, topography, and natural resources help to 
shape the daily life and the character of a people. True, geography 
alone does not determine culture. England built an industrialized 
society on a slender resource base while Russian peasants were 
ignoring many of the rich resources that surrounded them. Still 
temperature, terrain, rainfall, the presence or absence of forests 
and minerals, and the fertility of the soil help to set limits on a 
society and to give it direction. 

Tuscany, the region in central Italy of which Florence is the 
chief city, was settled by the Etruscans around the eighth century 
B.c. No one knows certainly where tlie Etruscans came from; they 
may have been native Italians, or settlers from Asia Minor or 
northern Europe. During the fourth (‘cntury b.c., however, the 
Romans took over Tuscany. They founded the city of Florence in 
about the first century B.c. 

Bounded by the mountain peaks of the Apenninevs on the north 
and northeast, Tuscany is a land of swcdling hills and valleys punc¬ 
tuated by plains and by a few large, roc‘ky outcroppings along its 
Mediterranean coast Both summer and wintcu* are brief. During the 
rest of the year, a temperate climate (‘ncouragt\s fields and gardens 
that bloom with flowers; in fact, the cityls name, Flonmce, means 
''City of the Flower.” Because Florence was built where the river 
Arno narrows and becomes easy to bridges and bc'cause the city is 
near three mountain passes througli the Apennines, it became a 
center of communication and trade. 

Reading 15 consists of three selections: a modern historian’s 
description of the geography around Florcmcc*; an intcu-pretation of 
how geography helped Florence to achiewe economic prosperity; 
and a discussion of how the landscape may have influcuiced Italian 
Renaissance thought. As you read, keep these questions in mind: 


1, Did the geographic! .selliiig of lliirniri' liolp to make llic city 
a place where llic* good mail, llic^ good lifo, mid the good society 
might floiiiisli? Explain. 

2, What geogrupliic clianiclcaisfic’s of Moreiiee made* il a likely 

place for iridiistry and eoiiiiueive? flow diti character¬ 

istics help to shape* tlic^ iialim* of tla* Moroutinc* tamiioiiiy? 

3, What reason does BiircWiardl fur llit* lhai Htaiuissaiice 

men appreciate! the lanclseafM*? \oiir stiidy of art and 

literature in Cfliapter 2, wdial miclenoi* umi con bring lo sup¬ 
port or reject liis theoiyf 
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A View of Florence 

The follou'in^i’ description is htj a modern scholar who 
also wrote one of the coaluations of Lorenzo in Reading 2. 

There is no bc-ttc-r introcluotion to Florence than to mount one 
of the many hills by winch it is surrounded and to let the quickened 
eye take in the nobh' physical setting in which the town is framed. 
For in the close ixdation of city, river, plain, and mountains lies 
the earliest and the most abiding clue to the hi.story [of Florence]. 
... Let us, tiuu'c'fore, aft(>r st'ltling among a dozen possible 
lookouts on ancient Fiesole , . . , take the steep path that leads 
to the .sunnnit. 

From this inc'omparabU* outlook we command the whole dominion 
ruled by the Arno from the river’s source in the lofty mountains 
of the Casentino to its Junction with the Mediterranean at its 
journey’s end. First in abrupt deseemts, then by more gradual 
inclines the crowxh'd highlands fall away, hiding from sight the 
rushing river until it reaches the foothills directly under our eye 
and again di.sapp(‘ars among the dense mass of roofs, domes, and 
towers con.stituting Florence, ik'yond the city the valley gradually 
widen-s and tlie hills deeliius in height, though their march in 
ordered double; fik' continues westward as far as the eye can reach. 
Between the diminishing eltwations we trace the narrow ribbon 
of the Arno, flashing .silvt‘r as it picks up the sun and .sky, and 
visible almost to the west<‘rn S(‘a. 

Turning again to tin* east, we nol<i that the great chain of the 
Apennines . . . .swt‘ei)s on proudly, not only to the south but to the 
north as wcdl, cairving westward around Ficjsolc until its columns 
encounter the north-south line of the marble-bearing Carrara group 
raising tlu'ir sharp i)eak.s along tlu; Mediterranean shore. And sud¬ 
denly we b(!ConK! awar<; that all this land of Tuscany, of which 
the Arno is the vivifying artery and Florence the natural focus, is a 
well-mark(‘d geographie unit constituting a broken plateau de¬ 
clining gently from the towering bastion of the Apennines to the 
low-lying Mediterranean Sea. While the Arno is the main stream, 
it has many tributaries coming from both north and south and the 
province is the home of a immerons and <*nergetic farming popula¬ 
tion. An intemse cultivation, conducted by means of terraces on 
which the vitu; and olivt* flourish, often ('xtends to a considerable 
altitude befor(> tlu' too precipitous plunge of the upper levels with 
their mass of sliding rock defeats tlie effort of the industrious 
pea.sants to gain a living from the .soil. ... In spite of the arid 
mountain peaks, this T’uscany with its fertile bottom-lands, with 
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its opulent vineyards and olive groves climbing every slope, 
with gracious Florence spread beneath our feet, . . . this seductive 
and infinitely various Tuscany, we are moved gladly to declare, is 
one of earth’s garden spots in which God still walks as in the days 
of creation. 

Geography and Economy 

The folloiving account of the rise of Florentine industry 
and commerce links economic life to geographical conditions. 

The economic activity of Italy was by no means characteristic 
of its maritime cities alone, and in contrast to the trading sea- 
states of Pisa, Venice and Genoa were many inland cities which 
flourished alike in industry and trade, Florence in Tuscany . 
was an outstanding example of this class of city. Florence stood on 
the upper Amo in the midst of a broad upland basin which the 
river entered and left by way of rocky defiles. The Sieve and 
Ombrone headwaters of the Arno, which joined some distance 
above the town, brought down abundant water—an indispensable 
factor in the great cloth industry which was built up in the town. 
Moreover, the basin itself was highly productive of cereal food¬ 
stuffs, the vine and the olive, whilst the Tuscan hills provided 
pasture for sheep from which was derived part of the wool for 
the textile industry. Situated on a hill site and guarding its bridge 
across the Amo, Florence was well placed in relation to the main 
route-ways of central Italy. . . , 

. . . Florence became to a remarkable degree a city of specialized 
industries . . . : both for its textile products and its finance it was 
famous throughout Europe. Every branch of the cloth industry, 
and in particular the art of dyeing, [was] practised with great skill. 
Wool was imported from Sardinia, Algarve in southern Portugal, 
Languedoc and elsewhere in France; dyes and alum, both of which 
were essential to the cloth industry, reached Florence via Pisa or 
Genoa or were imported directly by Florentines themselves. . . . 
Its merchants carried Florentine wares throughout western Europe 
and the Mediterranean, whilst some even carried fine cloth to 
China. . . . 


Geography as Beauty 

The author of this selection, Jacob Burckhardt, teas a 
nineteenth-century Stciss art historian. His hook Civilization of the 
Renaissance in Italy, from which the following excerpt is taken, 
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teas an attempt to present the spirit of the Renaissance as the 
beginning of the modern world. By 1900 Burckhardfs ideas were 
under attack by other experts^, but his work is still valuable for its 
immense scholarship^ wealth of historical examples, and insights 
into Renaissance life. And, as a modern professor has said, most 
scholars involved with the Renaissance ‘‘are discussing their prob¬ 
lems (consciously or unconsciously) with Jacob Burckhardt!^ 

. . . [In] addition to scientific investigation, there was still 
another way to draw near to nature, and in a special sense. The 
Italians were the first among modern peoples by whom the outward 
world was seen and enjoyed as something beautiful. 

The faculty is always the result of a long and complicated de¬ 
velopment, and its origin is not easily detected, since a dim feeling 
of this kind may exist long before it betrays itself in poetry and 
painting and thereby becomes a conscious process. . . . [From] 
the time of Homer, the powerful impression made by nature upon 
man is evidenced by countless verses and chance expressions. The 
Germanic tribes, which founded their States on the ruins of the 
Roman Empire, were thoroughly and specially fitted to understand 
the spirit of natural scenery; and though Christianity compelled 
them for a while to see the shapes of evil demons in the springs 
and mountains, in the lakes and woods that they had revered, this 
transitional state was certainly soon outgrown. By the year 1200, 
at the height of the Middle Ages, a genuine, hearty enjoyment of 
the external world was again in existence, and found lively expres¬ 
sion in the minstrelsy of diSerent nations, which gives evidence of 
the sympathy felt with all the simple phenomena of nature—spring 
with its flower, the green fields and the woods. But it is all fore¬ 
ground without perspective, particularly when we realize that the 
crusaders, who traveled so far and saw so much, are barely recog¬ 
nizable as such in their poems. Even epic poetry, which describes 
armor and costumes so fully, does not attempt more than a sketch 
of outward nature. . . . 

To the Italian mind, at all events, nature had by this time lost 
its taint of sin and had shaken off all trace of demonical powers. 
St. Francis of Assisi, in his Canticle of the Sun, frankly praises the 
Lord for creating the heavenly bodies and the four elements. 

But the unmistakable proofs of a profound effect of nature on 
the human spirit begin with Dante. Not only does he awaken in 
us by a few vigorous lines the sense of the morning air and the 
trembling light on the distant ocean, or of the storm-beaten forest, 
but he climbs lofty peaks with the only possible object of enjoying 
the view—perhaps one of the first men since the days of antiquity 
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to do so. Boccaccio suggests rather than depicts how landscape 
affected him; yet in his pastoral romances wc cannot fail to recog¬ 
nize that in his imagination, at least, nature had a powerful 
presence. But the significance of nature for a receptive spirit is 
fully and clearly displayed by Petrarch. . . . 

Petrarch was not only a distinguished geographer and cartog¬ 
rapher—the first map of Italy is said to have been drawn under 
his direction—and a reproducer of the sayings of the ancients; he 
was a man who felt the influence of natural beauty. The enjoyment 
of nature was, for him, the favorite accompaniment of intellectual 
pursuits; it was to combine the two that he lived in learned retire¬ 
ment . . . , that from time to time he fled from the world and 
from his age. We should do him wrong by inferring from his 
weak and undeveloped power of describing natural scenery that 
he did not feel it deeply. . . . [He] is . . . conscious of the beauty 
of rock scenery, and is perfectly able to distinguish the picturesque 
quality of a landscape from the utilitarian. During his stay in the 
woods of Reggio, the sudden sight of air impressive landscape so 
affected him that he resumed a poem he had laid aside long 
before. But the deepest impression of all was made on him by 
the ascent of Mont Ventoux. ... An indefinable longing for a 
distant panorama grew stronger and stronger in him. ... The 
ascent of a mountain for its own sake was unheard of, and there 
could be no thought of the companionship of friends or acquaint¬ 
ances. ... It would be vain to look for a description of the view 
from the summit, not because the poet was insensible to it, but, 
on the contrary, because the impression was too overwhelming. 

. . . [He] opened a book which was then his constant companion, 
the Confessions of St. Augustine, and his eye fell on the passage in 
the tenth book, “and men go forth to admire lofty mountains and 
broad seas, and roaring torrents, and the ocean, and the course of 
the stars, and yet forget their own selves.” . . . 

Here, as in scientific geography, Aeneas Sylvius [Pope Pius II] 
is one of the most important voices of his time. 

He interests us here as the first who not only enjoyed the mag¬ 
nificence of the Italian landscape, but described it with enthusiasm 
down to its minutest details. The ecclesiastical State and the south 
of Tuscany—his native home—he knew thoroughly, and after he 
became Pope he spent his leisure during the favorable season 
chiefly in excursions to the country. Then at last the gouty man 
was rich enough to have himself carried in a litter across the 
mountains and valleys. . . . 

His eye seems as keen and practici'd as that of any modern 
observer. He enjoys with rapture the panoramic splendor of the 
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view from Monte Cavo, the sunmiit of the Alban Hills, from where 
he could survey the' coast . . . and the wide expanse of country 
with the ruined eitic'.s of tlu^ past and the mountain-chains of 
Central Italy; and then his eye' would turn to the green woods 
below and the mountain lakes among them. He feels the beauty of 
the situation of 'I’odi, e'rowning the vineyards and olive-clad slopes, 
looking down e)n disteint e\-ooels and the valley of the Tiber, where 
towns and c'astles rise' abe)ve' the^ winding river. The lovely hills 
around Siena, witli villas anel monaste'rie's on all of them, are his 
own home, and his ele'se'riptions of them arc touched with a special 
feeling. But indivielual pie'ture'seiue motifs charm him, too, as, for 
example, the' little' i)rome)ntory e)f Capodimontc that stretches out 
into the Lake of Bolse'ua: “Hoc'ky ste'p.s, shadeel by vines, descend 
to the water’s t'dge, wlu're' tlie' evergre'e'U oaks stand between the 
cliffs, alive with the' singing of thru.shes.” On the path round the 
Lake of Nemi, be'iu'ath the' olu'slnuts and fruit tre;es, he feels that 
here, if anywhe*re', a [xre't’s soul must awake—here in Diana’s hiding 
place. He ofte'u he'ld e' 0 usiste)rie's err rec'eive'd ambassadors under 
huge old chestnut tre'e's, or beue'ath the olives on the greeasward 
by some gurgling spring. A view like' that of a narrowing gorge, 
with a bridge' are'lu'el boldly erve'r it, awakens at once his artistic 
sense. Even the smallest details elelight him by something beautiful, 
or perfex't, or eharae'te'ristic' in them-tlu' blue fields of waving flax, 
the yellow gorge' that e'ove'rs the' hills, e*ven tangled thickets, or 
single trees, or springs, which .se'em to him like, wonders of 
nature. . . . 


16 SOCIAl, STRLiCTLiRE 

All complex .societies divide people into .social classes. 
In some .societies, class membership follows from one’s birth. In 
the Middle Age's, for example, most me*n were born either nobles 
or serfs, and livt'd their <'ntire lives withemt changing their position 
in the social scale'. In otlu'r .sex'ie'tie's, pe'ople move' from one class 
to anotluir with re'hitive' ca.se'. Social cla.ss hc’lps to determine a 
person’s .status in .sex'ie'ty, the' role's he' performs, and the norms that 
society expects him te) folletw. 

The chuss structure' of Henaissance' Flore'ucc profoundly influ¬ 
enced the*, city’s artistic anel humanistic endcuivors. For example, 
the willingne.ss eif the edite* to tre'at scheilars as eeiuals, to spend 
part of their fortunes feu- boeiks, and to dt'vote their leisure to study 
influenced tlu' entire pcrioel. 'rhe culture of the Renaissance cannot 
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be understood apart from the social structure out of which it grew 
Reading 16 describes the social structure of Florence during 
the Renaissance and suggests ways in which the organization of 
society was related to its artistic productivity. As you read, keep 
the following questions in mind: 

L How many classes were there in lleiiaissaiitt" FIcmaice? What 
were the main characteristics of c‘a<‘Ii class? Was there mobility 
between one class and another? 

2. Which social classes coiilril)iil(Hl most to llic‘ artistic advances 
of the period? What forms did coiitribiitioiis take? 

3. Why did the menibens of some vhsses iinarst so imieh time 
energy, and money in artistic unci liiiiiiaiiistic (mdeavors? What 
returns did they get from this iii\“c\sliii(mt? Wliy did other 
classes fail to makc^ such extciisivc^ coiilrihiilioiis? 

4 Can you justify a great period of cmlliiral advaiiccmicnt if it 
is restricted to a minority of tlic^ population uiid ucliicwed at the 
economic expense of the* iiiaprit}'? 


Social Classes in Renaissance Florence 

By Edwin Fenton. By the year 1300 the Italian penin.sula wa.s becoming a 

predominantly urban-centered .society. The transition from an 
agricultural economy to an economic system based on trade and 
manufacturing had been taking place for centuries. The urban 
centers of trade and manufacturing had attracted many landed 
aristocrats, who saw new economic possibilities in the prospering 
cities. As the nobility left the countryside, the bonds that had tied 
man to the soil in the Middle Ages were dissolving, and many 
peasants abandoned their fields to sock jobs in the city. Thus, new 
social groups-an aristocratic class and an urban proletariat-devel¬ 
oped alongside the businessmen and artisans who had earlier 
settled the cities. 

An upper class of magnates emerged in the cities. Many magnates 
had been landed aristocrats, who had moved to the city and re¬ 
tained their country estates as investments. Some of them eventually 
entered banking and trade, or bought urban property to rent for 
a profit. Other magnates, like the Medici, wt‘r(i bunkers or mer¬ 
chants who had become sufficiently rich and successful to be ac¬ 
cepted as magnates. No matter what their origin, however, the 
magnates had power and helped to run Florentine politics. 

The next group in the social scale—and the most important, 
because of its impact on the arts—consisttid of rich merchants, 
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bankers, lawyers, and judges, who formed a class commonly called 
the popolo p.rasso (“fat people”). Although they were not nobles, 
their wealth tied them moK' closely to the magnates than to any 
other group in society. During the late Middle Ages and the early 
Kenaissance, most of the popolo grasso had become wealthy in 
trade or banking, falter, many of them bought country estates or 
city property, investnumts with a minimum of ilsk and a maximum 
of prestige. The popolo ^ras.w also began to lead a leisurely ex¬ 
istence, imitating the magnates. Many devoted themselves to 
learned professions and the arts. 

The members of tlu'st' two cdassi's, the magnates and the popolo 
grasso, composed perhaps ten per cent of the population of fifteenth- 
century Florence, by and largi', men who won fame as humanists 
came from these, edasses. 'They had enough wealth to spend most 
of their time at Immauislie study. Although many of them followed 
a trade or profession, thi'y often could merely supervise affairs, 
leaving day-to-day hmsiness in otluu hands. Thus, humanism in 
Florence was a product primarily of the ruling classes. It became 
identified with high position in the society, with power, and with 
good breeding. 

The new culturi^ of the upper classes hardly touched the urban 
middle class—the shopkei'pers and the masters of the artisans’ guilds. 
Most middle-class FTorentinc'S could ri'ad; they had to read in 
order to conduct busini'ss and take part in the government. But 
most of them newer owiukI books, which were shockingly expensive 
in an age when they had to be copied by hand. Nor did they show 
any particular ch'sire for the new culture. Middle-class lives were 
still bounded by local hoif/.ons and by the norms set by the guilds. 
In each generation a few particularly talented members of this 
class acquired highim education or artistic training and rose above 
the status of an arti.san, but they did not change the class itself. 
The willingness of the; magnates and the popolo p,raNso to accept 
men of talent simply pertnitted thi'se talented men to move away 
from the middle class into which tlasy were born. 

The lowcir class consi.st<‘d of workers and servants. Below them 
were a few tliousand slaves, mostly womcm. Without political power 
they were unabh' to improve* their lot significantly. The high culture 
of the Renaissance h'ft them virtually untouched. Although they 
made up the gri'Ut majority of the population of Renaissance 
Florence, they contributed nothitig to, and gained relatively little 
from, the great advanct's in art and learning that have made the 
age famous. 

Like those above* them in the soc'iul scale, however, the lower 
classes were constantly <*xpost*d to great art and architecture. 


► What sorts of things do 
modern Americans buy partly 
for the prestige they bring? 
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The coridottisri (piural 
of coidottiers) were 
independent leaders of 
mercenary armies. They 
and their followers fought 
for whoever would pay them 
most Since Renaissance 
Italy was rarely without 
wars, the coniotieri 
made a handsome, if 
dangerous, living. 


► Can you lead a good life 
if you are poor? 


The quotation is from Hans 
Baron, “Franciscan Poverty 
and Civic Wealth in 
Humanistic Thought,” 
Speciiuni, Vol. X!ll 
(January, 1938), p. 24. 


Palaces, tenements, market places, factories, and great public 
buildings were scattered all over the city. Buildings were packed 
closely together. Hence, virtually every resident came to know 
every important street, to enter all the major churches many of 
which were filled with great paintings and statuary, and to pass 
through the public squares frequently. On a single walk through 
the city, a man might see Michelangelo’s David, Brunelleschi’s 
cathedral, Ghiberti’s famous bronze doors on the baptistry, and 
several handsome palaces; he might pass and recognize a member 
of the Medici family and a famous artist or scholar. Although he 
could never contribute to the culture of the city, a worker or slave 
could be a passive participant. 

The upper classes, on the other hand, benefited more directly 
from the new culture. Ambitious and confident, the merchant, 
banker, prince, priest, and condotticre flaunted their wealth. They 
became patrons, spending their money on building and decorating 
churches, promoting arts and letters, and giving public festivals 
that provided opportunities for competitive display. Family occa¬ 
sions, such as marriages and christenings, also provided opportuni¬ 
ties for splendid entertainment. The elite dressed in fine clothes 
and spent fortunes on the gowns of their ladies. 

This delight in wealth departed sharply from medieval attitudes. 
Medieval society respected the ideal of the man who was poor and 
virtuous, like a monk. Sacrificing riches in the service of God and 
of one’s fellow-man was the ultimate mark of the good man. 
Although not all medieval nobles made this sacrifice, they at least 
paid lip service to the ideal. The Florentine elite, however, began 
to take a different view. Not only did they enjoy their wealth; they 
began to justify it as necessary to being a good man and a good 
citizen. Finding that the works of Aristotle, Cicero, and other 
ancients supported this view, humanist scholars published books 
explaining why it was good to become rich, to contribute to the 
prosperity of the city, and to leave a fortune to onci’s children. Their 
chief justification for the morality of money has been summed up 
by a modem historian: “Man is destined for active deeds, and . . . 
everything may be looked upon as good which increases his power 
of action.” 

Guided by this philosophy, the tastes of the upper classes be¬ 
came steadily more refined. In the early y(!ar.s of the Italian cities, 
nobles had built fortified towers as crude us the rural -castles they 
had lived in previously. In the fourteenth and fifteenth centuries, 
however, they learned to build palaces willi spacious, airy rooms,- 
cool courtyards, gardens, and orchards. They hired .skilled artisans 
to make furniture and textiles. Statues, pictures, and books 
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decorated their home's. During the hot summer months, they spent 
much of their time in country \'illas decorated in excellent taste and 
maintained by staffs of servants and slaves. 

Urban Renaissiinee soeic'ty promolc'd individualism to a greater 
degree than medic'\-al soeic'ty. 'I’lic medieval noble could choose 
only knighthood or the Cihurc'h for a career and had little oppor¬ 
tunity to develoi) his talents or tastes. Renaissance cities provided 
a greater variety of opportunitii's. Capitalism offered chances for 
individual ent('rpris<' in busiiu'ss; the emergence of republican 
government and the growing participation of Florence in world 
affairs revealed new opportnniti<'S in polities and the diplomatic 
service; tlu; use of hired soldic'is opc'ued profitable careers in 
military affairs. 'I'he ueeumnlation of substantial wealth among 
bankers and nu'rehants aIlow<*d them to devote time to the cultiva¬ 
tion of personal tastes and interests. In short, the Renaissance pro¬ 
vided a social setting in wliieli members of the elite could develop 
into the well-rounded men who \v«*re the ideal. 

Great artistic' and humanistic; aehic'vc'mc'iits have seldom been 
the product of an entire' soc’iety. In Renaissance Florence, as in 
ancient Athens, these aehievc'inents were; limited to a small seg¬ 
ment of the soeic'ty supportc'cl by the* labor of the masses. Great as 
Florentine culture was, it still raise's a fundamental qirestion; Arc 
the cultural achic'vements of an elite worth the price the majority 
of the population must pay to achic've them? 


17 T1 ii: )i ) SYSTHM 

Tlie nature; of the* political system helps to shape a 
society. By passing laws—or refusing to pass them—the state can 
help to mold the t'eonomy, the soc'ial system, the courts, and the 
daily relationships of men. Henec', the; political institutions of a 
society and the* altrihntes of political I(;aders often influence 
people’s opportunities to lead a good life and to shape a good 
society. 

A political .system implies the; values of those who dominate it. 
Democracy implic's that c'aeh individual merits a role in the govern¬ 
ing procc;ss. ff'otalitarian dictatorship, on the other hand, implies that 
the individual counts for nothing in comparison to the demands 
of the .state*. Both im|)Iieations suggc'.st dc'finitions of the good man 
and the good soeic'ly. 

The Italian city states clc>velopc*d a nniejne; set of political insti¬ 
tutions. Feudalism never took firm root in the pcnimsula. During 
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the Middle Ages, the cities of Italy, theoretically under the con¬ 
trol of the Holy Roman Empire, grew more and more independent 
and finally threw off the emperor s control. Eventually five states- 
Venice, Milan, Florence, Naples, and the Papal States-dominated 
Italy. Within some of these states, extended feuds between repub¬ 
lican factions eventually permitted despots to seize power. 

Reading 17 discusses these developments. It was written by 
Wallace K. Ferguson, professor of history at Western Ontario 
University and a leading Renaissance scholar. As you read, keep 
the following questions in mind: 

1. Why did despots get control of the Italian city-states? What 
does the rise of despots imply about tli<^ didiiiitioii of the good 
life in Florence? Did a Florentine^ need political! power to lead 
a good life? 

2. What were the despots and tlunr alli(‘.s like? Wliut did they do 
to promote the good life? the good society? 

3. Where did the government of an Italian eity-slate get its 
money? Wluit did it spend money for? Clan you think of 
expenditures by oiir own goiaaiiincmts that Htaiaissance gov¬ 
ernment did not niakc^? Wliat doc‘s your eoiic'liisioii imply about 
how ReiiaLssaiice governmcails clcdintxl llicar obligation to pro¬ 
vide the good life for thtar citizens? 

4. Should government patronize^ artists? support syinpltcniy orches¬ 
tras? subsidize theatta-s? organize a national liiiiiiaiiities founda¬ 
tion to support work in tlie luimaiiitK\s? Why or why not? 


Wallace K. Ferguson, “Toward 
the Modern State/’ in The 
Renaissance (Harper 
Torchbook Series,* New York: 
Harper & Row, Publishers, 
1962), pp. 18-^20, 23-26. 
Reprinted by permission of 
The Metropolitan Museum 
of Art 


Government in Renaissance Florence 

. . . [In] Italy, the Renaissance witnessed the develop¬ 
ment of a system of territorial states, though tlic^se were less than 
national in scope and they grew, not by the centralization of 
feudalism, but rather by the transformation and expansion of urban 
communes. The states of Renaissance Italy were necessarily differ¬ 
ent from those of the North, because thc^ past history of Italy was 
so different, and that difference was partly the result of two purely 
political facts: first, the fact that from the tcuith to tlie thirteenth 
century Italy was annexed to the German Holy Roman Empire and, 
second, that the popes ruled a territorial state stretching right across 
the center of the peninsula. Both emp<^ror and pope claimed uni¬ 
versal authority, and the inevitable conflict l>etween them furnished 
the central theme of medieval Italian history. . . , That, however, 
is only half the story, and perhaps not the most important half. It 
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was a purely t'coiiomic faet-the extraordinary early and vigorous 
development of Italian comineroe, a commerce built on the ex¬ 
change of goods Ix'twc'en the; mistern Mediterranean and the lands 
of western Europe-that was responsible for the growth of rich and 
populous citit'S in tlu' tenth and eleventh centuries. And it was the 
cities which, in the last analysis, were the decisive factor in the 
political life of central and northern Italy. They were the primary 
cause for the early decline of Italian feudalism, for as the cities 
grew in wealth and powt'r the nobles were drawn into them as 
though by a golden magnet. And tlu>y were the real victors in the 
struggle between tlu' Empires and tlu^ Papacy. . . . When imperial 
power in Italy was permanently brokem in the second half of the 
thirteenth century, and when th<‘ Papacy was transferred to 
Avignon at the bt'ginning of the fourteenth century, the political 
void was filled by dozens of cpuirrelsomc little city-states, each 
ruling the land around it and each pressing against its neighbors 
for more land to ftH'd its people or for the control of essential trade 
routes. 

Originally, these little <'ity-states were self-governing communes 
with a republican fortji of government. . . . Except for the degree 
of their independenee and the fact that they ruled the land around 
them, they w<'r(‘ not very difhwent in actual form of government 
from communes elsewlmrc* in Europe. But just at the beginning of 
the Renaissance a vitally significant transformation was taking place 
in the majority of the (‘ommmms, as ix'publican government col¬ 
lapsed and was r(‘plu<‘(‘d by tlus rule of despots or, to use the loss 
prejudiced Italian t(‘rm, of signori. This change, which marks the 
first clear break betwet'n the; medieval comnmne and the Renais¬ 
sance .state, is the outstanding fact in the political history of Italy 
in the fourteenth cemtury, as many historians have recognized by 
calling this period the Ag<‘ of tlu; Despots. ... On the whole, the 
despots w(!re colorful ehurac'ters, patrons of the arts and much 
given to original sins, and they furnislKxl inspiring material for 
those Romantic historians who like to think of the Renaissance as a 
wicked age, in which art and vicc^ attained an eciual degree of 
aesthetic refinement. 

Once despotic government was established in a city, a new 
despot might take over by inheritance, conspiracy, conquest, or 
simply by purchasing it from tlut current incumbent. The question 
of prime interest to the historian, however, is why did republican 
government fail and how were the despots able, in the first place, to 
acquire dic;tatorial pow'cr? . . . [Tllw^ fundamental factor was the 
division of tlu; city population into distinct economic and social 
classes with divergent intt‘rt‘sts, whicli they were unwilling to 


When the j50werful king of 
France refused to submit to 
the pope's aulliority, the 
papacy found itself locked 
in a struggle for power; 

To pacify the king, the 
Church elected a Fraiicliiiian 
as pope and moved the 
papacy to Avignon in 
southern Francf3. The 
subsequent popes, all French, 
reniaiiiec! there until 1378. 

A coinniiioe, in medieval 
times, was a town given 
certain liberties by its feudal 
lord or king. The privileges 
included an elected council. 
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To what extent should 
people entrust strong 
leaders with decision- 
rnaldng power? 


sacrifice for the common good. As a rule, the signori first gained 
power in those cities in which the various classes were most evenly 
balanced, so that it proved impossible to maintain stable govern¬ 
ment, and the citizens, having lost faith in republican government 
and having grown weary of perpetual civil strife, permitted some 
strong man to assume control of the state. . . . 

Florence was a commercial city, but it was not a seaport, and 
its great economic expansion in the late thirteenth and early four¬ 
teenth centuries resulted from a combination of commerce with 
banking and large export industries, of which the w'oolen cloth 
industry was by far the most important and employed about a third 
of the city’s ninety thousand population. This adventurous and 
many-sided capitalist economy afforded unusual opportunities for 
the creation of new fortunes, and as a result the composition of the 
class of wealthy merchant bankers and industrialists who generally 
succeeded in dominating the city’.s polities was constantly chang¬ 
ing. New families rose to wealth, while old families went bankrupt 
or invested their inherited wealth in land and rents, or simply 
frittered it away. In the last years of the thirteenth century the 
new rich combined with the middle class of guildsmcn to disen¬ 
franchise the old aristocracy and set up a government controlled 
by the merchant guilds, with a minor share allotted to the lesser 
guilds of shopkeepers and artisans. The gr(‘at mass of proletarian 
workers in the woolen industry, who were not permitted to or¬ 
ganize in guilds, were excluded entirely from active citizenship. 
One of the chief reasons why the merduuU ('luploycrs in the great 
wool guilds felt it necessary to control tlu' government was to keep 
these restless workers in subjection. Th(^ middle class of small 
guildsmen also feared the violence of the woolworkers who 
crowded the slums of the city, and so they generally followed the 
lead of the merchant industrialists. . . . 

The fact that executive power in the^ republican government was 
vested in a committee of priors, edecte'd iifresh ewery two months, 
made it almost inevitable that some (‘xtra-ce)n.stitutional group 
should direct policy and give it some! continuity. As a result, the 
vicissitudes of Florentine politics were caused more by changes in 
the composition of the ruling cli(iue than in tlu' rc'publican consti¬ 
tution itself. When in 1434 a group of new famili(>.s headed by the 
banker Cosimo de’ Medici took control from a clicpic of older 
families led by the Albizzi, there was no rtwolutionary "change in 
the constitution. . . . Under four generations of Medici leadership 
the republic retained the semblance of dcunocracy, although the' 
sham became increasingly apparent, while the Mtidici directed 
aflFairs without holding actual public office, mucdi after the manner 
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of a modem municipal boss. It was in foreign policy especially, 
where continuity was absolutely essential, that the Medici made 
themselves indispensable. They were not signori in the ordinary 
sense of the word, but they took their place as equals among the 
princes of Italy. 

Foreign policy was becoming a matter of increasing importance 
to every Italian state in the fifteenth century, for by the beginning 
of that century the whole political structure of Italy had changed 
radically and was still changing. During the fourteenth century 
most of the petty despotisms of northern Italy had disappeared, 
swallowed up by the more powerful lordships of Padua, Verona, 
or Milan. . . . Nearly half a century of warfare finally ended with 
the Peace of Lodi in 1454, by which time all of Italy north of the 
papal states was divided between Venice, Milan, and Florence, 
with three or four small states maintaining a precarious existence 
between them. For the next forty years, until the arrival of the 
French invaders under Charles VIII, these states, together with the 
Papacy and the Kingdom of Naples, kept a fair degree of peace 
by carefully maintaining the balance of power. It is, I think, the 
first example of consciously calculated balance-of-power politics 
in the history of modern Europe. 

In conclusion, I should like to say something about the inter¬ 
related problems of military force and revenue in the Italian states, 

. . . for herein is the secret of much of their strengths and their 
weaknesses. The Italian states of the Renaissance had no such dif¬ 
ficulty with the introduction of a system of regular taxation as did 
the feudal kingdoms. The medieval communes had grown up with 
a money economy and the citizens were accustomed to taxation as a 
normal instrument of political life. The oligarchical republics like 
Venice and Florence merely rationalized and refined older customs. 
As for the despots, they took over going concerns and had only to 
use reasonable discretion to operate them at a profit. The successful 
despot was necessarily a good businessman, with a sharp eye on 
income, for in the Renaissance states money was the indispensable 
source of power. The citizens still paid taxes, but they no longer 
served in the armed forces of the state, as they had done in the 
heroic age of the communes. Instead, the states of the fourteenth 
and fifteenth centuries depended for military force entirely on 
hired mercenaries, homeless soldiers of fortune from every country 
in western Europe. The condottieri, who commanded these mer¬ 
cenaries and sold their services to the highest bidder, were essen¬ 
tially capitalist entrepreneurs. They conducted war as a business, 
for a profit. They fought only for pay, and the pay was high. From 
this situation two things followed: first, that whoever controlled 


An Gligarcliy is a goverrmient 
controlled by a few meii 
for their own ends. In the 
Classic GreeK political 
model, Oilgarcliy was the 
corryptioii of aristocracy, 


231 




‘ What would happen to a 
nation if no one volunteered 
for the armed forces and 
everyone refused to be 
drafted? 


the treasury of the state, whether despot or oligarchy, also con¬ 
trolled the state’s only armed force, before \\’hich the citizens were 
helpless; and, second, that small and poor states could not compete 
with larger and richer states which conld hire more soldiers. The 
conquest of the poorer states by the richer was an inevitable result, 
as was demonstrated by the expansion of Venice, Milan, and 
Florence. At the same time, any mercenaiy army these states 
could afford was inadequate protection against the national armies 
of France and Spain. The invasion and subjc'ction of Italy in the 
sixteenth century resulted not only from the inability of the Italians 
to unite against the foreigner, but also in large part from the fact 
that the Italian people had long since left the business of warfare 
to mercenaries and had lost the art of sclf-defenso. 


18 THE ECONOMY 

The economy of the Middle Ages v\’as based on agricul¬ 
ture. Most men, both serfs and thc'ir lords, drew their living from 
the soil. Only a tiny percentage of people', a pc'rcentage that in¬ 
creased steadily during the twelth and thirteenth cc'nturies, was 
tied to the market through eitlu'r nuumfaeturing or trade-except 
in Italy, where traces of the old urban trading c'conomy persisted. 

In contrast to the Middle Ages, the' Re-naissanee; had an economy 
based on manufacturing, trade, and banking. One; third of the 
residents of Renaissance Florence made' tlu'ir living either directly 
or indirectly from the wool trade. I'housands e'arned their bread 
in other industries. The Renaissance could lU've'r have taken place 
without this shift in the economy from a rural-agricultural to an 
urban-industrial base. 

By the fifteenth century, the olel landeel nobility had lost power 
in the city. Merchants and hankc'rs like th(' Mc'dici pic'kcd up the 
reins of government. The upper cla,s.sc.s u.sed much of their wealth 
to beautify the city and to support tlu' writm's and artists who 
flocked to the palaces and vilhus. 'Plu* artistic renaissance had its 
base in these economic conditions. 

Historians and economists have usually intc'rprcitt'd the Renais¬ 
sance as a period of steadily rising prosperity that cuiahled the 
elite to spend their surplus funds on tluf arts. In Rcuulmg 18, Pro¬ 
fessor Robert Lopez, chairman of the dc'partment of medieval 
studies at Yale University, presc'uts a differt'ut vic'w, one that has 
caused considerable scholarly controvc'rsy. .A.s you read, think about 
the following questions; 
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I Wluit ihn^s l.tifav. alioiit the rc‘latioiiship 

bctw't'eii iaiiiieiiiii* ile|irt‘ssi(iii and tla^ clevelopnieiit of great 
artistic* djiriiii; flu* luaiaissaiice? 

2 . A(‘«)rcli!ig tn Lnpe/. cliil Ou' Idortailiiu* !Ve| any obligation 
to assure llu* iiias.s nl tili/rys an cipportiiiiily to lead the good 
life? Kxplaiii. 

3. Iknv would \oii aiiswia* flu* ijiiestion with whidi Lopez ends 
liis arliele: Would it not he* a good tiling if we devoted a larger 
propoiiiiHi ol oiir iiiereastul ieiMin* and of our iiiiiiMuise wealth 
to foslcaiiig ItiiiiiaiiiNiie tiiltiire? 

Hard Times 

and Investment in Culture 

. . . I1ie notion lluit whviwin' there was an economic 
peak we must also find an intcdhuiiuil peak, and vice versa, has 
long cmjoytd . . . umpiestioiuul authority. ... In an examination 
book of a Kopliomort* wliicb I grad<‘d not so long ago, the postulate 
entailed tlu*se dculudions: I)onI)lc‘-(aitry bookkeeping in the Medici 
Bank goaded Micbelangcdo to eoncunve and uceomplish the Medici 
Chapel; (‘ontcmiplation of th(‘ Mediei Chapel in turn spurred the 
bankers to a more* muscnilur managenumt of credit But these 
statements, t*ven if thc^y w(*r«* more* skilfully w'orded, are quite 
misleading, . . , 

[In the intcTVcniing paragniplis, Frofc*ssor Lopez points out that 
the economy of IWiropt* nmebed a pcuik in thc^ lute Middle Ages, 
went through a di*pri\ssion in tin* fonrlcamth ccmtnry, and then 
stabilized on an eu’ononiie plateaiu somewvhat lowem than the peak 
of the thirteumth cuaitiiry. lie* at!ril)utc‘S the ecumomic decline to 
a number of faedors, iticbiding a dre)p in population, few technical 
innovations, the* inleu'ruption e)f trade routers, war, inflation, and 
high taxevs that draine*d away capital He* eit(\s figures about popula¬ 
tion, the re\sourcx*s e)f l)anks, and tlie* wool industry to suggest tliat 
Florence* was purtiendurly harel hit by tlie* ek*pre\ssie)n. For example, 
the pe)pulation of I1(jreme*e* was al)out 10(),()()0 in 1300, but only 
about 70,000 in the middle e)f tlie* fiftc*c*nth century. The capital 
of the Mc*die‘i Bunks in 145H was 30,000 florins (‘ompared te) 100,000 
florins hedd l)y the Femnzzi Bunk csirly in the fonrte*emth eemtnry. 
Moreover the woolem industry in the* last cpiarter of the fiftCKmth 
century was emly uIkhiI one* tliird thc^ size of what it had been forty 
years before.] 


Robert S, Lopez, '‘Hard Times 
and Investment in Culture,” 
in The Renaissance (Harper 
Torchbook Series; New York; 
Harper & Row, Publishers, 
1962), pp. 29, 45-^52. Re¬ 
printed by permission of 
The Metropolitan Museum 
of Art. 
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► Do you think that some 
past ages, such as the 
Renaissance, offered more to 
man than the present does? 


► Should everyone in a so¬ 
ciety actively confront 
reality? 


We have seen that the essential phases of Renaissance economy 
were first a depression, then stabilization at a lower level than the 
highest medieval summit. The implicit opposition between those 
two trends, depression and stabilization, may pcrliaps help us to 
understand a certain dualism in the general outlook of the Renais¬ 
sance. . . . Some Renaissance men wore pessimists: they thought 
of the lost heights rather than of the attained platform. Others, 
especially those who had managed to settle down in sufficient 
comfort, felt that they had definitely and finally arrived. 

The pessimists may not have been tlie larger group, but they 
seem to have included some of the most significant personalities, 
ranging from Savonarola to Machiavc'lli, from Leonardo da Vinci 
to Michelangelo. . . . Some pessimists joined the medieval preach¬ 
ers in demanding an earnest return to Cod, or they imitated the 
pagan writers in exalting the golden ag(' of primitive mankind. . . . 
Still others built political theories upon the assumption that men 
are basically gullible and corrupt, and that a statc'.sman must adapt 
his strategy to human imperfection. . . . Quite a few pessimists 
voiced the plight of the poor and the weak, or portrayed them in 
the background—but seldom in the forefront, because the forefront 
was reserved for the rich and the strong who purchased the work 
of art. . . . A . . . number .sought an escape' from reality, not in 
Heaven but in a world of artistic, literary, philosojihical, or even 
mathematical dreams. All of these diverse trends may of course 
be detected during any historical period, but they sc;em more pro¬ 
nounced during the Renaissance. It is c'usier to link them with 
economic depression than with any othc'r economic trend. 

The optimists in the Renaissance W('re not as diflVrent from the 
pessimists as one might think at first. Usually they shared with 
the pessimists a widespread hedief in the flow and ehh of civiliza¬ 
tion, and a tendency to look for an ideal of perfec-tion in the past 
and not in the future. Their standard, howevc'r, was nothing like 
the coarse emotionalism of the Kfiddlti Ag('s or the; naive primitive¬ 
ness of the mythical Golden Age. It was classic anticpiity—another 
age of stability and poise in aristocratic refiiu'mc'nt. The optimists 
thought that antiquity had bcc'n one of the high tide's in human 
history, and that their own time was unothc'r high tide, intimately 
close to antiquity and utterly unre'lated to the' recc'nt past. Now was 
the time to stretch one’s hand for the^ riedie'.s which the high tide 
brought within reach. . . . Private inelividuahs and political leaders 
were equally impatient. Their drive: for .se'lf-fulfilluK'nt was humani¬ 
tarian and peaceful so long as they strove: to di.scovcr and develop 
their own selves, their own moral and material re.sources. But it 
had to become aggressive individuali.sm einel perlitical ruthlessne.ss 
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when success depended upon conquest of resources claimed by 
other individuals or nations. All of these characteristics, too, can be 
found in other ages, but they seem to predominate in the Renais¬ 
sance. They are not surprising in an economic stagnation which still 
offers a good life to the elite but little hope for the outcast. 

The moods of the Renaissance are so many and so various that 
they seem almost to defy definition. That is exactly why the Renais¬ 
sance looks so modern to us—it was almost as rich and diversified 
as the contemporary scene. One important modem trait, however, 
was lacking. Most of its exponents had little faith and little interest 
in progress for the whole human race. Indeed this idea seems to be 
germane to economic expansion. . . . The secular ideal of the 
progress of mankind through the diffusion of decency and learning 
was seldom emphasized before the late sixteenth century, when 
economic stagnation began at last to be broken. In between there 
were nearly two hundred years—the core of the Renaissance— 
during which any hope for progress was generally held out not 
to the vulgar masses but [instead] to individual members of a 
small elite. . . . 

Contrary to widespread popular belief, the society of the Renais¬ 
sance was essentially aristocratic. It offered economic, intellectual, 
and political opportunities to only a small number. But it lacked a 
universally accepted standard of nobility. The commercial revolu¬ 
tion of the high Middle Ages and the social changes connected 
with it already had undermined the aristocracy of blood. The great 
depression of the mid-fourteenth century, and the stagnation which 
followed shook the security and whittled down the income of the 
aristocracy of wealth. Blood and money, of course, were still very 
useful , . . but neither insured durable distinction by itself. Too 
many landowners, merchants, and bankers had lost or were threat¬ 
ened with losing their wealth, and high birth without wealth was 
of little avail in the age which has been called "^the heyday of 
illegitimate children.” . . . 

Perhaps this was why culture, what we still call humanistic 
culture, tended to become the highest symbol of nobility, the 
magic password which admitted a man or a nation to the elite 
group. . . . Statesmen who had tried to build up their power and 
prestige by enlarging their estates now vied with one another to 
gather works of art. Businessmen who had been looking for the 
most profitable or the most conservative investments in trade now 
invested in books. The shift was more pronounced in Italy because 
in Italy businessmen and statesmen were the same persons. And it 
is in this field, I believe, that we can most profitably investigate the 
relation between economic and intellectual trends of the Renais- 


► Would you be satisfied to 
live in a society where 
only the elite could live 
a good life? 
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A plutocracy is a government 
controlled by a small group 
of wealthy men for their om 
advantage. It is a form of 
oligarchy. 


sance. We ought to explore briefly the increased value of human¬ 
istic culture as an economic investment. 

Quite probably the increase was relative and not absolute. It 
is doubtful that the Renaissance invested in humanistic culture 
more than any period of the Middle Ages. The precious metals 
which early medieval artists lavished in their works were a stag¬ 
gering proportion of the available stocks of gold and silver. The 
cathedrals and castles of the twelfth century probably absorbed 
a greater amount of raw materials and manpower-hours than the 
churches and palaces of the Renaissance, hfedicval universities 
were far greater investments, in strictly economic terms, than the 
humanistic schools. But universities, cathedrals and castles were 
not built primarily—or, at least, not exclusively—for the sake of 
pure humanistic culture. Universities aimed at preparing men 
for professional careers, such as those of ch^rgyman, lawyer, and 
physician. Castles were insurances against accidents in this life. 
It is not surprising that shrewd rulers and thrifty businessmen 
were prepared to invest part of their capital in functional works of 
art and in practical culture. . . . 

The evolution from the state as a business affair to the state as 
a work of art, . . . went together with the depression and the 
stagnation of the Renaissance. The decline of aristocracy and the 
recession of plutocracy loft a gap through which culture . . . could 
more easily shine. That culture was placed so high—higher, per¬ 
haps, than at any other period in history—is the undying glory of 
the Renaissance. 

The transition was smooth because the .seeds had been planted 
in the high Middle Ages. Already in the thirteenth century, culture 
was a creditable pastime to the nobleman and a useful asset to 
the merchant. It was then the fashion for kings and courtiers to 
write elegant lyric poems ... on very subtle matters of love and 
courtship. So did the merchants who traded in and niled over the 
Italian towns. They did still more: they elaborated a formula which 
vaguely anticipated the Renai.ssance notion that humanistic culture 
is the true noblesse. Real love, polite love, they said, can dwell only 
in a gentle heart. Though a gentle heart is not yet the well-rounded 
personality of the Renaissance, it resembles it in at least two ways. 
It is unconnected with birth or riches, and it is attainable by 
cultivating one’s soul. . . , 

Let us take a great merchant, indeed the head of the world’s 
greatest financial organization in the fifteenth century, Lorenzo 
the Magnificent. 1I(‘ was at the same time the head of the Medici 
Bank, the uncrowned king of Florence, a patron of art, and a poet 
in his own right. His record shows that, unlike his medieval fore- 
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fathers, he was an amateur in business and a professional in liter¬ 
ature. His mismanagement of the bank, or, rather, the mismanage¬ 
ment of the men he entrusted with running it, precipitated its 
downfall. But his patronage of the arts gave his illegitimate power 
a halo of respectability. His poems endeared him to his subjects 
. . . and made him famous among intellectual aristocrats through¬ 
out the world. Niccolo Machiavelli, the great historian of Florence, 
lauded Lorenzo for governing the state as an artist but blamed him 
for his poor conduct of business. Yet was this shortcoming not 
the inevitable counterpart of his artistic achievements? Today we 
no longer suffer from the ruin of the Medici Bank, while we still 
are enchanted by the verse of Lorenzo de’ Medici. It is easier for 
us to be indulgent and to observe that business at that time was 
so bad that even a skilful management would not have brought 
many dividends. Perhaps Lorenzo may be forgiven for overlooking 
some opportunities to invest in trade at five per cent interest since 
he invested in art at a rate which will never be exhausted. . . . 

Every age is a blending of virtues and shortcomings. Today we 
strive for unlimited human progress, and we invest colossal sums 
in functional scientific culture. Humanistic culture does not fare 
equally well. Not so long ago, when the American economy was hit 
by a great depression, art went on WPA rolls. What a sad decline! 
I certainly do not advocate that the bankers of New York neglect 
tlieir depositors to enrich the Metropolitan Museum. I do not 
even propose that our businessmen write love lyrics, or that our 
presidents brush up on their musical criticism. Still, would it not 
be a good thing if we devoted a larger proportion of our increased 
leisure and of our immense wealth to the fostering of humanistic 
culture? 


► Are artists more imprac- 
tica! and temperamental than 
other people? 


The Work Projects Adminis¬ 
tration (WPA), established in 
1935 doring the Great De¬ 
pression, put millions of 
Americans to work on a wide 
variety of federal projects. 
One of the agencies that 
made up the WPA was the 
Federal Art Project, which 
commissioned thousands of 
paintings, sculptures, and 
post-office murals. 


19 THE IDEAS 

OF THE RENAISSANCE 


Historians invented the idea of the Renaissance. Al¬ 
though such men as Lorenzo, Leonardo, and Cellini believed that 
their world differed from ancient and medieval times, they would 
have been surprised to learn that they lived in a historical period 
called the Renaissance, marked with certain well-defined char¬ 
acteristics. A century from now historians may decide that our 
age had characteristics we have not perceived clearly, and they 
may give the last half of the twentieth century a name we might 
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find surprising. Such are the dangers—and the delights—of historical 
generalization. 

Because historians differ in their techniques and their frames of 
reference, they often disagree. The idea of the Renaissance has 
provoked disagreement ever since Giorgio Vasari used the word 
riniscata to mean the rebirth of classical art. During the nineteenth 
century, Jacob Burckhardt and other scholars boldly identified 
some of the characteristics of the age, such as secularism, individ¬ 
ualism, and classicism, and argued that the Renaissance began the 
modem world. Burckhardt's work touched off a vigorous debate 
about the nature of Renaissance life, a debate that still continues. 

In Reading 19, William Fleming, professor of fine arts at Syra¬ 
cuse University, summarizes some of the major ideas that most 
historians attribute to the Renaissance. As you read, keep the 
following questions in mind: 

1. What were the iiiafor intellectual trends of the Renaissance? 

2. Were the major ideas of the Renaissance new, or did the>- have 
origins in classical times? How widespread were these ideas 
during the ^liddle Ages? 

3. Suppose the major ideas identified in the reading accurately 
rcfiect the characteristics of the Renaissance elite. Would they 
also reflect the characteristics of other social classes? 

4. Wliat do these ideas imply about the nature of the good man? 
the good life? the good society? 


Williafp Fiewng, Ms ani 
Ideas, 3"d ed., (let York: 
HdY. Rinehart and Wmstdn, 
Inc., :96S,. op. 256-258, 
260-26L Reprinted by 
per.Tission, 

Tne GethS: period is another 
name for the late iiddle 
Ages, 


A Summary of Renaissance Thought 

The dominating ideas of the Florentine Renaissance 
cluster around three concepts—classical humanism, scientific natu¬ 
ralism, and Renaissance individualism. In their broadest meaning, 
humanism, naturalism, and individualism were far from new. 
Humanism . . . was a carryover from the 13th and 14th centuries; 
naturalism stemmed from late Gothic times; and some form of 
individualism is always present in any period. The term Renais¬ 
sance, implying as it does a rebirth, is a source of some confusion. 
To the early 16th-century historians, it meant an awakening to the 
values of ancient classical arts and letters after the long medieval 
night. But just what, if anything, was reborn has never been 
satisfactorily explained. Since all the principal ideas were present 
in the Gothic period, one might do better to speak of a maturation 
of certain tendencies present in late medieval times. Yet there was 
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a specific drive that gave an extraordinary impetus and color to the 
creative life and thought of this small Tuscan city-state in the 15th 
century. It is important, therefore, to discover just what it was, 
and what it was not, that gave Florence its special flavor. 

That the Renaissance meant a secularization of life as opposed 
to the predominantly religious outlook of the medieval period has 
often been asserted. The secular spirit may indeed have been 
stronger during the Renaissance, but in medieval times there was 
a secular tradition in the architecture of castles, guild halls, and 
market buildings, in such pictorial works as the Bayeux Tapestry, 
in such epics as the Chanson de Roland, ... in the aristocratic 
poetry of the troubadours, and in the music of the minstrels. The 
fact that so little of this has survived has led too often to the con¬ 
clusion that secular works did not exist. And a look at the record 
of the 15th century will reveal that the great majority of the statu¬ 
ary, paintings, and music were religious works intended for place¬ 
ment or performance in churches. . . . 

. . . Florentine humanism . . . [took] on a consciously classical 
coloration. Here again, however, a word of caution is necessary 
when speaking of a ‘"rebirth” of the spirit of antiquity. In Italy, 
much more than in northern Europe, the classical tradition had 
been more or less continuous. Roman remains were everywhere in 
evidence. Many arches, aqueducts, bridges, and roads were still in 
use, while fragments of ancient buildings, such as columns, were 
used and reused over and over again as building materials. . . . 
Aristotle was still the oflBcial philosopher of the church, and ancient 
musical theory was still studied. What was new to Florence was 
the study of the Greek language, the setting up of Ciceronian 
rather than medieval Latin as a standard, and a passionate interest 
in Plato. In spite of a certain antiquarianism, however, the net 
result was less a revival of things past than a step forward. It was— 
as such movements usually are—a search for past precedents to 
justify present practices. 

Much has been said also about the pagan aspect of this interest 
in antiquity. Here again it was less anti-Christian than appears on 
the surface. . . . There was ... a certain amount of anticlericalism 
in Florence, as there was elsewhere at this time. Lorenzo, however, 
as the papal banker and as a father who chose the Church for his 
son Giovanni's career, was not so much a religious skeptic as he 
was a political realist. It is important to keep in mind that the 
Florentine humanists were a small band of learned men, whose 
Platonic disputations have made much more noise in the corridors 
of history than they did in their own time. Actually, they never 
had, nor did they seek, a large audience. . . . 


The Bayeux Tapestry, an 
embroidery in eiglit colors, 
depicts on a strip of linen 
230 feet by 20 inches Wil¬ 
liam the Conqueror’s invasion 
of England in 1066. It was 
done in the eleventh cen¬ 
tury perhaps by William’s 
wife. It is now in a moseum 
m the town of Bayeux, 
France. The CiiaBSon de io- 
land, an epic song written 
in the eleventh or twelfth 
century, describes the great 
battles fought by the knights 
of Charlemagne. 


One of the favorite proposals 
of Renaissance humanists 
was that Plato be declared 
a saint. 


“Platonic disputations" here 
refers to the sort of discus¬ 
sion favored by Plato: well- 
reasoned, and concerned 
with absolute ideals. 
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► What role should a desire 
for fame play in a person's 
life? 


^ Do you think it would be 
better for artists to be sup¬ 
ported by patrons or by the 
state? 


Naturalism, in the sense of fidelity to nature, appears in a well- 
developed form both in the northern Cothic sculpture and in the 
poetry of St. Francis, who had died as long before as 1226. . . , 
Florentine 15th-centiuy naturalism took a notieoably scientific turn. 
Careful observation of natural phenomena and tlu' will to reproduce 
objects as the eye sees them was evidence of an empirical attitude; 
dissection of cadavers in order to hoc the' structure' of the human 
body revealed a spirit of free inquiry; and the study of mathematics 
so as to put objects into proper perspe'cti\'e involved a new con¬ 
cept of space. Thus, while Fra Ange'lico’s re'ligioiis and Botticelli’s 
pagan dreams are ample evidence that the visionary element was 
still present, clearly a new scientific spirit was now afoot. 

While individualism as such is practically universal, the distinc¬ 
tive feature of its Florentine expression was that conditions in this 
small city-state were almost ideal for artists to come into immediate 
and fruitful contact with their patrons and audience. Competition 
was keen; desire for personal fame was intense'; and a high regard 
for personality is seen in the' portraiture', biographies, and auto¬ 
biographies. . . . 

. . . The religious nature of the' vast majorit\' of the w'orks of art 
has already been pointed out, but personal patronage was in the 
ascendancy. Brunelleschi built the Pazzi (ihapc'l, Masolino and 
Masaccio decorated the Brancacd Cihape'l, and Be-nozzo Gozzoli 
and Filippo Lippi did the paintings for the* Medici Chapel on 
commission from private donors as niemorials to tlu'inse'lves and 
their families. . . . Squarialupi and Isaac were' on the; payroll of 
the Medici when they played the' organ in the' cathe'dral, in a 
church, or in the family palace. Piousnc'ss and the' desire for 
spiritual salvation were not the only motives for such munificence; 
a knowledge that the donor’s pre.sent and posthumous fame de¬ 
pended on his building of monuments and his choice of artists to 
decorate them was also present. 

In addition to the circumstanc'cs of patronage', certain technical 
considerations within the arts themselvc's point in the same in¬ 
dividualistic direction. The development of perspective drawing, 
for instance, implied that the subject in the pieture-whether a 
Madonna, a saint, or an angel—was defiuit<‘ly placed in this world 
rather than symbolically in the next, and hence was more on a 
par with the observer. The unification of spaeci by having all the 
lines converge at one point on the horizon tended to flatter the 
spectator. . . . The central-type church tiuit Albt'rti, Bramante, 
and later Michelangelo . . . preferred to dc'sign, in which the 
space is unified under a dome, is the architectural expression of the 
same idea. The Gothic catliedral purpo.st‘ly led the eye and 
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imagination outward into tlu' transcendental beyond, while the 
central-type church rc'volvc'.s around man himself. Standing under 

the cupola, thi' ohsi'rver is aware that the a.\is of the building is A cupola is a rounded vault 
not objectively outsidt' or transcendentally beyond, but subjectively 
in himself. He is, for the- moiiKmt at least, the center of the archi¬ 
tectural space. . . . 

Human figures, whether intended as prophets or portraits, tended 
to become more iiersonal and individual. Each statue by Donatello 
, . . was a human in<li\'idualit\' wlio made a powerful and unique 
impression. Even h’ra .Vugedieo’s Madonna was a pc'rsonality more 
than an abstraction, and his figure of the Angel Gabriel possessed 
genuine human dignity. . . . 

The higher social status accordi'd Florentine artists was evi¬ 
denced by tlu' inclusion of . . . self-portraits in paintings. . . . 

Signatures of artists on tlunr works became the rule, not the ex¬ 
ception; and th(‘ ('uhninalion cam(> when Michelangelo realized that 
his work was so highly individual that he no longer needed to sign 
it. The desire for personal fame gn'w to such an extent that Ben¬ 
venuto Cc'llini no longc'r was content to k't his works speak for him 
but wrote a voluminous autobiograidiy filled with self-praise. The 
painter Giorgio Vasari likewise took uji the pen to record the lives 
of the artists he km-w iicrsonally and by reputation. . . . 

In late medieval and early Hemaissanee times, artists were con¬ 
tent with tlicir status as CTaftsimm. They were trained as ap¬ 
prentices to grind iiigmmits, carv(> wooden chests, make engravings, 
and prepare wall surfaces for freseoc's as wc'll as to carve marble 
reliefs and paint pictiux's. In tiu' late I5th and early Kith centuries, 
however, it was not enough for an artist to create works of art. He 
had to know tlu> theory of art and the place of art in the intellectual 
atmosphere of his p(‘riocl. Th(‘ <tuality most admired in Renaissance 
man was virtu (the word comes closer in the modem sense to 
virtuoso than V'irtuous). Virtu revealed itself in the boundless 
vitality and extraordinary ability that led to the achievements of a 
Lorenzo tlu* Magnificent or the bremthtaking conceptions of a 
Michelangelo. With oirtu, the* Renaissance artist could no longer 
confine hiin.sadf to a single si)eeialty but .sought to become the 
homo universale, th(( univt'rsal man. . . . 

From Lorenzo’s time through t!u‘ early Kith century, the 
greatest artists were intcdleetuals. Allx'rti was a scholar-architect 
who wrote books on the subjec't, designed buildings on paper, and 
left the actual construction to a master ma.son. Botticelli associated 
with men of letters and worked elaborate! allegories into his pic¬ 
tures. Leonardo da Vinci thought sc'ulpture inferior to painting 
because of tlu; physical labor involvc'd, and in his later years de- 
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voted himself more to science than to painting. . . . Michelangelo 
hated the workshop, even though the reali'/ation of his grandiose 
designs depended on the work of many hands. lie was to become 
the ideal of the modern individualistic artist, consciously an intel¬ 
lectual, dealing with popes and princes as eciuals, insisting that 
he painted with his brains not with his hands, and rejecting all 
offers of noble titles. When people began calling him “the divine,” 
the cycle was complete. 


20 THE ReN,‘\iSSANfT, 
AN ASSESSAiEN';’ 


Twentieth-century America, on tlK‘ surface, bears little 
resemblance to Renaissance Florence. as you hav(‘ seen in the 
preceding nineteen readings, Remaissanev Florentines confronted 
many of the problems and (tuestions that Anuu*icans do today. In 
a sense, one can say that Renaissanc(‘ Flonmc'c^ seenns ‘niodern”- 
or should one say that twentieth-cemtury Anu'ric'a s('enis an off¬ 
shoot of the Renaissance? Having stucli(‘(l Renaissance Florence, 
you should be able to make som(‘ judgnumts of your own about 
the importance of Renaissance Florence* to th(‘ modcan world and 
to your own life. You should be abk^ tcntatividy to answer the 
question, What is the legacy of Blorcmcc^ to mockam man? 

Those who make judgments about the past must use a set of 
standards by which to judge, A man who beli(*vc\s that the economic 
prosperity of the common man ranks highca* in a sc*ale of values 
than great art and literattire will judge^ Remaissanee Florence in 
one way. Someone who thinks that an age^ can be* ass<\ssed by its 
cultural contributions to future gemerations will (‘omc^ to a different 
conclusion. 

Reading 20 contains an assessmcait of tlw^ Rcauiissanco by Will 
Durant, author of a popular multivolumc* history of wc»stern civiliza¬ 
tion that devotes one whole volume to tlu^ R(‘uaissanc(\ As you read 
the conclusion to this volume, think about the* following (iuc‘stions: 

1, By wliat eiitfu'ia lias Diiraiif flu* I'fiii!ril’aitini! ol the 

Bciuiissaiiee? Does lie* make* Ids eritriia ib arV* 

2. According to this a.ss('ss!iie!il. fur wiiom ilji! the fkaiais.saiice 
provide a good life in a gotiil socD'Is? What grciiip.s did not 

kaicl a good life? 
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3, Do \ou at'ivc ! 'a.'aiir.s u>;sossiiK>iii? A\’!ial i-riliTia would 

^’OU li.SC* \ll}?r U\\ 11 ilSM'N.MIICill? 


The Renaissance in Perspective 

It is clillic'ult to jiulffo . . . [tile Renaissance] calmly, 
and wo grudgingly rehearse tlu' c'hargc's that have been brought 
against it. First ol all, tin- Uenais.sanee (limiting that term to Italy) 
was ba,sed materialK’ upon the ('oonomie exploitation of the simple 
many by tlu' eh'ver tew. 'rlu‘ wmilth ot papal Rome came from 
the pious pennies of a million Furopi'an homes; the splendor of 
Florence' was tiu' transmuted sweat of lowly proletaires who worked 
long hours, had no [lolitical rights, and were better off than 
medieval serfs onh’ in sharing in the proud glory of civic art and 
the exciting stimulus of city life. Politically the Renaissance was 
the rcplaec'iuent of republican comnnuu's with mercantile oligar¬ 
chies and military dic'talorshi|is. Morally it was a pagan revolt that 
sapped tlu' theologic'ul supports of the moral eodc', and left human 
instincts grossly free to use as they pleased the new wealth of 
commerce and industry. Ifiichceked by ccusorship from a Church 
herself secularized and martial, the state' declared itself above 
morality in govenmu'ut, diplomacy, and war. 

Renai.s.sance art (the imlictment continues) was beautiful, but 
.seldom sublime. It excelled (iolhic art in detail, but fell short of it 
in grandeur, units', uiul total (*(fect; it rarc'ly reached Crock per¬ 
fection or Roman maih'sts'. It was the voice of an aristocracy of 
wealth that dis’orced tlu' artist from the artisan, uprooted him from 
the people, an<l made him (h'pi'iKh'Ul upon upstart princes and rich 
men. It lost its soul to a dead anticiuity, and en.slaved architecture 
and sculpture to aneienl and alien forms. What an absurdity it was 
to put false (hx'eo-Homan fronts upon (lothic churche.s, as Alberti 
did in Flon'iiee and Rimini! Perhaps the wholes classical revival 
in art was a grievous mistak(', A style onc(' dead cannot properly 
be revitali'/.ed unless the eivilizatiou that it expressed can be 
restored; the vigor and health of the' style lie in its harmony with 
the life and eultun' of its time. 'Hu'ix' was, in the great age of 
Greek and Homan art, a stoic n'straint ideali'/c'd by Greek thought 
and often realized in Roman character; but tliat restraint wa.s-quite 
foreign to the Renaissance spirit of fret'dom, passion, turbulence, 
and excess, W'hat eoidd be more contrary to the Italian temper in 
the fifteenth and sixteenth et'iiturii's than the flat roof and ceiling, 
the rt'gular rectangidar facade, the dreary rows of identical win- 
dow.s, that stigmatized the Renui.s.sanct! palacc!? When Italian 


Will Durant, The Story of 
Ci¥iiization: Part ¥, The 
Renaissance (New York: 
Simon and Schuster, Inc., 
1953), pp. 724-™728. Copy¬ 
right, © 1953, by Will 
Durant. Reprinted by 
permission of Simon & 
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Titian, a sixteenth-centory 
Venetian artist, produced 
dramatic, mononiental, 
rlciily colored paintings. 


Slates and Captiies were 
sculptures by Michelangelo 
that represent man's struggle 
for freedom„ 


These are all elements of 
Greek and Roman architec¬ 
ture. A capita! Is the decora¬ 
tive top of a column. An 
architrave is made up of the 
horizootafly placed blocks 
supported by the columns. A 
pediment is the triangular 
area above the architrave; 
it is usually decorated with 
sculpture. 


Raphael, an Italian painter 
of the sixteenth century, is 
famous for his paintings of 
the Madonna and the infant 
Christ The Van Dycks and 
Rembrandt were seventeenth- 
century painters who worked 
in Flanders and Holland 
respectively. 


architecture tired of this monotony and artificial classicism, it let 
itself go, like a Venetian merchant robed for Titian, in excessive 
ornament and splendor, and fell from the classic into the 
baroque. . . . 

Neither could classic sculpture express the Renaissance. For 
restraint is essential to sculpture; the enduring medium does not 
fitly embody a contortion or an agony that by its nature must be 
brief. Sculpture is motion immobilized, passion spent or controlled, 
beauty or form preserved from time by metal congealed or lasting 
stone. Perhaps for this reason the greatest sculptures of the Renais¬ 
sance are mostly tombs or pietds, in which restless man has at last 
achieved tranquillity. Donatello, try as he might to be classic, 
remained striving, aspiring. Gothic; Michelangelo was a law to 
himself, a Titan imprisoned in his temperament, struggling through 
Slaves and Captives to find esthetic peace, but ever too lawless and 
excited for repose. The recovered classic heritage was a burden as 
well as a boon; it enriched the modem soul with noble exemplars, 
but it almost smothered that youthful spirit—just come of age- 
under a falling multitude of columns, capitals, architraves, and 
pediments. Perhaps this resurrected antiquity, this idolatry of pro¬ 
portion and symmetry (even in gardens), halted the growth of a 
native and congenial art, precisely as the revival of Latin by the 
humam'sts impeded the development of literature in the vernacular. 

Renaissance painting succeeded in expressing the color and 
passion of the time, and brought the art to a technical refinement 
never surpassed. But it too had its faults. Its stress was on sensuous 
beauty, on lordly raiment and rosy flesh; even its religious pictures 
were a voluptuous sentimentality, more intent upon corporeal forms 
than upon spiritual significance; and many a medieval crucifix 
reaches deeper into the soul than the demure Virgins of Renaissance 
art. Flemish and Dutch artists dared to picture unattractive faces 
and homely dress, and to seek behind these simple features the se¬ 
crets of character and the elements of life. How superficial the 
nudes of Venice—even the Madonnas of Raphael—seem beside the 
Van Dycks’ Adoration of the Lamhl Raphael’s Julius 11 is unex¬ 
celled, but is there anything in the hundred self-portraits by Italian 
artists that can compare with Rembrandt’s honest mirrorings of 
himself? The popularity of portraiture in the sixteenth century 
suggests the rise of the nouveaux riches, and their hunger to see 
themselves in the glass of fame. The Renaissance was a brilliant 
age, but through all its manifestations runs a strain of show and 
insincerity, a flaunting of costly costumes, a hollow fabric of pre¬ 
carious power unsupported by inner strength, and ready to fall into 
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ruins at the touch of a merciless rabble, or at the distant cry of an 
obscure and angry monk. 

Well, what shall we say to this harsh indictment of an epoch that 
we have loved with all the enthusiasm of youth? We shall not try 
to refute that indictment: though it is weighted with unfair com¬ 
parisons, much of it is true. Refutations never convince, and to pit 
one half-truth against its opposite is vain unless the two can be 
merged into a larger and juster view. Of course the Renaissance 
culture was an aristocratic superstructure raised upon the backs 
of the laboring poor; but, alas, what culture has not been? Doubt¬ 
less much of the literature and art could hardly have arisen without 
some concentration of wealth; even for righteous writers unseen 
toilers mine the earth, grow food, weave garments, and make ink. 
We shall not defend the despots; . . . many of them wasted in 
vain luxury the revenues drawn from their people; but neither 
shall we apologize for Cosimo and his grandson Lorenzo, whom 
the Florentines obviously preferred to a chaotic plutocracy. As for 
the moral laxity, it was the price of intellectual liberation; and 
heavy as the price was, that liberation is the invaluable birthright 
of the modem world, the very breath of our spirits today. 

The devoted scholarship that resurrected classic letters and 
philosophy was chiefly the work of Italy. There the first modem 
literature arose, out of that resurrection and that liberation; and 
though no Italian writer of the age could match Erasmus or 
Shakespeare, Erasmus himself yearned for the clear free air of 
Renaissance Italy, and the England of Elizabeth owed to Italy—to 
‘‘Englishmen Italianate’—the seeds of its flowering. . . . 

Yes, Renaissance architecture is depressingly horizontal, always 
excepting the lordly cupolas that rise over Florence and Rome. The 
Gothic style, ecstatically vertical, reflected a religion that pictured 
our terrestrial life as an exile for the soul, and placed its hopes and 
gods in the sky; classic architecture expressed a religion that lodged 
its deities in trees and streams and in the earth, and rarely higher 
than a mountain in Thessally; it did not look upward to find 
divinity. That classic style, so cool and calm, could not fitly represent 
the turbulent Renaissance, but neither could it be allowed to die; 
rightly a generous emulation preserved its monuments, and trans¬ 
mitted its ideals and principles to be a part—a sharer but not a 
dictator—of our building art today. Italy could not equal Greek 
or Gothic architecture, nor Greek sculpture, nor, perhaps, the 
noblest flights of Gothic sculpture at Chartres and Reims; but it 
could produce an artist whose Medici tombs were worthy of 
Pheidias, and his Pietd of Praxiteles. 


One nia^ assume that Du rant 
is here referring to 
Savonarola. 


► What sorts of fudgmerits 
sliGold historians try to 
make? Should they comment 
on the iife-styie of an era, 
or s^Guld they restrict tiiem- 
seives to the facts? 


Erasmus was a sixteenth- 
century Dutch scholar and 
humanist leader of the 
Renaissance in northern 
Europe. 


Weli-to-do young Englishmen 
were sent on a “Grand Tour” 
of the European continent— 
with emphasis on Italy^ where 
they learned the latest 
fashions in dress, manners, 
and philosophy. 


Durant is here comparing the 
work of Michelangelo to that 
of two ancient Greek sculp¬ 
tors, Pheidias (or Phidias) 
and Praxiteles. 
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► Should ariists concern 
themselves only with beauty 
and joy? Or should they use 
tfieir influence to point out 
the ugliness and despair in 
society? 


Francis Bacon, an English 
philosopher, developed the 
modern scientific method. 
Rene Descartes was a French 
philosopher and mathemati¬ 
cian, known for the phrase 
“I think; therefore ! am.” 
Baruch Spinoza was a Dutch 
philosopher. All three lived 
during the seventeenth 
century. 


For Renaissance painting there shall be no word of apology; 
it is still the high point of that art in history. Spain approached that 
zenith in the halcyon days of Velasquez, Murillo, . . . and El Greco; 
Flanders and Holland came not quite so close in Rubens and Rem¬ 
brandt. Chinese and Japanese painters scale heights of their own, 
and at times their pictures impress us as especially profound, if only 
because they see man in a large perspective; yet their cold, con¬ 
templative philosophy or decorative elegance is outweighed by the 
richer range of complexity and power, and the warm vitality of 
color, in the pictorial art of the Florentines, of Raphael and Cor¬ 
reggio and the Venetians. Indeed, Renaissance painting was a 
sensual art, though it produced some of the greatest religious 
paintings, and-as on the Sistine ceiling-some of the most spiritual 
and sublime. But that sensuality was a wholesome reaction. The 
body had been vilified long enough; woman had borne through 
ungracious centuries the abuse of a harsh ascetici.sm; it was good 
that life should reaffirm, and art enhance, the loveliness of healthy 
human forms. The Renaissance had tired of original sin, breast¬ 
beating, and mythical post-mortem terrors; it turned its back upon 
death and its face to life; and ... it sang an exhilarating, incom¬ 
parable ode to joy. 

The Renaissance, by recalling classic culture, ended the thousand- 
year rule of the Oriental mind in Europe. From Italy by a hundred 
routes the good news of the great liberation passed over mountains 
and seas to France, Germany, Flanders, Holland, and England.... 
The flow of ideas, morals, and arts contiimcd to run northward 
from Italy for a century. From 1500 to 1600 all western Europe 
acknowledged her as the mother and nurse of the new civilization 
of science and art and the “humanities;” even the idea of the 
gentleman, and the aristocratic conception of life and government, 
came up from the south to mold the manners and states of the 
north. So the sixteenth century, when the Renaissance declined in 
Italy, was an age of exuberant germination in France, England, 
Germany, Flanders, and Spain. 

For a time the tensions of Reformation and Counter Reforma¬ 
tion, the debates of theology and the wars of religion, overlaid and 
overwhelmed the influence of the Rcnai.ssanc;e; num fought through 
a bloody century for the freedom to bedieve and worship as they 
pleased, or as pleased their kings; and the voic(i of reason seemed 
stilled by the clash of militant faiths. But it was not altogether 
silent; even in that unhappy desolation men like Erasmtis, Bacon, 
and Descartes echoed it bravely, gave it fri'sh and stronger utter¬ 
ance; Spinoza found for it a majestic; formulation; and in the 
eighteenth century the spirit of the Italian Renaissance was re- 
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born in the French Enlightenment. . . . Everywhere today in 
Europe and tlu' Anu'riea.s there arc urbane and lusty spirits—com¬ 
rades in tlu‘ Country of the Mind-who feed and live on this legacy 
of mental freedom, esthetic sensitivity, friendly and sympathetic 
understanding; forgi\'ing life its tragedies, embracing its joys of 
sense, mind, and soul; and hearing ever in their hearts, amid 
hymns of hate and ;il)ov(' the cannon’s roar, the song of the 
Renaissance. 
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New York and Its Citizens 


STATING THE ISSUE 


Compared to ancient AtlnaLS or Hcnaissance Florence, modem 
New York City i.s c'Oinpkwity (‘oinpoimdtKl. Its population may serve 
as an exampl(‘- N(‘W York luis drawn its citizens from every corner 
of the world. It has inoix^ hlac'ks than Alabama, two-thirds as many 
Jews as all of Israc*!, more pt‘opk‘ of Irish ancestiy than Dublin, 
and more of Italian anec\stry than all but four Italian cities. The 
tumbled array of all tlusse strains sometimes startles visitors who 
themselves add significauitly to the polyglot nature of the world’s 
greatest city. 

New York(a*s S(h* thta'r caty from markedly different perspectives. 
Old New York familiixs who wiut(‘r in town houses and summer in 
Newport, Rhode Island mansions surround their lives with private 
schools, the Mt'tropolitun Optu'a, riding lessons, social service or¬ 
ganizations, trips abroad, and other privik^ges and responsibilities 
of great wealth. Ikualo Hic’un immigrants fight roaches, rats, slum¬ 
lords, and tlu‘ vicious grind of povcirty. In neighboring apartments 
live black nationalists wlio scad to establish an all-black society, 
and young blued attorneys stretching for a higher rung on the social 
and economic* ladcka*. Since so many different groups view New 
York from sued varital p(*rsp(*(‘tiv(\s, no generalization can accurately 
describe the Nc^w YorkcTS vic*w of his world. The 'Typical New 
Yorker’ docs not exxist. 

Chapter I introdnex's tlu* study of humanities in New York through 
the viewpoint of a varic‘ty of its citizems. The first reading describes 
the city as oiu* of its gr<‘ut writ<a*s knew it jnst after World War 11. 
It is followed l)y a<*(*onnts of New York as seen by a young Jewish 
boy, a black welfare c*li(*nt, souk* poor Puerto Rican families, three 
career womcai, sonu* nK*mbc‘rs of the btisincss elite, and a young 
hippie. As you read tlu*sc‘ uc(‘mmts, tliink about the variety of ways 
in which tlicsc‘ pc‘oph* dcdiiu* the good man, the good life, and the 
good society. Do tliey agixx^ about any issues? What do they dis¬ 
agree about? Wliut do tlu*ir opinions add to your own thoughts 
about theses issutxs? Chuptcu* 1 will focus on these three questions. 


CHAPTER 



253 





1 NE\X^ YORK THROUGH 
A WRITER’S EYES 

New York City is about 350 years old. It was settled 
originally by Dutch burghers, who are said to have bought Man¬ 
hattan Island from the Indians for a few dollars worth of beads, 
and was conquered by the English in 1664. Standing at the mouth 
of the Hudson River and blessed with a deep and sheltered harbor, 
New York grew steadily. By 1810 it was the largest city in the 
United States. By 1969 its population was greater than eight million 
people. 

During the nineteenth and early twentieth centuries. New York 
was the major port of entry for millions of immigrants from Europe 
who worked their patient way through the endless lines at Ellis 
Island to touch at last an eager foot on the streets of America. 
Millions of them never left. When restrictive laws cut off immigra¬ 
tion from Europe in the 1920's, a new influx of black immigrants 
from the American South began. Since World War II, Puerto Ricans 
have swelled the tide. Moreover, throughout its entire history New 
York has pulled the talented from the entire nation—aspiring 
writers, artists, dancers, musicians, businessmen. Many of them 
failed to meet New York’s harsh standards; those who succeeded 
have left a rich heritage. 

One of the most successful was E. B. White. Like so many other 
writers, he found the literary life of the metropolis irresistible. As 
a major contributor to The New Yorker magazine whose famous 
weekly column, ‘‘The Talk of the Town,” was enlivened by hundreds 
of his short pieces, he became one of the major essayists of the 
twentieth century. In 1949, White published an essay entitled “Here 
Is New York” in Holiday magazine. Republished as a short book, 
it has become famous. 

As you read excerpts from White’s essay, think about the follow¬ 
ing questions: 

1. According to White’s account, is New York a good or a bad 
place? Is it equally good or bad for everyone? Explain your 
answer. 

2. How many New Yorks are there? How large is New York in 
its largest sense? in its smallest? 

3. What sort of man can best take advantage of what New York 
has to offer? What does your conclusion imply about the nature 
of the good man in New Y'ork City? the good life? 
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''Here Is New York” 


On any person who desires such queer prizes, New York 
will bestow the gift of loneliness and the gift of privacy. It is this 
largess that accounts for the presence within the city's walls of a 
considerable section of the population; for the residents of Man¬ 
hattan are to a large extent strangers who have pulled up stakes 
somewhere and come to town, seeking sanctuary or fulfillment 
or some greater or lesser grail. The capacity to make such dubious 
gifts is a mysterious quality of New York. It can destroy an indi¬ 
vidual, or it can fulfill him, depending a good deal on luck. No 
one should come to New York to live unless he is willing to be lucky. 

New York is the concentrate of art and commerce and sport 
and religion and entertainment and finance, bringing to a single 
compact arena the gladiator, the evangelist, the promotor, the 
actor, the trader and the merchant. It carries on its lapel the un- 
expungeable odor of the long past, so that no matter where you 
sit in New York you feel the vibrations of great times and tall 
deeds, of queer people and events and undertakings. I am sitting 
at the moment in a stifling hotel room in 90-degree heat, halfway 
down an air shaft, in midtown. No air moves in or out of the 
room, yet I am curiously afiFected by emanations from the imme¬ 
diate surroundings. I am twenty-two blocks from where Rudolph 
Valentino lay in state, eight blocks from where Nathan Hale was 
executed, five blocks from the publishers office where Ernest 
Hemingway hit Max Eastman on the nose, four miles from where 
Walt Whitman sat sweating out editorials for the Brooklyn Eagle, 
thirty-four blocks from the street Willa Gather lived in when she 
came to New York to write books about Nebraska, one block from 
the spot where Marceline used to clown on the boards of the 
Hippodrome, thirty-six blocks from where the historian Joe Gould 
kicked a radio to pieces in full view of the public, thirteen blocks 
from where Harry Thaw shot Stanford White, five blocks from 
Where I used to usher at the Metropolitan Opera, and only a 
hundred and twelve blocks from the spot where Clarence Day 
the Elder was washed of his sins in the Church of the Epiphany 
(I could continue this list indefinitely); and for that matter I am 
probably occupying the very room that any number of exalted and 
somewise memorable characters sat in, some of them on hot, breath¬ 
less afternoons, lonely and private and full of their own sense of 
emanations from without. . . . 

There are roughly three New Yorks. There is, first, the New York 
of the man or woman who was born here, who takes the city for 
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Rudolph Valentino was a 
moi/ie idol of the 1910’s 
and 70’s. 

Ernest Hemingway socked 
Max Eastman, the essayist 
and poet, because Eastman 
had written a scathing reviev/ 
of Hemingway’s novel about 
buiifightiog, Deatl in the 
Afternoon. 

Joe Gould, a fabulous 
character prominent in 
Greenwich Village, lived 
as a Bohemian and often 
recited excerpts from his 
unpublished Oral History, 
which seemed to be about 
everything. Harry Thaw shot 
Stanford White, a leading 
architect, in 1906 in the 
roof garden of the second 
Madison Square Garden, 
designed by White. Mrs. Thaw 
was the apex of the triangle. 

The elder Clarence Day 
was portrayed in 
Life with Father 
by Clarence Shepard Day. 


► Does everyone need a 
private world into which he 
can retreat in order to be 
happy? 
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Con Edison is New York City's 
gas and electric company. 


iamaroneck is in West- 
cnester County, Little Neck 
at the outer edge of Queens, 
and Teaneck in New Jersey. 
All are comfortable suburbs. 

The Belvedere Tower, an 
imitation medieval castie in 
Central Park, is now used 
as a weather station, it 
overlooks the New Lake and 
the Delacorte Theater, where 
Shakespeare is presented 
free in the summer. 


The Bowery, a street on 
Manhattan's Lower East 
Side, has a large 
population of alcoholic 
derelicts. 


granted and accepts its size and its turbulence as natural and in¬ 
evitable. Second, there is the New York of the commuter—the city 
that is devoured by locusts each day and spat out each night. Third, 
there is the New York of the person who was bom somewhere 
else and came to New York in quest of something. Of these three 
trembling cities the greatest is the last—the city of final destination, 
the city that is a goal. It is this third city that accounts for New 
York’s high-strung disposition, its poetical deportment, its dedi¬ 
cation to the arts, and its incomparable achievements. Commuters 
give the city its tidal restlessness; natives give it solidity and con¬ 
tinuity; but the settlers give it passion. And whether it is a farmer 
arriving from Italy to set up a small grocery store in a slum, or a 
young girl arriving from a small town in Mississippi to escape the 
indignity of being observed by her neighbors, or a boy arriving 
from the Com Belt with a manuscript in his suitcase and a pain 
in his heart, it makes no difference: each embraces New York 
with the intense excitement of first love, each absorbs New York 
with the fresh eyes of an adventurer, each generates heat and light 
to dwarf the Consolidated Edison Company. 

The commuter is the queerest bird of all. The suburb he inhabits 
has no essential vitality of its own and is a mere roost where he 
comes at days end to go to sleep. Except in rare cases, the man who 
lives in Mamaroneck or Little Neck or Teaneck, and works in New 
York, discovers nothing much about the city except the time of 
arrival and departure of trains and buses, and the path to a quick 
lunch. He is desk-bound, and has never, idly roaming in the 
gloaming, stumbled suddenly on Belvedere Tower in the Park, seen 
the ramparts rise sheer from the water of the pond, and the boys 
along the shore fishing for minnows, girls stretched out negligently 
on the shelves of the rocks; he has never come suddenly on any¬ 
thing at all in New York as a loiterer, because he has had no time 
between trains. He has fished in Manhattan’s wallet and dug out 
coins, but has never listened to Manhattan’s breathing, never 
awakened to its morning, never dropped off to sleep in its night. 
About 400,000 men and women come charging onto the Island 
each week-day morning, out of the mouths of tubes and tunnels. 
Not many among them have ever spent a drowsy afternoon in 
the great rustling oaken silence of the reading room of the Public 
Library, with the book elevator (like an old water wheel) spewing 
out books onto the trays. They tend their furnaces in Westchester 
and in Jersey, but have never seen the furnaces of the Bowery, 
the fires that burn in oil drums on zero winter nights. They may 
work in the financial district downtown and never see the ex¬ 
travagant plantings of Rockefeller Center—the daffodils and grape 
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hyacinths and birches and the flags trimmed to the wind on a fine 
morning in spring. Or they may work in a midtown ofiSce and 
may let a whole year swing round without sighting Governors Is¬ 
land from the sea wall. The commuter dies with tremendous mileage 
to his credit, but he is no rover. His entrances and exists are more 
devious than those in a prairie-dog village; and he calmly plays 
bridge while buried in the mud at the bottom of the East River. 
The Long Island Rail Road alone carried forty million commuters 
last year; but many of them were the same fellow retracing his steps. 

The terrain of New York is such that a resident sometimes travels 
farther, in the end, than a commuter. Irving Berlin s journey from 
Cherry Street in the lower East Side to an apartment uptown was 
through an alley and was only three or four miles in length; but it 
was like going three times around the world. 

A poem compresses much in a small space and adds music, thus 
heightening its meaning. The city is like poetry: it compresses all 
life, all races and breeds, into a small island and adds music and 
the accompaniment of internal engines. The island of Manhattan 
is without any doubt the greatest human concentrate on earth, the 
poem whose magic is comprehensible to millions of permanent 
residents but whose full meaning will always remain elusive. At 
the feet of the tallest and plushiest oflBces lie the crummiest slums. 
The genteel mysteries housed in the Riverside Church are only a 
few blocks from the voodoo charms of Harlem. The merchant 
princes, riding to Wall Street in their limousines down the East 
River Drive, pass within a few hundred yards of the gypsy kings; 
but the princes do not know they are passing kings, and the kings 
are not up yet anyway—they live a more leisurely life than the 
princes and get drunk more consistently. 

New York is nothing like Paris; it is nothing like London; and 
it is not Spokane multiplied by sixty, or Detroit multiplied by four. 
It is by all odds the loftiest of cities. It even managed to reach 
the highest point in the sky at the lowest moment of the depression. 
The Empire State Building shot twelve hundred and fifty feet into 
the air when it was madness to put out as much as six inches of 
new growth. (The building has a mooring mast that no dirigible 
has ever tied to; it employs a man to flush toilets in slack times; 
it has been hit by an airplane in a fog, struck coundess times by 
lightning, and been jumped off of by so many unhappy people 
that pedestrians instinctively quicken step when passing Fifth 
Avenue and 34th Street.) 

Manhattan has been compelled to expand skyward because of 
the absence of any other direction in which to grow. This, more 


Goyernors Island is located 
sootti of Manhattan in blew 
York Harbor. Since colonial 
days, it has been a fort or 
military Instailation. Today 
it is under the jurisdiction 
of the U.S. Coast Guard. 


Irving Berlin, whose first 
big hit was “Alexander’s 
Ragtime Band’' 119111 
was probably the most 
successful popular-song 
composer of the first half of 
the twentieth century. 


The Riverside Church is 
a prominent liberal 
Protestant church on 
the Upper West Side of 
Manhattan. It is about 
five blocks from Harlem and 
just across Riverside 
Drive from Grant’s Tomb. 


The Empire State Building 
was completed in 1931, 
during the Great Depression. 
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Hell Gate Bridge is a railroad 
bridge which spans a narrow 
and turbulent section of the 
East River. The bridge 
connects Queens and the 
Bronx. 


Today, with oil, gas, and 
electric heating prevalent, 
there are few ice-coai-and- 
wood cellars left in the city. 


than any other thing, is responsible for its physical majesty. It is 
to the nation what the white church spire is to the village-the 
visible symbol of aspiration and faith, the white plume saying 
that the way is up. The summer traveler swings in over Hell Gate 
Bridge and from the window of his sleeping car as it glides above 
the pigeon lofts and back yards of Queens looks southwest to where 
the morning light first strikes the steel peaks of midtown, and he 
sees its upward thrust unmistakabk\- the great walls and towers 
rising, the smoke rising, the heat not yet rising, the hopes and 
ferments of so many awakening millions rising-this vigorous spear 
that presses heaven hard. . . . 

The oft-quoted thumbnail sketch of Nc'w York is, of course: “It’s 
a wonderful place, but I’d hate to live there." I have an idea that 
people from villages and small towns, peoph' accustomed to the 
convenience and the friendliness of neighborhood over-the-fence 
living, are unaware that life in New York follows the neighborhood 
pattern. The city is literally a composite of tc'iis of thousands of 
tiny neighborhood units. There are, of course, tlu' big districts and 
big units: Chelsea and Murray Hill aiKl Cramt'rcy (which are 
residential units), Harlem (a racial unit), Greenwich Village (a 
unit dedicated to the arts and other mattt'rs), and there is Radio 
City (a commercial development), Peter (iooper Village (a housing 
unit), the Medical Center (a sickness unit) and many other sec¬ 
tions each of which has .some distinguishing characteristic. But the 
curious thing about New York is that each large geographical unit 
is composed of countless small neighborhoods. Each neighborhood 
is virtually self-sufficient. Usually it is no more than two or three 
blocks long and a couple of blocks wide. Each arc'a is a city within 
a city within a city. Thus, no matter where? you live in New York, 
you will find within a block or two a groce'ry store, a barbershop, 
a newsstand and shoeshine shack, an iee-coal-and-wood cellar 
(where you write your order on a pad outside as you walk by), a 
dry cleaner, a laundry, a delicatessen (huvr and sandwiches de¬ 
livered at any hour to your door), a flower shop, an tmdertaker’s 
parlor, a movie house, a radio-repair .shop, a stationer, a haber¬ 
dasher, a tailor, a drugstore, a garage, a tearoom, a saloon, a hard¬ 
ware store, a liquor store, a shoe-repair shop. Every block or two, 
in most residential sections of New York, is a little main street. 
A man starts for work in the morning and before hr; has gone two 
hundred yards he has completed half a dozen mission-S: bought a 
paper, left a pair of shoes to be soled, picked up a pack of cig¬ 
arettes, ordered a bottle of whiskey to hr' dispatched in the op¬ 
posite direction against his home-coming, writttui a message to the 
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unseen forces of the wood cellar, and notified the dry cleaner that 
a pair of trousers awaits call. Homeward bound eight hours later, 
he buys a bunch of pussy willows, a Mazda bulb, a drink, a shine 
-all between the comer where he steps off the bus and his apart¬ 
ment. So complete is each neighborhood, and so strong the sense 
of neighborhood, that many a New Yorker spends a lifetime within 
the confines of an area smaller than a country village. Let him 
walk two blocks from his comer and he is in a strange land and 
will feel uneasy till he gets back. 

Storekeepers are partieularly conscious of neighborhood bound¬ 
ary lines. A woman friend of mine moved recently from one apart¬ 
ment to another, a distanct* of three blocks. When she turned up, 
the day after the mo\'e, at the same grocer’s that she had patronized 
for years, the proprit'tor was in ecstasy-almost in tears—at seeing 
her. “I was afraid,” lu' said, “itow that you’ve moved away I 
wouldn’t be seeing > ou an>' more'.” To him, away was three blocks, 
or about seven lumdr<*d and fifty feet. . . . 

I’ve been reimunlx-ring what it felt like as a young man to live 
in the same town with giants. When I first arrived in New York 
my personal giants were a dozen or so columnists and critics and 
poets whos(( nauK's app('ar(>d regularly in the papers. I burned with 
a low steady fev(*r just Ix'cause I was on the same island with 
Don Manpiis, Ileywood Broun, Christopher Morley, Franklin P. 
Adams, Rob<!rt C. Ihmc'hlcy, Frank Sullivan, Dorothy Parker, Alex¬ 
ander Woollcott, Bing Lardner and Stephen Vincent Ben6t. I 
would hang around the comer of Chambers Street and Broadway, 
thinking: “Somcwvhere in that building is the typewriter that archy 
the cockroach jtimps on at night.” New York hardly gave me a 
living at that period, btit it sustained me. I used to walk quickly 
past the house in West 13th Street between Sixth and Seventh 
where F. P. A. lived, and the block seemed to tremble under my 
feet—the way Park Avenue trembles when a train leaves Grand 
Central. This (‘xcitation (nc'arness of giants) is a continuing thing. 
The city is always full of young worshipful beginners—young actors, 
young aspiring poets, ballerinas, painters, reporters, singers—each 
depending on his own brand of tonic to stay alive, each with his 
own stable of giants. . . . 

... In Turth* Bay tlu're is an old willow tree that presides over an 
interior garden. It is a battercid tree, long suffering and much 
climbed, held together by strands of wire but beloved of those 
who know it. In a way it symbolizes the city: life under difficulties. 


Incandescent light bulbs 
used to be known as ‘‘Mazda 
bulbs.” 


► Have supermarkets, de¬ 
partment stores, and shop¬ 
ping centers helped to 
destroy a sense of 
neighborhood? 


Don Marquis was a 
satiric columnist in several 
New York newspapers. 

Many of his columns 
featured the adventures 
of archy the cockroach and 
mehitabel the cat. 


Turtle Bay is a section of 
Manhattan along the East 
River, it is now occupied 
mainly by the United 
Nations Headquarters. 
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growth against odds, sap-rise in the midst of concrete, and the 
steady reaching for the sun. Whenever I look at it nowadays, and 
feel the cold shadow of the planes, I think: ''This must be saved, 
this particular thing, this very tree.'" If it were to go, all would 
go—this city, this mischievous and marvelous monument which not 
to look upon would be Hke death. 


2 THE BOYHOOD 
OF ALFRED KAZIM 

Jews had lived in New York City for two centuries be¬ 
fore the great influx of Jewish immigration. Most of these early 
settlers had emigrated from Spain or Germany; many had risen to 
prominence. Then, in the early 1880's, the governments of the 
Austro-Hungarian Empire and Russia increased their persecution 
of the Jews. At the same time, economic opportunities for Eastern 
European Jews seemed limited. In increasing numbers they sold 
their property, loaded a few possessions onto carts and trains, and 
began the trek to the New World. Soon the long beards of the 
orthodox were a common sight on city streets. 

Jews were forbidden to own land in central Europe. Most of 
them earned livings as artisans or merchants. Persecuted for cen¬ 
turies by Europe’s governments, Jews had learned to look to 
family, synagogue, and community organizations for succor and to 
rely on their community spirit to keep their ancient culture alive. 
This culture emphasized love for learning and respect for the 
scholar. In Europe, whole families had struggled to support one 
son studying for the rabbinate. This family solidarity and respect 
for the book helped to prepare Jewish immigrants to grasp the 
opportunities of the New World. 

Most of the first generation of Jewish immigrants became trades¬ 
men or workers in New York City’s factories, particularly in the 
garment industry. There they helped to build the International 
Ladies Garment Workers Union and the Amalgamated Clothing 
Workers of America, two of the nation’s outstanding labor unions. 
But the sons of these garment workers—and of the other tradesmen 
so prominent among the Jewish immigrants—went to the public 
schools, enrolled in New York’s colleges, especially the tuition-free 
College of the City of New York (CCNY), and entered the pro¬ 
fessions. Out of their ranks have grown a disproportionate number 
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of leading American musicians, writers, historians, actors, and 
artists. 

One of the most notable of these men is Alfred Kazin, a distin¬ 
guished American critic who has written a number of books about 
American literature. Although his autobiography speaks only for 
one man and not for all of New Yorks Jews, it still describes many 
typical aspects of life among Jewish immigrants and their children. 
As you read this account from his autobiography which describes 
life in the Brownsville section of Brooklyn, think about the follow¬ 
ing questions: 

1. What g£n"e Kazin security? "Wliat luas ibe base from u"hich lie 
reached for opportunity in Xew York Clly‘t btlmt avLiba.rbe 
for h im to grasp? 

2. 11 oiild Kazin agree vcith Whitfs that a Xe-;; York neigaborhcod 
is only a Hock or so long? IViiar took him out of biir oeighbor- 
liood? llliat did lie see out there? 

3. What was the good rnan from the point of view of the Jewish 
famil}’ as represented in Kazirbs aiitobiograph}'? the good life? 
tlic good socleWY hlight Kazin himself ansvmr these questions 
ill the same way a generation later? 


A Walker in the City 

Every time I go back to Brownsville it is as if I had 
never been away. From the moment I step off the train at Rock- 
away Avenue and smell the leak out of the men’s room, then the 
pickles from the stand just below the subway steps, an instant 
rage comes over me, mixed with dread and some unexpected tender¬ 
ness. It is over ten years since I left to live in the ‘"city”—everything 
just out of Brownsville was always “the city.” Actually I did not 
go very far; it was enough that I could leave Brownsville. Yet as 
I walk those familiarly choked streets at dusk and see the old 
women sitting in front of the tenements, past and present become 
each others faces; I am back where I began. . . . 

All my early life lies open to my eye within five city blocks. 
When I passed the school, I went sick with all my old fear of it. . . . 

It was never learning I associated with . . . school: only the 
necessity to succeed, to get ahead of the others in the daily strug¬ 
gle to “make a good impression” on our teachers, who grimly, 
wearily, and often with ill-concealed distaste watched against our 
relapsing into the natural savagery they expected of Brownsville 
boys. . . . 


Alfred Kazin, A Waller in tiie 
£ity (l^ew York: Harcourt 
Brace & World, Inc., mi), 
pp. 5-6, 17-19, 43-44, 
64-66, 83-84, 94-96. 
Repriiiied by permission. 
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“Obsequiously” means 
servilely. 


► Should the schools permit 
students to bring Christmas 
presents to teachers? 


Dugscitzer refers to people 
from the Polish village of 
Dugscfiitz, where Kazin's 
mother was born. Kazin’s 
synagogue was made up 
almost entirely of Digsclit- 
zers. Like other immigrants 
to New York City, Jews from 
particular villages often 
settled near each other. 


All teachers were to be respected like gods, and God Himself 
was the greatest of all school superintendents. Long after I had 
ceased to believe that our teachers could see with the back of 
their heads, it was still understood, by me, that they knew every¬ 
thing. They were the delegates of all visible and invisible power on 
earth-“Of the mothers who waited on the stoops every day after 
three for us to bring home tales of our daily triumphs; of the 
glacially remote Anglo-Saxon principal, whose very name was 
King; of the incalculably important Superintendent of Schools who 
would someday rubberstamp his name to the bottom of our di¬ 
plomas in grim acknowledgment that we had, at last, given satis¬ 
faction to him, to the Board of Superintendents, and to our 
benefactor the City of New York—and so up and up, to the gov¬ 
ernment of the United States and to the great Lord Jehovah 
Himself. My belief in teachers" unlimited wisdom and power rested 
not so much on what I saw in them—how impatient most of them 
looked, how wary—but on our abysmal humility, at least in those 
of us who were ^^good” boys, who proved by our ready compliance 
and '"manners"" that we wanted to get on. The road to a profes¬ 
sional future would be shown us only as we pleased them. Make 
a good impression the first day of the term, and theyll help you 
out Make a had impression, and you might as well cut your throat. 
This was the first article of school folklore, whispered around the 
classroom the opening day of each term. You made the "good 
impression"" by sitting firmly at your wooden desk, hands clasped; 
by silence for the greatest part of the live-long day; by standing 
up obsequiously when it was so expected of you; by sitting down 
noiselessly when you had answered a question; by "speaking nicely,” 
which meant reproducing their painfully exact enunciation; by 
"showing manners,"" or an ecstatic submissiveness in all things; by 
outrageous flattery; by bringing little gifts at Christmas, on their 
birthdays, and at the end of the term—the well-known significance 
of these gifts being that they came not from us, but from our 
parents, whose eagerness in this matter showed a high level of 
social consideration, and thus raised our standing in turn. . . . 

The little wooden synagogue was "our"" place. ... All good 
Dugschitzer were expected to show up in it at least once a year, 
had their sons confirmed in it as a matter of course, and would 
no doubt be buried from it when their time came. Members of the 
congregation referred to each other in a homely familiar way, 
using not the unreal second names so many Jews in Russia had 
been given for the Czars census, but the first names in their 
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familiar order—Dovid Yossel’s or Khannah Sorkes; some were 
known simply by some distinguishing physical trait, the Rakhmiel 
lame in one foot. There were little twists and turns to the liturgy 
that were strictly “ours,” a particularly nostalgic way of singing 
out the opening words of prayers that only Dugschifzer could 
possibly know. If the blind Rakhmiel-the Rakhmiel in the back 
bench who was so nearsighted that he might fairly be described 
as blind-skipped two lines in the prayer book, the sexton would 
clutch his hands in despair and call out mockingly, “Beneshalelem; 
Bless the Lord! Will you just listen to the way he reads?” There 
were scornful little references to the way outsiders did things- 
people from Warsaw, for example, who gave every sound a pedan¬ 
tic roll; or Galicians, who, as everyone knew, were coarse-grained, 
had no taste, took cream with herring, and pronounced certain 
words in so uncouth a manner that it made you ache with laughter 
just to hear them. What did it matter that our congregation was 
poor, our synagogue small and drab? It was sufficient to the handful 
of us in BrownsviUe, and from birth to death would regather us 
in our ties to God, to the tradition of Israel, and to each other. 
On a Saturday when a boy had been confirmed, and the last loving 
proud Amen! had been heard from the women where they sat at 
the back separated from us by a gauze curtain, and a table in 
an open space between the pews had been laden with nut-cake, 
fruit, herring, and wine, and the brethren had gathered to toast 
the boy and his parents and each other in their rejoicing for 
Israel, we were all—no matter what we knew of each other or 
had suffered from each other-one plighted family. 

In Brownsville tenements the kitchen is always the largest room 
and the center of the household. As a child I felt that we lived in 
a kitchen to which four other rooms were annexed. . . . The 
kitchen held our lives together. My mother worked in it all day 
long, we ate in it almost all meals except the Passover seder, I 
did my homework and first writing at the kitchen table, and in 
winter I often had a bed made up for me on three kitchen chairs 
near the stove. On the wall just over the table hung a long hori¬ 
zontal mirror that sloped to a ship’s prow at each end and was 
lined in cherry wood. It took up the whole wall, and drew every 
object in the kitchen to itself. The walls were a fiercely stippled 
whitewash, so often rewhitened by my father in slack seasons that 
the paint looked as if it had been squeezed and cracked into the 
walls. A large electric bulb hung down the center of the kitchen 
at the end of a chain that had been hooked into the ceiling; the 


Tfie sexton serves as 
custodian of synagogue 
property. 


Galicians refers to Jews from 
the area called Galicia. 

That region is in what is now 
southern Poland and eastern 
Czechoslovakia. 


► Are some of your fond 
childhood memories focused 
on a place where your family 
gathered? 

Passofer is a Jewish festival 
which commemorates the 
hardships of the Israelites 
during their Egyptian 
bondage, and their 
deliverance from that 
bondage. Seders— 
ceremonial dinners—are 
celebrated on the 
first and second nights 
of the seven* or eight-day 
festival. 
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When Kazin was growing op, 
many American homes had 
only recently changed from 
gas to electric lighting. 


The Workmen's Circle was a 
Jewish fraternal and mutoa! 
aid association. 


“New York” to Kazin, as to 
many New Yorkers today, 
could refer to Manhattan 
alone. 


old gas ring and key still jutted out of the wall like antlers. In the 
corner next to the toilet was the sink at which we washed, and the 
square tub in which my mother did our clothes. Above it, tacked 
to the shelf on which were pleasantly ranged square, blue-bordered 
white sugar and spice jars, hung calendars from the Public National 
Bank on Pitkin Avenue and the Minsker Progressive Branch of the 
Workmen s Circle; receipts for the payment of insurance premiums, 
and household bills on a spindle; tw^o little boxes engraved with 
Hebrew letters. One of these was for the poor, the other to buy 
back the Land of Israel. Each spring a bearded little man would 
suddenly appear in our kitchen, salute us with a hurried Hebrew 
blessing, empty the boxes (sometimes with a sidelong look of dis¬ 
dain if they were not full), hurriedly bless us again for remember¬ 
ing our less fortunate Jewish brothers and sisters, and so take his 
departure until the next spring, after vainly trying to persuade my 
mother to take still another box. We did occasionally remember 
to drop coins in the boxes, but this was usually only on the dreaded 
morning of 'midterms” and final examinations, because my mother 
thought it would bring me luck. She was extremely superstitious, 
but embarrassed about it, and always laughed at herself whenever, 
on the morning of an examination, she counseled me to leave the 
house on my right foot. "I know iPs silly,” her smile seemed to 
say, "but what harm can it do? It may calm God down.” . . . 

The block: my block. It was on the Chester Street side of our 
house, between the grocery and the back wall of the old drugstore, 
that I was hammered into the shape of the streets. Everything 
beginning at Blake Avenue would always wear for me some de¬ 
lightful strangeness and mildness, simply because it was not of my 
block, the block, where the clang of your head sounded against the 
pavement when you fell in a fistfight, and the rows of storelights 
on each side were pitiless, watching you. Anything away from 
the block was good: even a school you never went to, two blocks 
away: there were vegetable gardens in the park across the street. 
Returning from "New York,” I would take the longest routes home 
from the subway, get off a station ahead of our own, only for the 
unexpectedness of walking through Betsy Head Park and hearing 
the gravel crunch under my feet as I went beyond the vegetable 
gardens, smelling the sweaty sweet dampness from the pool in 
summer and the dust on the leaves as I passed under the ailanthus 
trees. On the block itself everything rose up only to test me. . . . 

Museums and parks were related, both oases to stop in "beyond.” 
But in some way museums and parks were painful, each an ex- 
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plosion of unbearable fullness in my brain. I could never go home 
from the Brooklyn Museum, a walk around the reservoir in Central 
Park, or sit in a rowboat Sunday afternoons in Prospect Park—where 
your voice hallooed against the stone walls of the footbridge as 
you waited in that sudden cold darkness below, boat against boat, 
to be pushed on to the boathouse and so end the afternoon— 
without feeling the same sadness that came after the movies. The 
day they took us to Children’s Museum-rain was dripping on the 
porch of that old wooden house, the halls were lined with Audubon 
prints and were hazel in the thin antique light—I was left with 
the distinct impression that I had been stirring between my fingers 
dried earth and fallen leaves that I had found in between the red 
broken paving stones of some small American town. I seemed to 
see neighborhood rocks and minerals in the dusty light of the late 
afternoon slowly stirring behind glass at the back of the village 
museum. But that same day they took us to Forest Park in Queens, 
and I saw a clearing filled with stone picnic tables—nothing had 
ever cried out such a welcome as those stone tables in the clearing 
—saw the trees in their dim green recede in one long moving tide 
back into dusk, and gasped in pain when the evening rushed upon 
us before I had a chance to walk that woodland through. 

There was never enough time. The morning they had led us 
through the Natural History Museum, under the skeletons of 
great whales floating dreamlike on wires from the ceihng, I had 
to wait afterward against the meteor in the entrance yard for my 
dizziness to pass. Those whales! those whales! But that same morn¬ 
ing they took us across Central Park to the Metropolitan, and 
entering through the back door in from the park, I was flung 
spinning in a bewilderment of dehght from the Greek discus- 
throwers to the Egyptians to the long rows of medieval knights to 
the breasts of Venus gfistening in my eyes as she sat—some curtain 
drawn before her hiding the worst of her nakedness—smiling with 
Mars and surrounded by their children. 

The bewilderment eased, a little, when we went up many white 
steps directly to the American paintings. There was a long, nar¬ 
row corridor-looking room lined with the portraits of seventeenth- 
century merchants and divines—nothing for me there as they coldly 
stared at me, their faces uninterruptedly rosy in time. But far in 
the back, in an alcove near the freight elevator, hung so low and 
the figures so dim in the faint light that I crouched to take them 
in, were pictures of New York some time after the Civil War- 
skaters in Central Park, a red muflBer flying in the wind; a gay 
crowd moving round and round Union Square Park; horse cars 
charging between the brownstones of lower Fifth Avenue at dusk. 


Prospect Park in Brooklyn, 
like Central Park in 
Manhattan, was designed 
by Frederick Law Olmsted, 
the landscape architect and 
author. In the latter 
capacity Olmsted is best 
known for The Cottori 
Imgioni, published in 186L 


“Metropolitan” refers to the 
Metropolitan Museum of Art. 
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I could not believe my eyes. Room on room they had painted my 
city, my country—Winslow Homers dark oblong of Union soldiers 
maldng camp in the rain, tenting tonight, tenting on the old camp 
ground as I had never thought I tcotiM get to see them when we 
sang that song in school; Thomas Eakins’s solitary sculler on the 
Schuylkill, resting to have his picture taken in the yellow light 
bright with patches of some raw spring in Pennsylvania showing 
on the other side of him; and most wonderful to me then, John 
Sloans picture of a young girl standing in the wind on the deck 
of a New York ferryboat-surely to Staten Island, and just about 
the year of my birthP-looking out to water. 


3 STAYING AIJVH ON WELFARE 


Almost a million New Yorkers, one out of (wery eight resi¬ 
dents of the city, live on welfare. City, state, and Federal govern¬ 
ments all contribute funds to their support. Bc'causc; New York pays 
among the highest welfare benefits in the nation, many poor people 
move there from areas where welfare benefits are lower. Every ethnic 
and racial group has contributed names to the welfare rolls. The 
highest proportion of welfare recipients, however, arc recent im¬ 
migrants from Puerto Rico and blacks who have migrated from 
rural areas. 

As restriction cut immigration from Europe in the 1920’s, a 
new wave of immigrants began to flow from the American South. 
Only 150,000 blacks lived in New York City in 1920. This number 
more than doubled by 1930 and jumped another 150,000 by 1940, 
when the census takers counted 458,000 blacks. By 1950, the black 
population was 748,000; in 1960, 1,088,000. It continued to rise 
through the early 1960’s, but by 1969, the ratt^ of black migration 
was decreasing. 

Blacks live all over New York City. Ev(‘ry l)orough except Rich¬ 
mond (Staten Island) has a large ghetto, tlui most famous of 
which are Manhattan’s Harlem and Brooklyn’s Bcidford-Stuyvesant. 
In addition to these major concentrations, smaller predominantly 
black areas have grown up. Moreover, individual black families or 
clusters of families live throughout the city in otherwise all-white 
neighborhoods. Many of the suburbs which surround New York 
have substantial black minorities as well. 

Southern blacks are as much immigrants to New York as any 
Europeans have been. They have bc*en uprooted from a subculture 
which puts them at a disadvantage in white, middle-class society. 
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Although they speak English, they come mainly from the rural 
South, and from a heritage marked by slavery, persecution, and dis¬ 
crimination. Partly because they lack education and economic skills, 
many black men often cannot find jobs in an economy which places 
a premium on educated manpower. Black women, on the other 
hand, have found jobs more easily, but often in menial positions 
such as housework. 

Black people coming to New York have often lacked the advan¬ 
tages which strong family ties gave to other immigrant groups. In 
addition, blacks have been relatively slow to develop strong com¬ 
munal, self-help organizations. Nor have many blacks founded small 
businesses—groceries, funeral parlors, and so forth—of the sort which 
provided a first step into American capitalism for many European 
immigrants. Blacks from the West Indies who suffered psychologi¬ 
cally milder forms of slavery and racism, however, have been more 
successful in business, on the whole, than blacks from the South. 

This heritage and the continuing pressure of white racism have 
bred social tragedy. The unemployment rate among blacks is about 
twice the rate among whites. Juvenile delinquency rates and drug 
addiction rates are also appallingly high. Despite its many in¬ 
dividual members who have built full and happy lives for them¬ 
selves, New Yorks black community is sick, a victim primarily of 
white racism stretching more than three centuries into the past. 

Reading 3 describes the life of a black New Yorker who knows 
the degradation of public assistance from bitter experience. It was 
written from an interview with a welfare recipient on the Lower 
East Side of Manhattan in the middle 1960’s. As you read, think 
about the following questions: 


1. Wliat does Barbara Dugan want out of life? What chance does 
she have of getting it? 

2. How does Mrs. Dugan spend her days? How does she cope with 
the s\^stem within which she lives? 

3. What admirable qualities do you find in Kfrs. Dugan? What 
qualities do you find which you do not admire? 

4. What should a good society do to help to bring a good life 
within the reach of people who live on welfare? 


Barbara Dugan’s Story 

'T wish I could remember when I got this sickle-cell 
anemia. A lot of us here have got it. They say we got in down South, 
but when you got it you just don’t feel like doing too much. It 
makes your blood slow. Hard not to do too much when you are on 


Sickle-cell anemia is a 
hereditary condition in which 
the oxygen-carrying capacity 
of the blood is reduced, 
leaving the victim weak and 
listless. Treatment usually 
consists of prescribing 
pills and special diets with 
high-iron content. 

Richard i. Elman, The Poor- 
house State; The Imerican 
Way of Life on Publie 
Assistance (New York: Dell 
Publishing Co., Inc., 1966), 
pp. 117-126. Copyright © 
1966 by Richard M. Elman. 
Reprinted by permission 
of Pantheon Books, 
a Division of Random 
House, !nc. 
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The Kennedy Home cares for 
mentally retarded children. 


Bellevue is a large municipal 
hospital. 


^ Should welfare officials 
treat their clients politely 
and with kindness? 


the Welfare. They give you the pills and the special diets, and they 
send you to homemaking classes if they think it will help you, but 
they don’t help you otherwise, so you still have a lot to do. They 
is picking up the kids after school because you don’t want them 
walking home alone in a neighborhood like this . . . and they’s 
cooking and shopping and laundry and housecleaning, and then 
well-baby clinic and sick-baby clinic and the clinic for yourself and 
that sickle-cell anemia. It’s a full day. 

“What I mean by a neighborhood like this is they’s a lot of 
junkies and queers around here. Well, you just don’t want to take 
a chance on them. So you carry your kids to school in the morning, 
and you carry them home after school. My kids live ten blocks 
away from the school. Ain’t no buses down here . . . 

“Ain’t no lazy people on Welfare. Oh, maybe they is a few, but 
they ain’t many. Seems like you got to pull your lazy butt from 
one place to the next, and you got to pull your kids with you 
wherever you go because they ain’t no place you can leave them 
where they be safe . . . And sometimes you just don’t feel like doing 
too much, but you still got to do it if you don’t want them to 
take your kids away from you. They find you lying in bed with 
nothing to do thafs just what they going to dosicklewell anemia 
and all I got two sick kids like me and another in the Kennedy 
Home in the Bronx ... I don’t know about him . . . and sometimes 
you get pretty tired, but you just got to do certain things. After 
all, they say, if you don’t take care of these kids, who will? They 
got a point. Ain’t nobody else around here . . . and, after all, they’s 
givin’ you a special diet . . . 

“But every time you want something extra from them, it’s a 
whole nuisance. Like carfare. Sometimes I got to spend ninety cents 
for carfare for me and the kids to go ofiF to Bellevue, because, as 
I told you, you can’t leave them alone if you got to go there for 
some reason. And when I come back from Bellevue clinic, I got 
to rush over here to 28th Street for that carfare money or else I’m 
going to run short on food. Well, even so, they don’t just give 
you your money like that. Sometimes they want proof. Sometimes 
they say they will owe it to you. You got to be careful about the 
ones who say that. I learned you got to insist right then and there 
you want that carfare or else you don’t get it. So you just got to 
sit there and wait for the man until he gives it to you. You think 
they care? Sometimes I think I spend half my life waiting some¬ 
where for ninety cents. . . . 

“Barbara Ann goes to the psychiatrist because they said so at 
school but if you ask me, it’s because we’ve been pushed down for 
so long even the kids know it She cries a lot. I used to be that 
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way. You mustn’t believe them when they say we get something 
for nothing. You may not have to work when you are on the Wel¬ 
fare, but you don’t get anything for nothing. They make it hard 
as dirt. If you want something, you got to go and get it. And you 
can’t ask the man to help because how should he know. He don’t 
even know you’re alive half the time, and the other half it’s always 
so much this and that., 

‘Worse thing of all is when they decide you haven’t done right. 
Then they get awful mean. They’ll threaten you. Some of these 
women get sulky after one of those visits. They get sunk down 
real low. Every time they’s a visit they get that way . . . real low 
... I don’t get that way anymore. Any time they get after my 
tail, I take my kids and march right over here and 1 just start 
scuffling. They see me barging in like that, hollering for the man, 
and they just know I know my rights. You think they would treat 
me like those others? 

“Well, you can’t do that every day of the week when you got 
sickle-cell anemia. Sometimes you just wake up too tired. Some¬ 
times you just don’t want to go out looking for bargains. So, when 
night comes, you send your kids out for some of the cuchifritos or 
maybe delicatessen or a pizza pie and cokes and you just sitting 
around having an early supper when he comes by. 

“He says, 1 just wanted to see how things are coming along.’ Or 
he says, T thought I would like to find out how you are getting on.’ 

“And then he looks at all that food and he gets real mean. 
Gives you a big lecture about how you got sickle-cell anemia and 
should eat the proper food or what is the use of the special diet 
anyway. And sure enough, next time you get a check they have 
taken away that special diet and you got to start all over again 
at Bellevue with a letter from the doctor. 

.... “Worst of all, though, are the special men who come at night. 
Like this one man asked me, If you got no man in the house what 
you got those pills?’ Well, I told him they give them over at the 
Planned Parenthood two years ago and I ain’t used any of them, 
as he can plainly see. Then he says, ‘You make sure you stay that 
way.’ . . . 

“Speaking of husbands, they used to come around to some of 
these women. Early in the morning you could hear them running 
down the stairs. You think they’d ask these women when they sus¬ 
pected something? No. They come around asking you. Well, I ain’t 
going to tell on any of these girls when I know I’m likely to get 
my head split in. 

. . . .“And that’s the way it goes. You’re always asking and being 
told and going from this place to that place. You’re always waiting 


^ Is it fair to cause trouble 
in order to get better 
service? 


Cocliifrftos are popular New 
York snacks of Puerto Rican 
origin. They are made of 
fried pork and can be shaped 
in a variety of ways. 


Welfare agencies will com¬ 
monly stop payments to 
women with dependent 
children if they can ascertain 
that there is a man in the 
house who is capable of 
providing support. 

Planned Parenthood is an 
organization devoted to 
limiting family size. It 
provides free birth control 
information. 
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Epilepsy is a chronic disorder 
of the nervous system, 
characterized by periodic 
seizures. 


on lines. And all you ever think about is your Welfare. You re right. 
The way they got it fixed, it’s just like being a junkie. You get 
your checks twice a month, but you got to keep^ going over there 
every few days for that extra little fix, and sometimes when you 
need it worst of all the man ain’t nowhere to be seen. 

"‘Worst of all, though, is when you got kids. They need gym 
shoes. You got to go to Welfare. They need a doctor’s examination 
for camp, and again you got to arrange it for the Welfare. If you 
spend the money for food to buy your girl shoes (because she needs 
them for school and you figure you can save yourself a trip), the 
next thing you know the man wants to know why you ain’t got no 
money. Kids just don’t understand budgets, and when they want 
something, they really want it. I’d like to see the mother who 
thinks diflFerently. But it don’t work that way on Welfare. I get 
maybe $4.00 a week for their clothes and for me, but I am always 
using it to do other things. So then, when I need something, I got 
to go down and get the money from the Welfare, and they likely to 
want to know why. When you got kids, it’s not a good thing to be 
on the Welfare. 

“Well, nobody wants to get rid of their kids. Least I don’t see 
how they could. So you are always buying now and asking ques¬ 
tions later, and then they get angry with you and you catch hell 
It’s the goddamnedest life. If you buy at the store, they overcharge. 
If you go to the supermarket, you got to carry all that stuff back— 
and who’s taking care of your kids meanwhile? I tell you it isn’t 
easy when you got sickle-cell anemia . . . And some of these women 
got worse things than that. My neighbors daughter is an epilep¬ 
tic ... so when I asked the doctor for a housekeeper because they 
give her one, this man say, "You got anybody with brain dam¬ 
age?’. . . 

“Yes, seems like they always going to make remarks. I don’t 
care if they white or colored. They make remarks. The colored’s 
the worst sometimes. The young ones are a little better, but the 
way some of them come sniflBng around, you think maybe they look¬ 
ing for the wrong thing. Worst of all is that you got to put up 
with this every day of the week. Except Sunday. They can’t do 
much to you on Sunday. Last Sunday I took my kids in the subway 
up to the. Bronx because this social worker said I should go to 
visit that other boy. I made a picnic lunch because it was supposed 
to be a nice day. Then it rained, and then we had to eat in the 
classrooms. Anyway, when we got back I only had 50^, so I made 
my kids hot cereal with raisins for supper, and early next rnomiug 
I sent my boy with a note to the Welfare center to get us back 
some of that money. 

“Well, my boy say the man had this white stuff all over his 
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face. He had a bad sunburn. It was the week before school was 
supposed to close, but he say, 'What are you doing out of school?’ 
So he called the guidance counselor and told him he had my boy 
in his office, and then I had to come to school the next morning 
with my boy and explain or else they said they would suspend 
him. Well, I told that man at the school that we just didn’t have 
any money so I had to send my boy over to the Welfare to get 
reimbursed because I had all this laundry to do else there wouldn’t 
be clean clothes for anybody. You know what that man say then? 
He say, 'Nt'xt time- that happens you just telephone.’ Can you 
imagine? He wants mti to telephone. Don’t he know they don’t 
give us any monc'y to do that? 

“It’s like when I first started on the Welfare, and they said I 
was ‘mismanaging.’ 1’his nice girl-she was a social worker—heard 
about me and she siiid she would take my case. So every time I 
would get a check from the* Welfare, I cashed it and brought the 
money to her and sh<‘ would pul it in this little metal box in her 
desk. Then I could conu' ovcw thcjre every day, and she would 
give me a few dollars for th(^ shopping because she said it was 
better to shop every day on what I was earning. She was a good 
sweet girl and she likcfcl me, I think. It was better leaving the 
money with her than leaving it at home where I could get robbed. 
So every day I would come to her and get some of that money. 
Then one day toward the emd of the; month I come to her and she 
says, ‘I’m sorry, Barbara, I just haven’t got any more money for 
you,’ and she opems up that box and shows me that it is empty. 
Sure enough, wc sit down then and do some figuring, and I’ve taken 
out more than tlu‘rt‘ was, but she; says it isn’t my fault. There just 
wasn’t enou^i to begin with. And she says, ‘Let me give you some¬ 
thing from my pock(>tbook until the end of the month.’ But when 
she opens her purse, sIk*’s only got about three or four dollars and 
some change. 

“ ‘I don’t know what we arc; going to do now,’ I say. I look over 
at this girl. She’s crying. 

“‘Barbara,’ she* says, ‘I’m sorry. I’m really sorry. If I give you 
this I just won’t have* anything.’ 

“So I had to go out then and buy at the Spanish grocer, and 
I’ve been paying him back ewr since. You know, because I was 
short. Well, after that I figurt^d I’ll hold onto my money myself 
because if thc'y ain’t enough, they ain’t much sense to budgeting. 
You know what I mean? I mean it’s a little silly. Course, things 
can change. I get this spccual diet now, and I get a little more 
money. I don’t wish to sound ungrateful. I just wish it wasn’t al¬ 
ways so hard. You know what I mean. And those remarks all the 
time. You know wliat I mean, don’t you?” 


Small local grocery stores • 
will frequently grant credit 
to customers and concur¬ 
rently charge higher prices. 
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4 THE PUERTO RICANS 


In the 1980's, thousands of 
political refugees from Cuba 
and Haiti also arrived 
in New York City. 


Officially, Puerto Rico is 
a cornmonwealth. It lias an 
elected governor and iegisla- 
ture, and a non-voting 
delegate to the U.S. Congress. 
As long as they live in 
Puerto Rico, Puerto Ricans 
cannot vote in Presidential 
elections. Although Puerto 
Ricans pay no Federal income 
taxes, they are subject to 
the draft 


Indians lived in Puerto Rico 
before 1492; Africans came 
as slaves. And the Spanish 
controlled Puerto Rico as 
a colony from 1509 to 1898, 
when it became a U.S. pos¬ 
session as a result of the 
Spanish-American War. 


The Puerto Ricans are New York’s most recent large 
group of immigrants. About five hundred Puerto Ricans lived in 
New York in 1910. By 1920 their numbers had grown to seven 
thousand. In 1930, 45,000 lived in the city. A decade later the 
census counted seventy thousand. In 1950, however, their numbers 
had increased to 187,000 and by 1960 to 613,000. Pushed out of 
Puerto Rico by a burgeoning population and attracted by New 
York’s economic opportunities, these most recent immigrants have 
added a large Spanish-speaking community to New York. 

Because Puerto Rico is a possession of the United States, the 
Puerto Ricans are American citizens free to come and go between 
New York and their Caribbean island. Like black immigrants to 
New York City, however, Puerto Ricans face many disadvantages 
which earlier groups of foreign immigrants have not faced. First, 
many Puerto Ricans have some mixture of Negro blood. Their color 
has subjected them to white racist feeling. At the same time, resist¬ 
ing identification with blacks, Puerto Ricans have hesitated to unite 
with blacks to fight common problems. Second, like black immi¬ 
grants, Puerto Rican immigrants have come from a culture quite 
different from that of the American middle class. Common law mar¬ 
riages are frequent in Puerto Rico; and families are often weak. 
Third, Puerto Rican culture is an uncertain blend of Indian, African, 
Spanish, and North American elements. Thus Puerto Ricans have 
not developed notably strong cultural organizations—though such 
organizations are now beginning to appear. Furthermore, the Cath¬ 
olic Church has not had the strong, binding influence among Puerto 
Rican immigrants that it had among Irish and Italian immigrants 
to New York City. 

Finally, like black immigrants, Puerto Ricans have come to New 
York at a period when there are fewer and fewer low-skilled jobs. 
Despite these handicaps, a growing number of Puerto Ricans are 
rising from poverty and attending New York’s colleges and uni¬ 
versities. 

In recent years a number of anthropologists and other scholars 
have studied the Puerto Ricans. Among the most important of these 
studies is a long account of the lives of Puerto Rican families in 
the culture of poverty in San Juan, the capital of Puerto Rico, and 
New York City. Oscar Lewis, a native New Yorker and an anthro¬ 
pologist, tape-recorded interviews with a number of Puerto Ricans 
and translated them into English. Lewis wrote exclusively about 
poor Puerto Ricans, not men and women from the island, particu- 
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larly educated ones, who have', been more successful. Hence the 
people he portrays do not represent the entire Puerto Rican popu¬ 
lation. As you nsid execnpls from these interviews, think about 
the following (questions: 

1. What are ihe pi'ohleiiis of imnu>diate concern to this Puerto 
Rican raiuil\':’ \Miai do ihvy ivally care about? What does your 
conclusion re\cal about their conception of the good life? the 

good sot it‘I y? 

2. Do you lim! e\it!eiiee that this I'aiuily took advantage of the 
cultural opportunities a\aiial)le orten fret' of charge-in New 
York (iih? Ilou do you aeeoiint for your aimvcr? 

3. What kiiai of people did this family adiniiv? What were their 
qualities? Wli.it, by tln'ir standards, was the good man? 

4. Should society In to do anything to improve tiu' lives of Puerto 
Ricans in Xeu Dirk (;ii\-? 


La Vida 

I wish 1 hud pow<‘r in this country. The first thing Fd 
do would bc^ to vnd tht^ ptu'st^cution of the Puerto Ricans. Fd put 
an end to thc‘ landlortls who want to scpiecze the last drop of 
juice from us, charging higli nmts for tiny apartments and rooms. 
And Fd impose stricl disc‘ipliiu‘ in the schools and wipe out those 
gangs of Italians and Nc^grenss that dedame the Puerto Ricans. And 
rd stop all tlie l)ad voeahulary tlu^ use against us. 

A Puerto Hicsiu up htu*(‘ has a luird time finding a job and a safe 
place to liv(\ If you'r<» a Pucalo Rican you can apply in twenty 
thousand places without gcdliiig a job. You emit get a job in a 
hospital or in the' l)ig de'partnumt stores. Btit go to the factories, 
the cheap, ratty ones, and tluax* you find Puerto Ricans, earning 
miserable waige'S. In tin* b(\st plact's you find only Americans, never 
a Puerto Rican. Tliat s why thc*rc\s so much delinquency and crime 
among us. 

In this country eweuyonc' lives his own life and takes the other 
fellows dollar if he C’un. VVhoewcr geds a chance to steal some¬ 
thing, steals it, If tlu'y see anyone who is weak and old and has 
trouble crossing a stnal, tlu'y st(‘ul his l)imdlc and rim instead of 
helping him. They steal wallc'ts from little old men. And they have 
no respect for anylxaly. Any young scpiirt will tell an old person 
to go to hell. 

You .see little girls, to thirteen years old, smooching with 

men, smoking, and using junk. You sec those kid pregnant and 


Oscar Lewis, La ¥ida 
(New York: Random House, 
Inc., 1966), pp. 211-212, 
220-222, 450-452, 

454-455, 511-512. Reprinted 
by permission. Other rights 
controlled by Martin Seeker 
& Warburg Ltd. 
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^ To wtiat degree should 
schools stress preparation 
for jobs rather than general 
education? 


In this reading, the italicized 
words were spoken in English. 
All the other words were 
translated from the Spanish 
by Oscar Lewis. 


► Should parents encourage 
their children to get ahead 
even if doing so may open 
a wide cultural gulf 
between parent and child? 


having babies by the time they’re twelve. And why? Because their 
mothers pay no attention to them. There should be a law about 
that. The time will come when you woir’t be able to step outside 
because someone might kill you in the street. Then all they’ll say 
is that the killer was crazy and they’ll send him to an insane asylum. 
I tell you, this country, New York, is plain rotten. 

The public schools here hardly teach anything at all. Nowadays 
the pupils hit the teachers. With women teachers, what else can 
you expect? Then they waste time in exercises, games, and culti¬ 
vation. Why teach them to cultivate? This isn’t a tropical country. 
Even in Puerto Rico this business of cultivating the land doesn’t 
get you anywhere. And what good are games and exercises? Play¬ 
ing is not studying. Teach them to type, I say. I’d like to send my 
little girls to a parochial school, where they d he taught good things. 

I went to school in New York two years ago. I enrolled in an 
English course but there was so much kidding around that you can 
imagine what we learnedl We got there at seven and they gave 
us half an hour to smoke. By eight-thirty the class was over. Is 
that a class? And what did they teach us? First-grade stuff! I quit 

I’d like to be a beautician or a nur.se. All my life I’ve dreamed 
about being a nurse. But even if I had a nursing degree right now 
they wouldn’t hire me at a hospital here, because I don’t know 
English. That’s an injustice. There should he hospitals here with 
Spanish-speaking staffs. North Americans go to Puerto Rico with¬ 
out knowing a word of Spanish and get jobs right away. So why 
can’t we get a job without knowing English? You need English 
here to get any kind of a job, even to sweep floors. 

I say that I shouldn’t have to know English because I’m a 
Puerto Rican, not an American. It’s not our fault we don’t know 
English. The whole burden shouldn’t fall on ns. Everyone speaks 
his own language and has his place. There’s room for all. And let 
me tell you, if a Puerto Rican child learns only English it’s because 
his mother wants to show off. But all she does is create problems 
for her children because people say, “Look at that kid. He’s Puerto 
Eicon and he thinks he’s an American.” I wouldn’t want my 
children to forget their Spanish, If they came home from school 
saying, “Mami, whatchamacallit,” in English, it would be a prob¬ 
lem for me. My children learned Spani.sh from me and speak 
Spanish, and they’d better not start .speaking English to me because 
I’d kill them. . . . 

There are many good things about Soledad. She’s a hard-working 
woman and a great helper to any man she lives with. There are 
no limits to what she will do. If you are sick she takes good care 
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of you. She has her husband s clothes ready when he needs them. 
Of all the women I have had, I can say without hypocrisy that 
none can compare with Soledad. She is also a terribly passionate 
woman, and when a man desires her he desires her passionately. 

Soledad's defects are due mostly to her lack of schooling, and 
to the fact that the people among whom she grew up did her more 
harm than good. She goes to a lot of trouble for the sake of her 
relatives, although the last thing they do is bother to be nice to 
her. She was brought up in a low kind of place among a low kind 
of people. And from what I hear, that holds for the places where 
she has worked too. I don’t mean here in New York but before, 
in Puerto Rico. After all, once a woman goes to work at a bar, 
what can you expect? No matter how you look at it, that kind of 
thing is a defect in a woman. I learned all about her from Soledad 
herself. She has been quite open with me. Many of the things she 
went through before I met her would never have happened if I 
had known her earlier. What she needs most is a relative, or some¬ 
body, to give her advice and help her spiritually because she makes 
totally unnecessary mistakes. 

The worst things about Soledad, as I said before, come from 
her lack of social opportunities. She doesn’t even know how to 
express herself properly. Even when we are on the best of terms, 
I don’t take her among friends who know how to behave, people 
who are decent, respectably married couples, because I never know 
when she’s going to do something shocking. She’s a terribly jealous 
woman. . . . 


I have always liked to dress well and to have some nice jewelry. 
In my good times. I’ve had as many as fifteen suits, many of them 
made to measure, about ten pairs of shoes, and hats made to order 
at eighteen dollars apiece. I would like to be not necessarily a 
millionaire but fairly well off, for my family’s sake as weU as my 
own. Right now I have two watches and three pretty good rings 
in hock. One of the watches is worth two hundred dollars. The 
other one is worth about a hundred and twenty-five. Soledad has 
a wrist watch of her own in hock, a chain I gave her, a ring, her 
sewing machine, and a radio-victrola. I left some money with her 
and she spent it all and then pawned the TV set. We owe the 
pawnshop about four hundred dollars, counting the interest. 

Soledad gives me material help. But spiritually speaking, she 
doesn’t help me as she should. I have six children. They used to 
come to visit me, and I sent Soledad out to get clothes and things 
for them. But lately she has a very strange attitude. I can’t explain 
it She doesn’t want my children to come. ‘‘No, don’t bring tihose 


When an item is “in hock," 
it is being held as 
security for a loan 
from a pawnbroker. 
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Coney Island, in fact 
a peninsula, forms pari 
of the soutnern shore of 
Brooklyn on the Atlanlic 
Ocsan. Its ocean 
beach, boardwalk, 
aiTiysemenI park, and 
aquarium can be 
reached by subway. 


Mds here,” she tells me. That’s what hurts me most, see? After all, 
I have taken on the support of her children and she should realize 
I care for my own too. And she should allow them to visit me at 
our home. . . . 

We Puerto Ricans here in New York turn to each other for 
friendship. We go out on Fridays because that’s the beginning of 
the weekend. A whole bunch of us Puerto Ricans go out together. 
Because as far as having friends of other races goes, the only one 
I have now is an American Negro who owns un bar. 

Lots of people here have relatives in New Jersey, Pennsylvania, 
well, all over. So they often spend the weekends out of town. 
Others go to dances or to the beach. That’s what we mostly do 
for entertainment in summer, have picnics at Coney Island. A big 
group of us Latins go together. Coney Island is full of people- 
all sorts mixed together. There you find white and black Americans. 
But many other beaches are different; they don’t want Negroes 
or Puerto Ricans. 

We have our own clubs here too. There’s one that holds a meet¬ 
ing every Sunday over the radio. They talk about the governors, 
what they’re like and what they have done. ... I would like to 
work for the equality of Negroes and whites although I can’t say 
that racial prejudice has really screwed me up much. But I don’t 
agree with this business of the Negroes fighting. Many of them 
do it as a blind. They steal and shield themselves behind the race 
problem. I wouldn’t get mixed up in those fights; they are Ameri¬ 
cans and understand each other. I’d let myself be drawn into 
something like that only if it was the Puerto Ricans who were in 
it. We have nothing to do with this business, so there’s no need 
to get involved in fights. 

If it were in my power to help the Puerto Ricans any way I 
chose, I would choose a good education for them, for the little 
ones who are growing up now. I would like them to have good 
schools where they would be taught English, yes, but Spanish too. 
That’s what’s wrong with the system up here—they don’t teach 
Spanish to our children. That’s bad, because if a child of yours 
is bom and brought up here and then goes back to Puerto Rico, 
he can’t get a job. How can he, when he knows no Spanish? It’s 
good to know English. But Spanish is for speaking to your own 
people. That’s the problem the children of Puerto Ricans have up 
here. They understand Spanish but they can’t speak or write it. 

A good education would help them to get jobs. Because some¬ 
times Puerto Ricans come here to get a job and they can’t find one. 
They want to work and earn money but don’t have any schooling 








at all. They find themselves in a tight spot and maybe they have 
school children to support, so they’ll accept any job that comes 
their way, usually the worst ones. That’s one cause for the delin¬ 
quency there is among us. 

Another thing I woidd like to work for is better housing. Puerto 
Ricans can’t gtit good apartments here because the landlords begin 
raising the rent. 'I'lu'y don’t want us because they say we’re dirty 
and messy. All pay for what a few of us do. What happens is that 
when a Puerto Rican rents a place he cracks the plaster on the 
walls by driving in nails to hang pictures. And then he paints the 
different rooms different colors. Americans don’t like that. So if 
a Puerto Rican goc'S to look for an apartment in a pretty part of 
the city, he finds they charge a hundred and fifty or two hundred 
dollars’ rent. How c-an w(' pay that? A Puerto Rican here barely 
earns enough to pay for remt and food. . . . 


Well, I liv(‘ in Nenv York and I don’t meddle with what goes 
on here. I do see that Kennedy, the President who was killed, was 
pure gold. He was a Dtanocrat and that’s the same as being a 
Popular in Puerto Rico. But even so, he was good. Do you know 
what he fought for? For capiality between Negroes and whites. 
For civil rights, which an^ the rights that belong to us, like not 
allowing a c'Of) to come into your house and search it without 
your leavt!. The jmivacy of the home is a right that every one of 
us has. And la; was also for your right not to be stopped and 
searched by a cop for no reason at all as you walk quietly down 
a street, minding your own business. And for Negroes’ rights to 
get a jol) as wc'll as whiter men. All those are civil rights. President 
Kennedy was in favor of all that. . . . 


The Popular Democratic 
Party, founded by Luis 
Munoz Marin, has worked 
for economic development in 
Puerto Rico. 


Life is good hen* but Fd rather live in Puerto Rico. I like it 
better. Ifs so beautiful! But as long as Fm here in New York, 
my ambition is to nuik<* money. Fru going to enroll in night school 
and learn to sp<‘ak English well. Then maybe someday 111 get my 
wish, to be in llu* merchani marine. That way I could work on a 
ship and g<d the moru*y to go back to Puerto Rico and buy a 
house of my own, bc*eausc you never do get to own one here. You 
pay and keep on paying, year in and year out, and you never do 
get to own it. No, what I want is a little cottage in Puerto Rico 
where I can kc*(*p liogs, c^luckcms, and all sorts of animals. A home. 
A place wlaut^ I can look at the mountains. 

If Fm aide to build myself a hotise there, Ill take my mamd 
to live with me. Fll divide the house in two and keep her there. 
That would l)c^ a good life, living in the country in Puerto Rico 
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with my wife and with everything that I own here, my TV set, 
the record player, and all. And with the rest of my family near me. 
Every day I wake up with that hope. Although I have doubts, too, 
now and then. Sometimes I have a dream. I see myself leaving 
New York and going back to Puerto Rico. But when I get there I 
find myself friendless and alone. Nobody looks at me. No one seems 
to know me. Im all dirty. And in my dream I think, ‘What am I 
doing here in Puerto Rico where nobody knows me anymore?^’ 
Then I begin to cry. I feel, oh, I feel I sort of shouldn’t be in 
Puerto Rico at all. That’s when I always wake up and say, ‘Tt 
was only a dream. I’m still in New York.” 


5 THE BUSINESS WORLD 

New York City is the capital of American business. Wall 
Street has long dominated American finance; the Madison Avenue 
area runs advertising and publishing; with the exception of Holly¬ 
wood, New York also controls the entertainment industry. The cen¬ 
tral oflSces of almost 2500 business firms, each with a net worth of 
more than a million dollars are in New York; thousands of other 
firms keep branch oflSces in the skyscrapers of the business districts. 

Virtually every American corporate executive with offices else¬ 
where visits New York at least once a year. There he borrows 
money, negotiates financial mergers, buys raw materials, and sells 
finished products. Because New York plays such a central role in 
American business, the folkways of New York offices spread 
throughout the land. 

We sometimes forget the large role which work plays in our lives. 
Most American men spend as much time, portal-to-portal, at their 
work as they do sleeping, or in all the remaining activities of their 
lives combined. In contemporary New York, particularly among 
the business elite, work plays a more important role than it did 
among the elite in cities such as ancient Athens or Renaissance 
Florence. The workways of American businessmen are one of the 
dimensions of the good life which are well worth study. 

The editors of FoTtutie, a magazine widely read by business 
executives, have conducted a number of studies of business folk¬ 
ways. The report that follows was based on interviews with 221 
management men ranging from company presidents to recent 
college graduates in their first years as corporation trainees. As 
you read excerpts from this report, think about the following 
questions: 
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1. Wlifi!; are the attribute^ of a '^oocl corporate execirdi'et 

2. bTaii do r/oieal cacc'ritiac.s do aiost of the tiiae? ddat dc they 
eliOOiO 2 "iot ID do? Ho'.r do these decisions define gooa lixe? 

3. What do eaecatives contiibale to hnmauistio activities? to civic 
endear oi's? to their families? dliat do jXOii thinh of the values 
whicbi these decisions imply? 

4. Do sTj’j s^mit to be a biismese execnd\‘e? 


The Executive Life 

.... A study of executives’ working habits-»and execu¬ 
tives’ attitudes toward them—made by Fortune shows that: 

1. Executives are working as hard as they ever did. It is dif¬ 
ficult to see how they could possibly work harder. 

2. Despite all grumbling by executives, high income taxes have 
had remarkably little effect on executives’ drive. 

3. Executives are subject to more tensions than ever before. 
While the swing to "‘human relations” and committee management 
has eliminated many of the old work pressures, it has substituted 
plenty of new ones. . . . 

In most places the average executive office week runs between 
forty-five and forty-eight hours. Most executives arrive at the office 
between 8:00 and 9:00 a.m., and leave about 5:30 or 6:00 p.m. 
At this point the executive is past the halfway mark; the work night 
has begun. On the average he will work four nights out of five. 
One night he will be booked for business entertaining—more, prob¬ 
ably, if he’s a president. Another night he will probably spend at 
the office, or in a lengthy conference somewhere else. 

On two other nights he goes home, not to a sanctuary so much 
as to a branch office. Only a minority of executives have equipped 
their dens with dictating machines and calculators and such, but 
the majority devote at least two nights a week to business 
reading. . . . 

Putting all the commitments together, we get a work week some¬ 
thing like this: forty-five to forty-eight hours of daytime work; one 
night working late at the office, two nights working at home, one 
night entertaining-all in all, some fifty-seven to sixty hours. And 
this evidently is a minimum; come convention time, a trip, a com¬ 
pany emergency, and the week can easily go to seventy or eighty 
hours. . . . 

Why ... do they work so hard? The executives’ motivations, 
it appears, essentially are what they have always been. Here are 


the Editors of Fortune. 
From the January 1954 issue 
of Fortune Magazine. That 
article has appeared in a 
book published by Doubleday 
& Co., ioc. Reprinted by 
permission. 


281 









the drives identified most often when executives justified the 
amount of work they did: 

Self-expression. In talking about why he works, the executive 
does not speak first of pressures from the organization; very rarely 
does he even mention his family as a goad. He speaks of himself— 
and the demon within him. ""People are like springs,” explains one 
company president. ""The energy you have in you has to come out 
one way or another. I would really get in bad shape if I didn’t 

► Can succeeding in school baseball,” another executive puts it. “A good player 

even if it involves many ' never stops to think of his contract when he comes to the plate, 
hours of homework, become drives for the fences.” Analogies are endless—even concert 

a means of self-expression? pianists are alluded to—but the theme is always self-expression. 

Sense of contribution. Executives see the expression of the ego 
as inseparable from service to others. Characteristically, the execu¬ 
tive can generate a great sense of excitement about his particular 
field of work, the frontiers of the job, the saga of the industry, 
and the like. While a good bit of hot air is sometimes generated 
in the process, the fact remains that the executive who cannot 
identify his drives with the commonweal is likely to be a tor¬ 
mented one. 

In this sense management men are fortunate. On the whole they 
are not much preoccupied with such questions as ""Is management 
a profession? They are so confident that their status as a group 
is excellent, so confident that what they do is vital, that they don’t 
debilitate their drive by worrying about their collective prestige. 
Besides, they don’t have the time. 

Responsibility. The weight of responsibility can be killing; never¬ 
theless, it is apparent from the way executives talk of it that they 
How much should a person wouldnt be happy unless they felt the weight. “If you’re in charge 
(a father, for example) drive organization, ’ goes a typical comment, ""you never forget 

himself because the welfare that if you fail, it’s not your failure alone but a loss to lots of 
of others depends on him? others.” 

Prestige. Because of the increasingly democratic class structure 
of the American ofiSce, many management aspirants have the mis¬ 
taken idea that status and all that sort of stuflE” is an extremely 
minor incentive for executives. In actual fact executives love it, and 
they have no pious reluctance to admit the fact. ""When I walk out 
of the building,” the head of one of America’s largest corporations 
recently told a friend, "a lot of people turn and stare at me, and 
whisper that there goes Mr. Big. My friends think this probably 
annoys and embarrasses me. Frankly, I thoroughly eniov it. Whv 
shouldn’t I?” 

Fear. The growing emphasis on security has convinced some 
executives that fear is no longer an important incentive. ""Men used 
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to work with a strong feeling of fear,” says a company president, 
with just a trace of nostalgia. "They put in terrible hours and were 
afraid to ask for a day olf. Most of that has been eliminated. Now 
I don’t say it’s a bad thing, this change; it’s not good to have 
people fearful and apprehcmsivo. But, well ... we have a com¬ 
placency today, a souse' of sec'urity we didn’t used to have.” 

But is not preoccupation with security a form of fear? As middle- 
management e.xecutives point out, worries about security now take 
different forms, but pc'ople worry just the same. It’s nice to know 
that today there are built-in restrictions about being sacked, but 
one effect of this is to allow the executive to fret all the more 
over the possibility of being pigeonholed. The office geniality, 
furthermore, only makt's the task of estimating one’s own standing 
in this respect more diffic'ult. “You get into a certain bracket,” 
goes a typical explanation, “and you start getting a scare that 
somebody else is going to g('t what you want. But who is he? You 
can’t tell—it’s a gam<‘ of clu'ckers. So you take on a protective 
coloring to look like the lower brackets. You’re afraid of slipping 
and being surpassed.” 

The host dc'fensc. the ex<Kaitive knows, is to surpass somebody 
else. Since he also knows that every other executive thinks like¬ 
wise, he can iu'V(‘r feel rcndly secure. “I like to take my vacation 
in three- or four-day stretclu's, instead of the full three weeks,” 
one cxecutiv(* says. "Now why do I do that? For my health? You 
go away for liiree w('eks and you find when you come back that 
they’ve rearranged your entire job. Someone has to carry on while 
you are gont' and tlu-y aix' in your filers and when you get back the 
bo.ss will ask you (piestions about your job on account of what 
others did whiles you were* away. I don’t blame them, mind you. 
I’d do exactly the same thing.” . . . 

Do they u'ully want k'isure? ’Whc'n executives talk of such extra¬ 
curricular functions as entertaining, and civic work, and reading, 
they betray a cairiously split attitudt;. They profess to deplore the 
impulse that Ix'devils tlu'in into thinking about work after hours. 
Yet, as their self-disignoses dtunonstrate, they would not have it 
otherwise. ... 

Exeaitives are well awarti that this absorption means less time 
with their wiv<*s an<l children. Younger executives, in particular, 
accuse theuist'lves; they ^lr(^ not, th(;y say, the fathers they .should 
be, and th(*y often tuention some long-planned project to do some¬ 
thing with the* little boy, like building a boat. But, they add rue¬ 
fully, they probably never will. “I sort of look forward to^the day 
when my kids arc' grown up,” says one sales manager. Then I 
won’t have to havc^ suc'h a guilty conscience about neglecting them.” 




Executives’ attitudes toward entertaining sliow the same oven 
whelming preoccupation vdth work. They do so much of it that one 
might wonder whether most of it is not mere play thinly disguised 
as work—a way of enjoying the good life without paying for it. To 
a degree it is; in his first years with the company the management 
man finds the expense account a heady contrast to life in the ranch 
house at 7111 Crestmere Drive. 

But not for very long. “For the first five years or so it’s wonder¬ 
ful to play the big shot when you are out on the road,” explains 
one Chicago executive, “but after a while' you realize that all you 
are doing is lousing up your regular standard of living. You forget 
there are balconies in theaters.” 

All this does not mean that executive's as they go up come to 
dislike entertaining; they merely gre)w more che)osy. Increasingly, 
play that is play and no more, irritates them. What they enjoy is 
the kind of after-hours socializing that has some relevance to their 
business-the kind, as they so often put it, where you can’t tell 
whether it’s work or play. . . . 

Civic work, theoretically, should be a good change of pace 
from regular business. One of the most surprising disclosures in 
this survey, however, is the attitiuU' corporation executives pri¬ 
vately express about community activity. Tlu'y don’t particularly 
like it. When they engage in it they do so more out of a sense 
of obligation, or on order from theur company, than for any in¬ 
ward satisfaction they expect from th<^ participation. Older execu¬ 
tives are often heavily involved in good works, but the involvement, 
many confess, is more entrapment than free choice. “I had looked 
forward to taking it easy,” says omi sixty-five-yt'ar-old executive, 
“but the trouble is that as soon as you get more free time the 
word gets around. Then they put the finger on you.” 

Rightly or wrongly, most executivt's consider civic work a dif¬ 
fusion of their energies, and only when tlu'y see a clear relation 
between civic work and their car<;ers do thety perform it with en¬ 
thusiasm. Significantly, the businessnu'n who plunge into civic work 
with gusto usually are the bankc'rs and m(*rchants and others for 
whom it is virtually part of their job. 

Culture? Executives do tend to have broader tastexs in music, 
reading, and the like than their less successful contemporaries. But 
that, as executives themselves concede, isn’t saying very much. 
Most of those questioned were conscious that they didn’t read 
enough good books about something bc'sidt's business, and some 
executives went out of their way to beratt; themselves on that score. 

But where, the executive asks, can he find time? Much as he 
might like to read more history or take in more plays, he looks on 
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this as too marginal, too little relevant to Ms career to warrant 
making the time. His judgment is debatable on this point, but 
that is another story; the fact is that he doesn’t see much relation¬ 
ship, and thus, as with the long-deferred project to build a boat 
with the boys, he will keep on planning that reading he hopes to 
get around to. One of these days. 

Hobbies? Even here, the executive applies the yardstick of 
business relevance. While some executives are genuinely absorbed 
in a hobby for the sheer creative bang of it, for a larger number 
the pursuit carries strong therapeutic overtones. For them the 
hobby is not a joy in itself but simply a means of restoring them¬ 
selves between rounds. To this end some executives go through 
an almost compulsive ritual—like watering the flowers at a regu¬ 
lar weekend time whether or not it has just rained. To borrow 
an old phrase, they are never less at leisure than when they are 
at leisure. 


6 THREE CAREER WOMEN 

The modem world has at last made a place for women 
outside the home. A few exceptional women—the Cleopatras or 
Saint Joans—have always managed to break through the hard cmst 
of male-dominated society. But in the past, the overwhelming ma¬ 
jority of women have been relegated to kitchen and nursery, if 
not to the fields. Even today, most women lead rewarding lives as 
wives and mothers, but many work before and after their child- 
rearing years, and others choose careers instead of marriage and 
a family. 

New York draws these ambitious, bright, imaginative young 
women. They fill Manhattan’s businesses and theaters. Many arrive 
after they have completed college, clutching copies of articles they 
wrote for college newspapers or portfolios of drawings done for 
art courses to serve as passports to the w^orld of business or the arts. 

Reading 6 contains short autobiographical accounts by three 
women who became successes in New York City. These accounts 
are taken from a book whose authors interviewed eighteen success¬ 
ful women, asking them to reminisce about what their life was 
like when they were sixteen. As they did so, they often commented 
on their earlier childhood and their later careers. As you read 
excerpts from these tape-recorded interviews, think about the fol¬ 
lowing questions: 


► Should a hobby be similar 
to or quite different from 
¥/hat one does on a job? 
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1, What were the personal characteristics of each of these three 
women? 

2, hat re\^iirds did they find in tlieir careers? What did they 
have to gi\^e up in order to earn these rewards? 

3, To what degree does a good life for a woman involve marriage 
and a family? To what degree does it require a career inde¬ 
pendent of the home? 


From Ifien i Was Sixteen 
by Mary Brannum and the 
Editors. Copyright © 1967 
by The Platt and Munk 
Company^ Inc. 


A Designer, a Psychiatrist, 
and a Businesswoman 

BETSEY JOHNSON 

Born in Wethersfield, Connecticut, in 1942, Betsey Johnson be¬ 
came, in the mid-1960 s, a top designer for Paraphernalia, a trend- 
setting mod boutique. In the selection that follows. Miss Johnson 
describes her first years working in New York. 

With me, nothing I was doing in college began to pull together 
until . . . my roommate persuaded me to enter the Mademoiselle 
magazine Guest Editor contest [in my senior year]. It was the 
first [contest] I really cared about winning, because it would bring 
me to New York. I didn’t think about making it straight to the 
top after college. Just being a runaround girl in a fashion magazine, 
anything as long as I was on the scene-that was enough for a 
beginning. If I could win this contest, I could get to New York 
and be an assistant to one of the editors for a month. Maybe there d 
be an opening, maybe something would break. At least Td be taken 
care of for a month. They set you up in a hotel, they introduce 
you to all kinds of people. Td be started out. . . . 

. . . .[0]ne day I got a telegram that Td won. I had to miss my 
graduation exercises. They flew me to New York, and they made 
me assistant fabric editor! 

I was furious. 1 guess ifs very hard for Mademoiselle to find 
someone to be fabric editor, and because Td taken fabric design 
in college and did these big splashy prints and made clothes out 
of them, they thought, ‘‘Aha! We have someone for the fabric 
department. So they threw me in there, and I was so mad because 
it had nothing to do with art. I wanted to get close to the art 
department. Boy, did I work-in at nine o’clock, doing the editor’s 
fabric files. I got to know every fabric house, every fabric, different 
weaves, different blends. There was so much work that I was kept 
on for another month. 
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And while I was making a little salary at Mademoiselle^ I took 
my portfolio around to places during my lunch hour. The very first 
man I saw . . . looked at my book, and he said, 'What do you want 
to do?” And I said, "Me? What do you mean? I don't know what 
I want to do.” There I was with that portfolio—-every different kind 
of work in it, the fabric designs, the fashion illustrations, and 
everything looked like it had been done by a different artist. Id 
done everything to please all my instructors, to get my little A. 
He said I'd really have to work hard to get my own style, because 
that’s the only thing for a person to have in a professional field; 
it has to be very personal, unique. 

He said I could be very successful in this city, and quickly, too. 
I’d always believed that if you're going to be good, it doesnt take 
ten, twenty years to get there. If you've got it you can do it in 
five years at the most. New York is too hard on you physically and 
mentally to knock yourself out for ten years. So he said I could do 
it in like two years, but in those two years I'd have to work so 
hard. He really got very emotional: "Tears, sweat, blood!” I didnt 
know what he meant by that kind of work. But now, well, it s all 
very lovely now. I sit here and have tea and talk, but my first year 
after the two months at Mademoiselle I got a job as runaround 
girl in an art department. That didn't pay me enough money, so 
I had a sweater business. I made sweaters and got mail orders. I 
made three hundred of those things by hand. But I wanted more 
work, so I started up a fashion illustration business, and there was 
a lot of response. I worked nine to five, I had to make a sweater 
every night—that took four hours—and a minimum of four on the 
weekends, I had to do the fashion illustration assignments, keep 
up my own portfolio, and I was making my own clothes. 

When I think of how hard I worked—I could count the parties 
I went to and the people I knew on one hand. But I was so happy. 
In New York everything is exaggerated. If you do something here, 
you get such a great feeling if it's the least bit successful. Whereas 
if I were in, say, Wethersfield, Connecticut, and I did something, 
who'd know about it? There’s just not the same satisfaction. I do 
have something to offer people and I want to offer it to as many 
people as I can. For that I must be in New York. . . . 

The thing about New York is that there are so many opportunities 
here, something has to work for you if you try hard enough. If you 
have something to offer people, they don’t care how old you are.. . . 

RUTH FULLER 

Dr. Ruth Fuller, born in 1937, is a black child psychiatrist living 
with her husband on Manhattan's Upper West Side. In the excerpts 
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that follow, Dr. Fuller describes mainly lohat her friendships as an 
adolescent meant to her. 

When I turned sixteen, ... I was a senior at Newtown High 
School in Queens, New York. . . . All I knew about my future at 
sixteen was that I was headed into the sciences, probably one of 
the applied sciences, but I wasn t sure which one. I started college 
the second half of my sixteenth year. That was at Howard Uni¬ 
versity in Washington, D.C. I took a pre-med major, beginning 
with chemistry and zoology. After college I went on to medical 
school. I took one careful step at a time. 

There were many influences ajGFecting my decision to become a 
doctor-teachers, family, people who had attained their goals in 
life in various professions. The people who were most important 
to me were interested in me in a very freeing way. They said. 
These are the kinds of things that you might be able to do. Take 
a look at them and try them on for size and see what fits best.” 
My parents wanted a life and a kind of work for me that I would 
enjoy and find rewarding, intellectually stimulating. How I attained 
it, though, depended on my finding my particular lifestyle. They 
were willing to let me discover the one that suited me. It was an 
open-ended approach from everyone. But I think that’s truly help¬ 
ful when you’re moving in many, many directions and you’re not 
quite sure which is going to be best. I liked the freedom to be 
able to experiment a little. I enjoyed that freedom, and I also felt 
that learning was important, no matter what use I put it to. . . . 

[My friends and I] really cared for each other, and caring and 
being cared for are crucial at sixteen. The great bursts of creativity 
and feeling, the sudden sense of being acutely aware that you are 
you, of an intense need to communicate with someone, and with 
someone that you feel understands, can sometimes be extremely 
frustrating and frightening. You begin to wonder, “Am I the only 
person in the world that feels this? . . And the answer seems to 
be, Yes, I am, and then you are finally very worried or very 
lonely. Then you wish for somebody to see what you see, to recog¬ 
nize it and share it with you. But there’s a two-way street that 
develops. You feel the trauma and magic of being able to care 
about someone and knowing that someone cares about you. Then 
the world looks much lovelier. Terribly unhappy things do happen, 
but there s a kind of faith that there are other people who feel 
the same way. Then you begin to realize that people aren’t so 
unique and that somewhere others like you exist. . . . 

I was an only child, but I never felt like one. We had a large, 
close family of uncles and aunts and cousins. Of course, I couldn’t 





make regular visits to those living on the West Coast but there 
were enough in the New York area, and even enough in Queens, 
to give me the feeling that I wasn’t exactly alone in the world. 
Both my parents came from large families and they all migrated 
north and west out of the Carolinas. 

My mother was—and still is—a seamstress, fitter, and designer. 
She loved me and paid attention to what I said, but she wasnt, in 
many ways, a very conventional mother. She was interested in my 
safety and my education, all the things parents are usually in¬ 
terested in, but her approach was often pretty original. One night 
the group was determined to go to a party in a terrible blizzard. 
The party was in the far reaches of Queens and our ride had dis¬ 
appeared, of course—he showed a little sense about the weather! 
At first, Mother just refused to let me go, and painted wild pictures 
of being stranded all night in the snow. But when we got a sub¬ 
stitute ride and were obviously going no matter what, Mothers 
solution was to go with us. She said it would be better to be lost 
and cold together. So we took off, and we made it to the party. 

But it was the trip back that was really marvelous. The snow 
stopped, and a full moon came out. Ifis hard to find white unbroken 
snow in New York, but there it was, beautiful and quiet. It was 
worth dragging my mother out into a blizzard just to see that. It 
was a nice evening and I was glad my mother was there. I realized 
that evening how much, even though I was sixteen, I stiU needed 
her, although I would have prompdy denied it. . . . 

Through the years I have been especially fortunate—there were 
so many teachers who were good to me, interested in me. They 
always made me feel that they wanted from me the best I had to 
give, and I in turn felt that they gave me the best they had. I 
know that not every student has teachers like that. In fact, I think 
most of them don’t; I’ve seen more teachers who dont belong in 
the profession than I can count. But getting that encouragement 
from an extraordinary group of people has left me with the feeling 
that I can ask the questions and get the answers which help me 
to do my job well. There is no more valuable gift they could have 
given me. 

EILEEN FORD 

Born in 1925, Eileen Ford grew up in Great Neck, Long Island, 
a well-to-do suburb of New York City. Mrs. Ford, together with her 
husband, now runs the Ford Agency, New York’s most glamorous 
model agency. Besides running her business, Mrs. Ford has raised 
four children. In the following excerpts, Mrs. Ford tells how she 
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Beneath Rockefeller Center, 
of which Radio City is a part, 
is a labyrinthine network of 
underground concourses 
lined with shops. 

Arnold Constable is a 
New York clothing store. 


► Is money really 
unimportant, or does it 
seem unimportant only 
when a person has lots 
of it? 


came to he a Netv York career woman, and gives a brief descrip^ 
tion of the modeling business. 

If I could have gone to Stanford, I wouldn't have minded the 
idea of college at all, but my mother thinks there are Indians west 
of Princeton, and I never had a prayer. She took me to Barnard 
and that’s where I went. Then my life began to alter. Gradually I 
became aware of other things besides bandleaders and sweater 
collections. 

But at sixteen, during my last year of high school, I was very 
content and very confident. I had everything it took to make me 
Eileen Otte, happy. My parents thought I was fine. I had reasona¬ 
ble marks, nice clothes and a car, a home where I could give a 
party every week, plenty of boyfriends, I wasn’t skinny and I 
wasn’t fat, I had no skin problems. I was just me. There was none 
of this problem of wondering ''Who am I?” wliich we hear about 
endlessly now. None of my friends had identity problems either. 
I didn’t know any lost teenagers. We all had perfectly marvelous 
lives. . . . 

In a way I just drifted when I got out of school. I had lots of 
jobs because I had eloped and my husband and I were very young 
and very poor. I had one terrible job rationing priorities for Ameri¬ 
can Export, and then I became a stylist and albaround secretary 
for a photographer. I ran errands and typed things-badly-and 
messed up the bookkeeping beyond all repair, but the point is I 
got the job as a stylist without any experience whatsoever. I just 
said I could do it, and I could-all for the grand sum of $35 a week. 
I used to have to mail the film to Eastman Kodak in Rochester, 
New York, and I’d go down into th(^ imdergroimd concourse at 
Radio City every day. There was a talking myna bird there, and 
he and Charles, the doorman, were my best friends. But I was a 
career girl, right? 

Well, I worked for Arnold Constable as a copywriter, and later 
in the advertising and photography department. When I started 
this agency I was only twenty-one, and my husband and I were 
expecting a baby and we were broke. I knew a lot of models and 
I sort of rounded them up and that’s how it started. Fm sorry it 
couldn’t be more dramatic. 

^ My husband runs this whole place; he does all the financial part 
Im just an agent, but he’s very clever* He has a marvelous sense 
of order and finance. Were it left to me, we’d have been out of 
business the first day we started. I don’t care about money. It 
doesn t interest me except that I like to pake it for people. Money 
is very hard to understand, so I don’t bother with it 
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I care about my moclc'ls’ c;are<'r.s, that’s what I really care about. 
I’ve got a total absorption in it. I caiu about this business so much 
it’s difficult to th'sc'ribc', and it’s a very nice business. It enables 
you to do things for pt'oplo. Probably if I weren’t a model agent, 
I’d be a social work('i'. It’s a very rewarding feeling to know you’ve 
helped girls through c'ollege. Oh, sure, lots of girls go through 
college on \vhat they make ulth us in the summer. And then I get 
invitations to their c'hilclren’s weddings, or I see them getting 
married to nice' boys and .se(' them start another life. It’s wonderful. 

Of course the work is intcu-c'sting for the models, too. It’s never 
the same—every job is a dilh'rc'ut dress or a different coat—imagine 
wearing the nicest dn>ss(‘s! And modeling is certainly lucrative. 
For examine, four of my girls earn upwards of $75,000 a year. 
They vs'ork for about ten to twelve years, which is fine. Many 
women would like to retire anyway by then to raise a family and 
have a honu*. Also, the demand of the business is for youth. 

Models are girls, ami their liv(‘s are basically the same as otlier 
girls’. There is the diflercmee in tluhr looks, of course, and in the 
clothes that tlmy wi-ar modeling. A model may be a gem of 
sophistication to the photographer, but when .she takes off the 
sable coat ami th(> <‘meralds, shens another young girl going home 
very tind from having worked like a stevedore. 'What are they 
tired from'? Well, they're tired from having stood on their feet 
all day with every muscle stretched Irorn caid to end. They’re bent 
like prcitzels. 


7 Ti !li I ilPI’lfiS 

Likc‘ IIaighi«Aslil)tiry in San Francisco, the East Village 
in New York has hcc’omc* a in<‘(‘C‘a for hippies. A few live there year 
round. Ea<‘h suninu^r tluur numbers swell with self-imposed exiles 
from the emtire^ nation who have turned their scornful backs on 
middle-class parents, miclcllcKkiss hom(\s, middle-class schools, and 
middle-class vahu\s. Ha* true hippies—thos(‘- who pass out free 
clothing in tlu^ Diggta-s* stores or organize the Be-Ins-strive to 
create a nc*w society with drastically diflerent values from those 
of their panmts. Tin* onvs who spend an adventurous couple of 
weeks in tin* kkist Village^ during the warm summer months- 
plastic hippi(\s, tla* pur<^ br<H*d calls them—often cut their hair and 
return to school and hearthside after Labor Day. 

The transition from cdhidhood to adult has always been painful. 
Society reciuir(»s paremts to socialize their children—that is, to teach 


291 









From Be Hippie Trip, by 
Lewis Yablonskyj pubiislied 
by Pegasus, A Division of 
Western Publishing Co., Inc. 
Copyright © 1968 by 
Western Publishing Co., Inc. 


them how to live in acceptable ways. Socialization involves re¬ 
wards and punishments to encourage some sorts of behavior and 
to discourage others. To put the case mildly, children often resist 
doing what their parents think proper. Parents, in turn, shake their 
worried heads in dismay at the rebellious ways and questionable 
wisdom of boys and girls whose diapers mother and father once 
changed. 

No one knows whether the present generation is more restless 
than others have been in the past Benjamin Franklin ran away 
from home in Boston to seek fame and fortune in Philadelphia— 
and he turned out all right. In the nineteenth century, boys shipped 
out on clipper ships around the Horn or took off for the West to 
become cowboys or die facing down a gunman. In the 1930 s, 
college students by the thousands joined left-wing groups to work 
against the economic system which supplied their tuition money. 
Today s hippies, however, represent a revolt with far deeper mean¬ 
ing for the society. 

The excerpts which follow have been taken from an interview 
by Lewis Yablonsky, a sociologist, with a twenty-two year old New 
York hippie named Sonny, Sonny grew up in a wealthy eastern 
suburb. His father was a $50,000 a year executive, and in Sonny's 
words a proper super-straight cat." As you read the interview, 
think about the following questions: 

1. What was Sonny rebelling against? Why did lie rebel? 

2. What is Soimy's image of a good society? of a good man? of 
a good life? 

3. What parte, if any, of Sonny's philosophy appeal to you? Is it 
possible for an entire society^ to be organized in the way that 
he suggests? 


The Values of a Hippie 

Sonny: I was a super-straight young man from respect¬ 
able parents in a middle-class Roman Catholic home. We, of 
course, belonged to the country club. My eyes were on the com¬ 
mercial stars of America. I had a nice little sports car—the whole 
scene. WeU, for a good period of time, I thought Td be a marine 
biologist and I always had an interest in writing. It was kind of 
a toss-up between the two. I was going to be something very earth- 
shattering, very noble, very respected. 

Yablonsky: What kind of hangups did you have? What things 
bugged you? . . . 
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Sonny: .... I had the main hassle of our time. My refusal to 
accept the life that my parents picked for me. Most parents within 
the society are doing something they don t really want to do. You 
know, there’s always some dream that they always wanted, yet 
they can t do it. And they’re caught up in a very materialized sort 
of game structure. And they excuse this or they rationalize that by 
saying, ^Well, we’re going through this so our children can have 
a better life.” That’s the excuse that every parent uses, you know, 
when he isn’t leading the type of life that he’d like. And so, when 
a child grows up and decides that he doesn’t want what they’ve 
had in their mind for him for all these years, they kind of forget 
that perhaps he has the right to decide his own form of life. And 
so you get into a real conflict with them and yourself at that point. 

The whole society’s based on a very egocentric form of game 
structure. All the games within the society are ego games. Of prime 
importance within this society is the self-image and the image 
presented to others. It just becomes a . . . paramount thing in every¬ 
body’s life. It’s influenced by movies. People try and be a movie 
star like John Wayne or somebody like that. They stroll down the 
street looking tough. They grab onto certain concepts of mas¬ 
culinity and femininity which have nothing to do with what’s 
masculine at all . . . it’s just a facade. This allows the self, or ego, 
to dominate feelings and true expressions. So you become not really 
yourself, but just kind of a shallow mirror image of some originally 
false idea. The games would break down if the people became 
aware that they are games. . . . 

Here’s how I came around to this way of thought. When I was 
young, I was kind of a mind worshiper. You know, I was a very 
young, snotty intellectual and I went through that whole academic 
rap game. An intellectual just reads for the sake of later talking 
to others and impressing them. But eventually, if you read enough, 
it begins to sink in. So when I got to college, I went into phi¬ 
losophy. It completely disappointed me. Western philosophy has 
broken down. The questions that it ... it originally tried to answer 
. . . metaphysics, ontology, etc. . . . had broken down to the point 
where now it was just an intellectual semantic word game. 

I found the educational system ridiculous. I’ll tell you how ridicu¬ 
lous the educational system is. Everybody there is there only for 
a degree. For example, whenever I need money badly all I have 
to do is go to a college town and let it be known that I write term 
papers and I can make around $150 a week. That, I think, is com¬ 
ment enough on the attitude of most students. The curriculum and 
the courses themselves—they’re just absurd. I think it’s a waste of 
time for anybody who wants to learn anything to go to college, 
really. . . . 


► Should parents sacrifice 
their own happiness for their 
children's future? 


Metaphysics is a division of 
philosophy which includes 
ontology (which relates to 
the nature and relations of 
being) and epistemology (the 
study of the theory of the 
nature of knowledge). 
Semantics refers, broadly, to 
language and its meaning. 
Sonny's view of post-World 
War II Western philosophy is 
shared by many university 
scholars. 

► How high is the nonsense 
quotient in education; that 
is, how much nonsense must 
a student endure to get what 
is worthwhile from school? 
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Jack Kerouac, Corso, and 
Ginsberg were aif leading 
beatnik writers of the i950's. 
Gjnsberg remained a leading 
figure in the hippie move¬ 
ment of the 1960’s. Henry 
Miller, though older, was a 
writer revered by beatniks 
and hippies alike. 


Yablonshj: In your opinion how did the hippie movement start? 

Sonny: The hippie movement, if you want to call it that, is a 
natural outgrowth of the ’50’s beatnik movement plus the im¬ 
portant extra ingredient—acid. 

Beat people like Kerouac, Miller, Gregory Corso, Allen Ginsberg 
are still with us. These are people who have become dissatisfied 
with American society and the American way of life. At that point, 
they were beginning to see the ridiculousness of it. That’s pretty 
much all they were seeing. They were looking at the negative side 
of society and they weren’t reacting really by trying to change any¬ 
thing positive. They were associated, of course, with the left. The 
beatnik movement of the 50 s was basically just a commentary 
movement. A group of people expressing themselves principally 
through the arts. They said, ''This is ridiculous; we want no part 
of it.” ... ^ 


► Why don't more people 
run and skip in the streets? 


.... Society exists, I think, almost ... as an entity in itself. For 
its own self-preservation and perpetuation it has to install certain 
attitudes within the people who are in it. These attitudes may 
be fine for maintaining that form of society and keeping that form 
of society alive and functioning. But it [can ruin] the personalities 
and the minds of the people within it. 

The hippies or the flower people or whatever you want to call 
’em are nothing but people who’ve dropped [their] hangups 
People who can behave as children when they want to, un¬ 
ashamedly. And I don’t think there is any human being alive who 
wouldn’t want to just run and skip in the streets like a kid. Swing 
from light posts, climb trees. People who aren’t afraid of loving 
each other. People who aren’t suspicious. 

Friendship no longer becomes a thing of dominance, you know, 
where one friend dominates the other or where you’re always sus¬ 
picious that maybe someone’s out to get you or knife you in the 
back. Its . . . it’s just open. It’s dropping all the false trappings 
of society. 

If you need money or anything, you ask somebody for it. If you 
want to, people turn you on free. I went to three different places 
last night Every place I went, I got stoned. I had some grass this 
morning so I found some people in the park and came up here 
and got nicely stoned. . . . 

The concept now is to try and get away from trading and barter¬ 
ing. I kind of feel that everybody has one thing which they like to 
do. Sometimes more than one thing. One function that makes them 
happy. And to a lot of people that are here in the Village the only 
reason that they got the courage to come here is because that thing 
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is in the arts. If you re serious about art, you can’t really exist in 
this society because there’s just no way to live. This society isn’t 
geared for serious poets, artists, painters. 

The people here have their thing. But there are also other people. 
For example, people down on Wall Street—maybe they would really 
dig being farmers. Nothing would make them more happy than 
to till the land, till the soil. To other people, they have a thing 
like they keep building things. All the frustrated little fix~it shops 
out in suburbia. Those people would really be happy if they could 
make something beautiful. And although it isn’t very practical in 
this society now, or in the very near future, it’s plausible to envision 
a society where everybody could just go out and “do their thing.” 
The only way that that could work, each one doing his own thing, 
is if you do away with the whole concept of pay. 

These ideas are working now. It’s working down here and it’s 
working in the communities and tribes out in the country. When 
you do your thing. If you dig farming, you give the food away, 
except for what you need to eat. If you’re making things—chairs, 
tables, or anything like that—you give them away to those who 
need it. And if you need help on something, you just ask some¬ 
body, Hey, I m doing this today,” and so they come and help you. 
It’s sort of a total sharing. 

I dont think its a socialistic idea at all. I think it’s more a 
humanist idea. And it will work ’cause it works down here. If 
you re hungry now, I d tell you where to go where people have 
food. You just walk in the door and they’d give you a plate of food. 
If you wanted to get stoned now, I could tell you where to go. . . . 

The power of the movement is through artistic expression and 
through just being. That’s what the Be-In concept is. The whole 
idea of a Be-In is just to have a whole bunch of hippies, or people 
who feel like this, in a group-happy and doing their thing. When 
straight people go by and see somebody else happy when they 
themselves aren t, maybe they 11 begin to question why they aren’t. 
Ive expressed these feelings in a poem. Would you like to hear 
the poem? 

[Yablonsky said he would like to hear the poem, so Sonny 
read it:] 


yhe Children of the Flowers 

a parable of parts 

The Children of the flowers 
burst from their winter caves 
gathering in fields of spring 
to lift their collective mind 
in song. 


Some hippies have 
established small 
communal settlements in 
the countryside. 
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They run— 


El¥es and liobbits are beings 
in tile fantasy world of 
J. R. R. Tolkien, an English 
writer whose works were 
enormously popular among 
young Americans in the 
1960^3. 


“Roan” can mean a red coat 
lightened by white hairs. 


smiling color 

through the trees: 
dancing down dirt warmed 
roads. 

Toes curling the warmth of 

earth 

swirling dust devils 
and 

shimmering waves of heat 
past fields of magic mushrooms. 

Their world 

the land of elves and hobbits 
the sparkle colored 

being 

of aware. 

Their smell 

the odor of fresh earth, 

spring rains 

and roan goats skipping 
through dew-covered fields. 

They come 

an army of joy 
viewing new worlds 

through the open doors of perception. 

II 

Entering the town 
fences vanish 

at the touch of flowered seed. 

Laughing down yesterday’s somber 

streets 

to the splash of 
smiling bodies 
churning, swirling, 

in the shimmering crystal water 
dissolved in village 

green. 

Their thoughts flee unseen 
down dimlit alleys 
building barricades of love 
to bar the passage of blind hostility; 
the time of flowers is at hand 


296 





the tribes of coral-colored gypsies 
have descended 

from the hills 

to blot the games with billboards 

of awareness. 


Ill 

Playing 

the mad music of alive 

on violins of cosmic energy 

they 

run through streets 

turning pushcarts into apples 
and mending holes in old mens shirts. 

The merchants 

standing in their doors 
scream their indignation 
with 

the bellow panting of bald cigars. 

Faces red 

with neck veins bulging 
they stamp their feet in 

hollow fury 

at the impertinence of love 
between nine and five. 

“What is the meaning 
(of aU this)" 

one mumbles around the chomped-down end of a 
fine Havana 
ten dollar bill. 

The children of the flowers 
laugh 

and dance through the plastic 
rain forest 
along one wall. 

They go 

from shop to shop 
spreading good Karma. 

The merchants 

close their shops 

with strings of summer flowers 

feet dancing unaided 

to the sounds 

of the mad calliope-player. 


in Hinduism and Buddhism, 
karma is the force a person's 
actions generate which is 
the motive power for 
reincarnation. 
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IV 


Who are 

the Children of the Flowers? 

They gather in small tribes 
among the cliffs— 

children of the chemical goddess. 

I 

the ego 

is dead 

killed during its last hysterical 

ravings 

to become we. 

Words are nothing 
lost 

amidst sunlit fields of 

empty water towers. 

It is whispered among the trees 
and through the 

swirling ocean mist 
that the time of flowers 
is at hand. 

Rocks upon the hillside 
are 

scattered of their ovm volition; 
fish hawks glide among 
the cliffs 

searching for the memory 

of a dying youth. 

The tide is sweeping inland 
the ancient sea walls crumble 
before the cleansing sea. 

We 

are the Children of the flowers— 
the Children of the flowers 
are 

now. 

[Yablonsky told Sonny how much he liked the poem. After a 
short break, the discussion continued:] 

Yablonsky: To go back to the community reaction thing—why 
do you think middle-class people are so hostile toward hippies? 

Sonny: Mr. Jones is hostile in large part because he sees joy and 
happiness where joy and happiness shouldn’t be. He isn’t so much 
worried about it for himself, but he’s worried about it for his sons 
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and daughters. Because Mr. Jones is basically not a happy person. 
Mr, Jones comes home at night, he’s tired—he has a beer, he watches 
TV, and goes to bed. He gets up the next morning and goes through 
the same thing. Mr. Jones is caught up in a very depressing sort of 
life and he knows that his children would say that he is not basi¬ 
cally a happy man. Mr. Jones drinks too much. ... He grumbles 
and complains a lot. 

And then he sees these people out there having fun, Mr. Jones 
doesn’t believe, because he’s very skeptical, that they’re really 
^^PPy* he’s afraid that his sons and daughters will see ‘^the 
flower children” and believe that they really are happy. Perhaps 
his children do not want to grow up and be grumbling and mum¬ 
bling like Mr. Jones. They may want to go out dancing in the 
streets and do what they want to do. . . . 

Yahlonsky: Where do you see the movement heading? 

Sonny: I see a lot of people coming to the rather obvious con¬ 
clusion that cities are an unnatural place to live. Cities breed hos¬ 
tility. Cities as a human environment are architecturally negative. 
I think a lot of hip people are coming to the conclusion that the 
cities, for them at least, are a very unnatural way to live. And 
people who have the kind of ideas I’ve been telling you about have 
decided to get out into small tribes, find an open area of open land 
or woods somewhere, do their thing, and live in the country. 
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CHAPTER 

2 


New York: The Ideals 


STATING THE ISSUE 


New York is the capital of literary America. Many of the great 
publishing houses which bless a book of poems or a novel by an 
unknown writer cluster on or near Madison Avenue. Close to one 
hundred legitimate theaters, thirty-four of them on Broadway, 
dominate the American stage; New York reviewers can sound the 
death knell over almost any play. ManhattaiYs ofBce buildings 
house many of our great periodicals as well as the off-beat literary 
magazines which have publishc'd tin* first w’orks of a score of 
famous writers. 

Many modern writers earn thc'ir living bcdiind a typewriter, 
although many others also teach, lectures or edit to support their 
families. Unlike the men of the Renaissan(x\ many of whom wrote 
as an avocation, the modem novc*list, pex^t, or (\ssayist lives partly 
on royalties from his published works. Our socic^ty has become so 
specialized and the demands of work so insistent that few mem¬ 
bers of the business elite turn a hand to crcuitivc literature. Royal¬ 
ties have freed artists from the ncxxl for private patrons who sup¬ 
ported them during the Renaissance; tliey may also have widened 
the gap which separates the financial and intcdicx'tual elites of the 
society. 

Great literature does not express the ideals of Everyman. If it 
did, more people would read it, Anu^icans l)tiy more detective 
stories than serious novels, more! tabloids than great newspapers 
like The New York Times, morc^ magazines that regale the lives of 
movie stars than thosc^ that analyze the aspirations of man. Still, 
great literature raises basic (luestions which trouble sensitive 
people. 

Chapter 2 contains a series of short essays on New York, a group 
of poems, the lyrics to a number of songs, a portion of the auto¬ 
biography of a famotis playwright, two short stories, and an essay 
by a black nationalist. How do these pc^rceptivc people define 
the good man? the good life? the good society? 
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8 FINDING BEAUTY IN NEW YORK 


We see what we look for. Each of us has his vision 
limited by a frame of reference which filters what he perceives 
through his senses. What may strike an artist as beautiful—smoke 
from a factory chimney—may be only a civic problem to a city 
planner worried about air pollution. A musician may hear the germ 
of a symphony in the cacophony of city traffic; a policeman may 
register the same sounds as meaningless noise to be abated. The 
sounds and sights and smells of a city affect everyone differently. 

How our environment affects us helps to determine the quality 
of the life we lead. Head down, intent on getting there, impatient 
with every traffic light, we can ramrod down a street oblivious to 
everything except impediments. In a receptive mood, however, 
we can find beauty, laughter, and meaning crowding us on every 
side. To find them, then, we must learn to look. 

E. B. White honed sharp his ability to take delight in the com¬ 
monplace around New York. In 'The Talk of the Town,” the col¬ 
lection of essays and commentaries that opens each issue of The 
New Yorker, White published a number of little articles triggered 
by the sights and sounds of the city. As you read the collection 
below, think about the following questions: 

1. Why did each of the incidents described by White make an 
impression on him? \¥oiild they strike most people in the same 
wa}^? Explain. 

2. Who is more likely to take joy in incidents like those which 
White described, an advocate of the active and strenuous life 
or someone who is more contemplative? 

3. What incidents like those described by White have you ex¬ 
perienced? Ha\^e they enriched your life? If so, how? 


Notes on the City 

HIGH NOON 

We lunched alone today, as is our wont. It has its peptic ad¬ 
vantages and induces a disconsolate attitude which has some slight 
literary value. Looking about the room, though, at the tables of 
twos, threes, and fours, we realized how important a function 
lunch is in New York, how drastic and purposeful. There was a 
dark pall of gain hanging over every table—everyone there for some 


Abridgment of "Notes on the 
City’' from Tie Stcoii Tree 
from tiie Corner 11954) by 
L B. White: "High Noon,” 
copyright 1937, 1950; 
“Transient,” copyright 1935; 
“Business Show,” copyright 
1936; “Rediscovery,” copy¬ 
right 1948; “Impasse in 
the Business World,” copy¬ 
right 1936; “In an Elevator," 
copyright 1938; “Twins,” 
copyright 1948. All, copyright 
by E. B. White. Originally 
appeared in The New Yorker, 
and reprinted by permission 
of Harper & Row, Publishers. 
British rights held by 
Hamish Hamilton Ltd. 
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reason of business or intrigue: salesmen, applicants, supplicants, 
agents provocateurs, contact executives, actresses gaming with 
managers, writers taking the temperature of editors, lovers spar¬ 
ring for their strange vantage, everywhere a sprig of personal in¬ 
crease garnishing the cold salmon. Next to us a burlap-bag man 
was convincing a poultry-feed gentleman that his particular sack 
kept the vitamins alive longer than usual. As we watched the inter¬ 
play, we envisioned millions of hens standing in caked henyards, 
uttering the dreamy summer sound that hens make, unaware of 
the new sack, the new retention of vitamins in the laying mash, the 
myriad other new things which arise from lunch in town. 

With nothing much else to do, we complained of the fish, which 
stank. ''You do not like the fish?'" said the captain, after the waiter 
had whispered about the trouble at his table. "It stinks,” we said, 
in our simplest vein. But the captain would not smell it, despite 
the nose being the most valuable of all organs in the appraisal 
of food. He would bring us, without charge, another dish—but he 
wouldn't be caught sniflBng his own fish. Dogs are more forthright 
in these situations. They not only will sniff bad fish, they will 
stick up for it. 

TRANSIENT 

In the patchy little gardens of Turtle Bay, where half a dozen 
dry sycamore leaves constitute the pungent fall, a thrush appeared 
the other morning. We watched him from a window, exploring the 
tangle, dipping at the fountain, brown and unannounced. There is 
a special satisfaction to a city person in such a visitation; we took 
twice the pleasure in this thrush that we would have felt had we 
discovered him in the country. The city is the place for people 
who like life in tablet form, concentrated: a forest resolved into 
a single tree, a lake distilled into a fountain, and all the birds of 
the air embodied in one transient thrush in a small garden. 

BUSINESS SHOW 

It was a soft afternoon with smoke rising in straws of light 
from the chimneys, and pink clouds the color of chrysanthemums 
folded gently against a pale sky. Even Eighth Avenue seemed to 
dwell in heavenly pallor when we left it to plunge into the Busi¬ 
ness Show and walk in the chattering aisles of calculators, addresso- 
graphs, electric tabulation machines, where girls in purest white 
satin, enthroned on chromium chairs, their blonde hair gleaming 
like clouds, their nails shining pink the color of chrysanthemums, 
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pushed the little shining keys—tick, tap, pull, tick, tap, pull— 
adding, subtracting, filing, assembling, addressing, dictaphoning, 
typing, silhouetted firmly against the pure walls of steel that was 
grained to look like wood, and the murmurous mysteries of business 
enlarged a hundred times, staggering the mind. Adoringly we 
paused before each machine, as a traveller before a shrine; and it 
all seemed more mechanistic than any play we had ever seen, even 
than the plays produced by the little groups who take the theatre 
seriously. But what we noticed was that the seeming dominance of 
the machines was an illusion of the senses, that the electric current 
was in fact impotent, for everywhere we saw men standing gravely 
talking to the girls in purest white satin, and always something 
passed between them, something a little extra in their look, the 
eyes of the girls returning the clear, desirous gaze of the builders 
of the incredible machines, giving back desire for desire, and that 
the current of this exchange (the exciting unfulfillment) was the 
thing in all the room, and not the chattering mysteries of the 
addition, tabulation, punctuation, subtraction, which were as 
nothing, which were as an accompaniment (tick, tap, pull) to the 
loud, insistent, throbbing song of beauty unattainable, hair (like 
clouds) infinitely desirable (in a hall on Eighth Avenue), with 
smoke rising in straws of light from the chimneys. 

REDISCOVERY 

Coming in from the country, we put up at a hotel in midtown for 
a few days recently, to give the moths free rein in our apartment. 

Our hotel bedroom was on an air shaft, and whenever anyone took 
a shower bath the sissing sound could be heard clearly. People 
took showers frequently, because of the heat and because a shower 
is one of the ways you can kill time in a hotel. Somebody would 
come in at five in the afternoon and take a shower, then in the 
evening people would be taking showers around eight or nine, then 
after the theatre they would come back and take one, and then the 
late people—the playboys and the playgirls—would return at three 
in the morning and cool off in a shower. One morning we woke at 
seven, or half woke, and lay in bed listening to the sissing. Every¬ 
body in the building seemed to be taking a shower. After a while 
we caught on. It was raining. Good for the crops at the bottom 
of the air shaft, probably. 

Sometimes our affection for New York becomes dulled by famil- ► How can we teach our- 
iarity. No building seems high, no subway miraculous, no avenue familiar 

enchanted—all, all commonplace. Then, in a moment of rediscovery, werTLTing^them for 

it is as though we were meeting the city again for the first time. first time? 
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A ginkgo is a type of tree 
which produces a yellow 
fro it 


This happened a couple of days ago when we dropped into our 
abandoned apartment to retrieve a book. It was a shut place—a 
stagnant tomb of camphor, drawn shades, and green memories. 
No air had entered or left, no tap had been turned, no picture 
gazed upon. The furniture, under dust covers, seemed poised to 
receive the dead. A fashion magazine lay open where it had been 
tossed, the fashionable ladies poised in summer dresses, waiting 
for fall. There was no mouse in the trap, no sherry in the decanter. 
Silent in the middle of turmoil, a cube of heat and expectancy, 
the place felt exciting and we were visited by a fresh sense of the 
surrounding city: the salt pressure of its tides, the perfect tragedy 
of each of its eight million inmates—so many destinations, so many 
arrivals and departures, and the fares being given and received, 
the promises given and received, the lights being switched on and 
off in the innumerable chambers, the flow of electricity and blood, 
the arrangements, the meetings, the purposeful engagements, and 
the people sealed tightly in phone booths dialling Weather, the 
calamities, the dead ends, the air drill poised ready to open the 
pavement, the dentists drill poised ready to open the tooth, the 
conductors baton poised ready, the critic’s pencil poised ready, 
the ferry chain winding on the windlass, the thieves and vege¬ 
tarians in the parks—we saw them all in dazzling clarity as though 
the curtain had just lifted on New York. And when we quit the 
apartment and walked up the street, as though out upon a stage, 
we saw clearly the lady in black fishing in a trash can, and the 
sportive bachelor leaving his pointed shoes with the shoe-shine man 
at the comer, and we were spellbound at the majesty of ginkgoes 
and the courtesy of hackmen. We hadn’t had anything to drink, 
either. Just stopped in to get a book. 

IMPASSE IN THE BUSINESS WORLD 

While waiting in the antechamber of a business firm, where we 
had gone to seek our fortune, we overheard through a thin parti¬ 
tion a brigadier general of industry trying to establish telephone 
communication with another brigadier general, and they reached, 
these two men, what seemed to us a most healthy impasse. The 
phone rang in Mr. Auchincloss’s oflSce, and we heard Mr. Auchin- 
closs’s secretary take the call. It was Mr. Birstein’s secretary, saying 
that Mr. Birstein would like to speak to Mr. Auchincloss. “All right, 
put him on,” said Mr. Auchincloss’s well-drilled secretary, “and 
m give him Mr. Auchincloss.” “No,” the other girl apparently 
replied, “you put Mr. Auchincloss on, and Til give him Mr. Bir¬ 
stein.” “Not at all,’" countered the girl behind the partition. “I 
wouldn’t dream of keeping Mr. Auchincloss waiting.” 
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This battle of the Titans, conducted by their leftenants to de¬ 
termine which Titan s time was the more valuable, raged for five 
or ten minutes, during which interval the Titans themselves were 
presumably just sitting around picking their teeth. Finally one of 
the girls gave in, or was overpowered, but it might easily have 
ended in a draw. As we sat there ripening in the antechamber, 
this momentary paralysis of industry seemed rich in promise of 
a better day to come—a day when true equality enters the busi¬ 
ness life, and nobody can speak to anybody because all are equally 
busy. 


IN AN ELEVATOR 

In an elevator, ascending with strangers to familiar heights, the 
breath congeals, the body stiffens, the spirit marks time. These 
brief vertical journeys that we make in a common lift, from street 
level to office level, past the missing thirteenth floor—they afford 
moments of suspended animation, unique and probably beneficial. 
Passengers in an elevator, whether wedged tight or scattered with 
room to spare, achieve in their perpendicular passage a trancelike 
state: each person adhering to the unwritten code, a man descend¬ 
ing at five in the afternoon with his nose buried in a strange 
woman s back hair, reducing his breath to an absolute minimum 
necessary to sustain life, willing to suffocate rather than allow a 
suggestion of his physical presence to impinge; a man coming home 
at one a.m., ascending with only one other occupant of the car, 
carefully avoiding any slight recognition of joint occupancy. What 
is there about elevator travel that induces this painstaking cata¬ 
lepsy? A sudden solemnity, perhaps, which seizes people when they 
feel gravity being tampered with—they hope successfully. Some¬ 
times it seems to us as though everyone in the car were in silent 
prayer. 


Many iarge buildings have no 
thirteenth floor—they skip 
from the twelfth floor to 
the fourteenth for good luck. 


TWINS 

On a warm, miserable morning last week we went up to the 
Bronx Zoo to see the moose calf and to break in a new pair of black 
shoes. We encountered better luck than we had bargained for. The 
cow moose and her young one were standing near the wall of the 
deer park below the monkey house, and in order to get a better 
view, we strolled down to the lower end of the park, by the brook. 
The path there is not much travelled. As we approached the comer 
where the brook trickles under the wire fence, we noticed a red 
deer getting to her feet. Beside her, on legs that were just learning 
their business, was a spotted fawn, as small and perfect as a trinket 


The Bronx Zoo, with more 
than 250 acres of land and 
2500 animals, is the second 
largest zoo in the world. 
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The afterbirth in a mamma! 
consists of the placenta 
and fetal membranes 
expelled after delivery. 


seen through a reducing glass. They stood there, mother and child, 
under a gray beech whose trunk was engraved with dozens of 
hearts and initials. Stretched on the ground was another fawn, and 
we realized that the doe had just finishing twinning. The second 
fawn was still wet, still unrisen. Here was a scene of rare sylvan 
splendor, in one of our five favorite boroughs, and we couldn’t 
have asked for more. Even our new shoes seemed to be working 
out all right and weren’t hurting much. 

The doe was only a couple of feet from the wire, and we sat 
down on a rock at the edge of the footpath to see what sort of 
start young fawns get in the deep fastnesses of Mittel Bronx. The 
mother, mildly resentful of our presence and dazed from her labor, 
raised one forefoot and stamped primly. Then she lowered her 
head, picked up the afterbirth, and began dutifully to eat it, allow¬ 
ing it to swing crazily from her mouth as though it were a bunch 
of withered beet greens. From the monkey house came the loud, 
insane hooting of some captious primate, filling the whole wood¬ 
land with a wild hooroar. As we watched, the sun broke weakly 
through, brightened the rich red of the fawns, and kindled their 
white spots. Occasionally a sightseer would appear and wander 
aimlessly by, but of all who passed none was aware that anything 
extraordinary had occurred. “Looka the kangaroos!” a child cried. 
And he and his mother stared sullenly at the deer and then 
walked on. 

In a few moments the second twin gathered all his legs and all 
his ingenuity and arose, to stand for the first time sniffing the 
mysteries of a park for captive deer. The doe, in recognition of 
his achievement, quit her other work and began to dry him, run¬ 
ning her tongue against the grain and paying particular attention 
to the key points. Meanwhile the first fawn tiptoed toward the 
shallow brook, in little stops and goes, and started across. He 
paused midstream to make a slight contribution, as a child does 
in bathing. Then, while his mother watched, he continued across, 
gained the other side, selected a hiding place, and lay down under 
a skunk-cabbage leaf next to the fence, in perfect concealment, 
his legs folded neatly under him. Without actually going out of 
sight, he had managed to disappear completely in the shifting light 
and shade. From somewhere a long way off a twelve-o’clock whistle 
sounded. We hung around awhile, but he never budged. Before 
we left, we crossed the brook ourself, just outside the fence, knelt, 
reached through the wire, and tested the truth of what we had 
once heard: that you can .scratch a new fawn between the ears 
without starting him. You can indeed. 
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9 THE POET AND THE CITY 


Poets extend sensitive antennae to the world around 
them. A great variety of impulses touch these antennae and set them 
in motion. A beam of sunlight, the flash of a child's smile, or man^s 
inhumanity to man may all become the subjects of poems. More 
sensitive than most of us, better read, and more devoted to the 
arts, poets sometimes feel divorced from the rough-and-tumble of 
life in an aggressively competitive society. But typical or not, they 
frequently express sentiments which the rest of us can recognize 
and share. 

Thousands of people study, read, and write poetry in New York. 
Poetry is taught as a subject in English courses in New York’s nearly 
two thousand elementary and secondary schools and its forty col¬ 
leges and universities. Poetry magazines appear on newsstands in 
many parts of the city; in addition, general periodicals and news¬ 
papers carry occasional poems. University professors, poets who 
make a living partly from their verse, and thousands of gifted ama¬ 
teurs take up their pens to compose poetry each year. 

The poems in Reading 9 are all about New York and have been 
written by New Yorkers. Many of them have been studied in New 
York’s schools and colleges and enjoyed by thousands of general 
readers in the city. As you read them, keep the following questions 
in mind: 


1. What are these poems about? Why do you suppose that the 
poets chose to write about these particular subjects? Do the 
poets seem to be contemplative people? 

2. What images of the good man, the good life, and the good 
societ}^ do these poems reveal? 

3. \¥hy read poetry? Why write it? 


New York Poems 

Born on Long Island in 1819, Walt Whitman lived in 
or near 'New York City for most of his life. In ^‘Mannahatta,*’ Whit¬ 
man celebrates the bustling commercial city of the mid-nineteenth 
century. 


'Mannahatta 

I was asking for something specific and perfect for my city. 
Whereupon lo! upsprang the aboriginal name. 


'‘Aboriginal” means first or 
native, iannahatta is an 
Algonquin Indian word which 
means “island of the hills.” 

From Leaves of Grass (Garden 
City, N.Y.: Doufaleday & 
Company, 1924). Reprinted 
by permission. 
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Lighters are flat-bottomed 
barges usually used to 
load and unload ships 
when large piers are 
not available. 


Trottoirs are sidewalks. 


Now I see what there is in a name^ a word, liquid, sane, unruly, 
musical, self-sufBcient, 

I see that the word of my city is that word from of old, 

Because I see that word nested in nests of water-bays, superb, 
Rich, hemm’d thick all around with sailships and steamships, an 
island sixteen miles long, solid-founded, 

Numberless crowded streets, high growths of iron, slender, strong, 
light, splendidly uprising toward clear skies, 

Tides swift and ample, well-loved by me, toward sundown, 

The flowing sea-currents, the little islands, larger adjoining islands, 
the heights, the villas, 

The countless masts, the whife shore-streamers, the lighters, the 
ferry-boats, the black sea-steamers well rnoderd, 

The down-town streets, the jobbers' houses of business, the houses 
of business of the ship-merchants and money-brokers, the river- 
streets, 

Immigrants arriving, fifteen thousand in a week. 

The carts hauling goods, the manly race of drivers of horses, the 
brown-faced sailors, 

The summer air, the bright sun shining, and the sailing clouds aloft, 
The winter snows, the sleigh-bells, the brokcm ice in the river, 
passing along up or down with the flood-tide or ebb-tide, 

The mechanics of the city, the masters, well-form'd, beautiful-faced, 
looking you straight in the eyes, 

Trottoirs throng'd, vehicles, Broadway, the women, the shops and 
shows, 

A million people-manners free and sup(U‘l)-open voices-hospitality 
—the most courageous and friendly young men, 

City of hurried and sparkling waters! city of spires and masts! 
City nested in bays! my city! 


James Agee, author of the next poem, was horn in Tennessee in 
1909. He was an extraordinarily sensitim novelist, poet, and screen¬ 
writer who lived most of his short life in New York City. 


In Louis Untermeyer, ed,, 
Modern American Poetry 
(New York: Harcourt, Brace & 
World, Inc., 1950), p. 641. 
Reprinted by permission 
of the James Agee 
Trust Fund (David McDowell, 
Literary Trustee, 
c/o Crown Publishers, Inc.). 


Rapid transit 

Squealing under city stone 
The millions on the millions run, 

Every one a life alone, 

Every one a soul undone: 

There all the poisons of the heart 
Branch and abound like 'whirling brooks. 
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And there through every useless art 
Liked spoiled meats on a butcher s hooks 

Pour forth upon their frightful land 
The faces of each ruined child: 

The wrecked demeanors of the mind 
That now is tamed, and once was wild. 

John Updike is one of the best of the younger writers for The 
New Yorker magazine. Updike's poetry, stories, and novels are 
noted for their delicate craftsmanship and feeling for language. In 
the next poem, Updike writes of Manhattan's Upper West Side. 


Summer: West Side 

When on the coral-red steps of old brownstones 
Puerto Rican boys, their white shirts luminous, 
gather, and their laughter 
conveys menace as far as Central Park West, 

When the cheesecake shops on Broadway 

keep open long into the dark, 

and the Chinaman down in his hole of seven steps 

leaves the door of his laundry ajar, 

releasing a blue smell of starch. 

When the indefatigable lines of parked cars 
seem embedded in the tar, 
and the swish of the cars on the Drive 
seems urgently loud— 

Then even the lapping of wavelets 
on the boards of a barge on the Hudson 
is audible, 

and Downtown s foggy glow 

fills your windows right up to the top. 

And you walk in the mornings with your cool suit 
sheathing the fresh tingle of your shower, 
and the gratings idly steam, 

and the damp path of the street-sweeper evaporates 

And—an oddly joyful sight— 
the dentists' and chiropractors’ white signs low 
in the windows of the great ochre buildings on 
Eighty-sixth Street 
seem slightly darkened 
by one more night’s deposit of vigil. 


From Jolin Updike, 

Telephone Poles mi 
Otter Poems {llew York: 
Alfred A. Knopf, inc., 19831 
Reprinted by permission. 
Other rights controlled by 
Andre Deotsch Limited 
Publishers. 

Brawnstoies are four-or 
five-story row buildings 
fronted with reddish-brown 
sandstone. 


“The Drive" here refers to 
Riverside Drive, v^hich runs 
along Riverside Park and the 
Hudson River on Manhattan's 
West Side. 
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Born in Yonkers, New York, in 1919, Lawrence Ferlinghetti 
became a leading avant-garde poet in the 1950^s, 


Lawrence Ferlinghetti, A 
Coney island of the iinl 
Copyright © 1955, 1958 by 
Lawrence Ferlinghetti. 
Reprinted by permission of 
New Directions Publishing 
Corporation. 


► Why do so many adults 
lose the capacity for joy 
which, as children, they 
once had? 


“fortune J-las its Cookies ...” 

Fortune 

has its cookies to give out 
which is a good thing 

since it s been a long time since 
that summer in Brooklyn 
when they closed off the street 
one hot day 
and the 

FIREMEN 

turned on their Iioses 
and all the kids ran out in it 

in the middle of the street 
and there were 

maybe a couple dozen of us 

out there 

with the water squirting up 

to tlie 
sky 

and all over 
us 

there were maybe only six of us 

kids altogether 

running around in our 

barefeet and birthday 

suits 

and I remember Molly but then 
the firemen stopped squirting their hoses 
all of a sudden and went 
back in 
their firehouse 
and 

started playing pinochle again 
just as if nothing 
had ever 
happened 

while I remember Molly 

looked at me and 

ran in 

because I guess really we were the only ones there 
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Born in Baltimore, Suzanne Ostro Zavrian lives in New York City 
where she lorites poetry and co-edits Extensions, a magazine of 
poetry and fiction. Like most New Yorkers in the mid-196ffs, she 
experienced the annoyances of a power blackout, a garbage strike, 
and many minor stoppages of “essentiar services. 

Postcard 

What can I tell you? 

The subways stopped 
and we couldn’t use the tunnels; 
the buses broke down, fell apart 
a few went 
out of 
control 
into 

the power failed 
and we ran out of candles. 

(do not go out during New Moon) 

I am writing this to you 
on top of sixteen feet of garbage, 
taking a sunbath as I watch 
the Saint Patrick’s Day parade. 

Langston Hughes, born in Missouri in 1902, lived most of his life 
in New York City where he wrote poetry, plays, novels, song lyrics, 
childrens books, and a popular newspaper column for the Amster¬ 
dam News, New York's leading black newspaper. Perhaps more 
than any other writer, Hughes spoke for Harlem in prose, and in 
poems like the two that follow. 

'Migration 

A little Southern colored child 
Comes to a Northern school 
And is afraid to play 
With the white children 

At first they are nice to him, 

But finally they taunt him 
And call him '"nigger.” 

The colored children 
Hate him, too, 

After awhile. 


Ccp'/rlgrt -1, 1969, by 
Suzanne Ostro Zavrian, 
^Zsprintsd by permission 


From Langston Hughes, 
Fieis of Wonder 
{Hew York: Alfred A. Knopf, 
Inc. 1947). Reprinted by 
permission. 


► Why are little children 
sometimes so terribly cruel 
to each other? 
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He is a little dark boy 

With a round black face 

And a white embroidered collar. 

Concerning this 
Little frightened child 
One might make a story 
Charting tomorrow. 


From Langston Hughes, 

The Paitiier ani tlie Lash 
llew York: Alfred A. Knopf, 
!i]c., 1967), Copyiight 1951 
by Langston Hughes. 
Reprinted by permission 
of Alfred k Knopf, Inc. 
and Harold Ober Associates 
Incorporated. 


A Dream Deferred 

What happens to a dream deferred? 

Does it dry up 

Like a raisin in the sun? 

Or fester like a sore— 

And then rim? 

Does it stink like rotten meat? 

Or crust and sugar over— 

Like a syrupy sweet? 

Maybe it just sags 
Like a heavy load. 

Or does it explode? 


LeRoi Jones was born in Newark, New Jersey, within sight of 
Manhattan s skyline, in 1934. He has written powerful plays as well 
as poetry. In the mkhlQSO's, he also became one of Newark’s lead’ 
ing black militants. In the poem that follows, Jones writes about 
the Gansevoort Street pier, which juts out into the Hudson River 
from the northwest corner of Greenwich Village. 


From iegro ¥mts: USA 
edited by Langston Hughes. 
Copyright (c) 1964 by 
Langston Hughes. Reprinted 
by permission of Indiana 
University Press. 


Each Morning 

(Section 4 From “Hymn for Lanie Poo”) 

Each morning 
I go down 
to Gansevoort St. 
and stand on the docks. 

I stare out 
at the horizon 
until it gets up 
and comes to embrace 
me. I 
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make believe 
it is my father. 

This is known 
as genealogy. 

Philip Booth, horn in New Hampshire in 1925, studied at Colum¬ 
bia UnioersHij in New York City before becoming an English 
professor at Syracuse University in upstate New York. 

a 'Man 

Was a inan, was a two- 
facHxl laan, pretended 
be wasn't who he was, 
wlu), in a mens room, 
faced Iiis hnng-over 
face in a mirror hung 
over the towel rack. 

I1ie mirror was cracked. 

Shaving close in that 
looking glass, he nicked 
liis throat, l)led blue 
blood, grabbed a new 
towed to patch the wrong 
scTatcIi, knocked off 
the mirror and, facing 
himself, almost intact, 
in final terror hung 
the wrong face back. 


K: ''I'ii Al'll) f'iiAi'f'IT! 

Not all of today’s young rebels have become hippies like 
Sonny, the young man whose interview appears in Reading 7. Many 
rebel only to tlu' extent of growing long hair or trying pot. Others 
take part in p(>act‘ marc’luAS, participate in sit-ins, or tutor young 
ghetto children in an attcanpt to remake society in conformity with 
their ideals. By far the majority of young people, however, have 
not rebelled at all. But (wen many of these young people question 
some asp(!cts of tin; society in which they live. 

Some of tlu^ issues which trouble young people emerge in the 
music they play and listen to. Many of the songs that drive parents 
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From The Islanders (New 
York; The Viking Press, Inc., 
1958). Copyright © 1958 by 
Philip Booth. Reprinted by 
permission of The Viking 
Press, Inc. 



crazy as they blare at top voliinie from the bedroom record player 
have little more than a catchy time, a good l)eat, and slick lyrics 
to recommend them. But the words of many others reveal deep- 
seated feelings and basic discontents. So does popular literature 
-the paperbacked books young pcH)pl(^ rcnid, the movies they go 
to, even the sayings they scrawl on the walls of restrooms. Indeed 
the humanities may be studied in strange places! 

Reading 10 consists of two parts. The first contains the words 
of a number of pop songs and folk songs which have been hits 
among young people in New York Chty during the late 1960\s. The 
second is made up of graffiti, sayings scrawk'd on the walls of johns 
in New York bars, coffc^e houses, and restaurants. As you read 
think about the following questions: 

1. What arc^ these* !yrk\s and graffiti saying? Why do }‘oii think 
they were popular diiriiig the* late* hldd’s? 

2. How accurate!) do popular iiiiisic* anc! folk litca'atnrc* indicate 
what young p(‘ople lliiiik? Ilciw* do tiiesc* songs and sayings 
define the good iiuiie tin* good life, autl thc‘ good soeii'iy? 

3. Wliat ciirreiit popular song do you liiiiik has iiHaiiiiiigful lyrics? 
Bring a rtTordiiig of your fa\'orite to (‘lass as a focus for diseiis- 
sioii loniorrow. 


Songs of the City 

Born in New York in 1919, Pete Seeger became the 
leader in the American folk song remval of the 194 ()\h and \5ffs, 
Seegers repertoire is immense, ranging from chain gang songs he 
learned from Leadhelltj and Dost Bowl songs he learned from 
Woody Guthrie in the 1940*s, to Vietnam protest songs he himself 
composed in the 196(fs. The fallowing song, one of Seegers favor¬ 
ites, was composed hy Malvina Reynolds, a San Francisco song 
writer, in 1962. 


© Copyright 1962 by 
Schroder Music Co. (ASCAP) 
and by Malvina Reynolds. 

Used by permission. All rights 
reserved. 


Little Boxes 

Worth and Munic hy Mahiina licynohh 

Little boxes on the hillside, 

Little boxes made of ticky tacky 
Little boxes on the hillside, 

Little boxes all the same. 

There’s a green one and a pink on<‘ 
And a blue one and a yellow one 
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And they’re all made out of ticky tacky 
And they all look just the same. 

And tlu' people in the houses 
All went to the university, 

Where they were put in boxes 
And they c'am(> out all the same. 

And there’s doctors and there’s lawyers, 

And business executives, 

And they’re all made out of ticky tacky 
And they all look just the .same. 

And they all play on the golf course 
And drink their martinis dry. 

And they all have pretty children 
And the children go to school. 

And tlu' children go to summer camp 
And then to tlu‘ university, 

Where thew are' put in boxes 
And tlu'y come emt all the same. 

And the' he)ys ge) into business 
And nuerry ;ind raise a family 
In he)xe'S meide e)f ticky tacky 
And tlu'y edl le)e)k just the same. 

'rhere’s ei gre'e'ii one and a pink one 
And a blue one* and a yedlow one 
And they’re* eill meidc out of ticky tacky 
And the')' eill le)e)k just the same. 

Born in 1937, Toni Paxton u'ax raised in Oklahoma. He came to 
New York in 1901, and be^an his career as a modern folk singer and 
composer at The (laslight in Orecnwich Village. 

What Did you £earn in School? 

hy Torn Paxton 

What did you h'iirre in se'hool today, dear little boy of mine? 

What did ye)u learn in se-heied te)day, dear little boy of mine? 

I learned that Washington never told a lie 
I learned that .se)ldiers se'Idom die 
I learned that e'vt'rybeHly's freie. 

That’s what the te'ue'hcr said to mex 

And that’s what I le'jirne'el in sc'hool te)day. That’s what I learned in 
school. 


Copyright, 1962, 1964, 1965 
by Cherry Lane Music, Inc. 
Used with permission. Aii 
rights reserved. 
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What did you learn in school today, dear little boy of mine? 
What did you learn in school today, dear little boy of mine? 

I learned that policemen are my friends 
I learned that justice never ends, 

I learned that murderers die for their crimes 
Even if we make a mistake sometimes 

And that s what I learned in school today. That s what I learned in 
school. 

What did you learn in school today, dear little boy of mine? 
What did you learn in school today, dear little boy of mine? 

I learned our government must be strong, 

Ifs always right and never wrong, 

Our leaders are the finest men, 

And we elect them again and again, 

And that s what I learned in school today. That s what I learned in 
school. 

What did you learn in school today, dc^ar little l)oy of mine? 
What did you learn in school today, dear little boy of mine? 

I learned that war is not so bad, 

I learned of the great ones we have had 
We fought in Germany and in Franc(\ 

And someday I might get my chance, 

And thafs what I learned in school today. That s what I learned in 
school. 


Len Chandler, horn in Akron, Ohio, /lo/ds a masters decree in 
musicology from Columbia Unwersity, and is an accomplished 
oboist He has also become a leading folk performer and composer 
whose songs often stem from his feelings and experiences as a 
black American, 


© Copyright 1963, 1964 by 
FALL RIVER MUSIC INC. 

All Rights Reserved. Used 
by Permission. 


Xeep on Xeepin on 

hy Lcn II. Chandler, Jr. 

While sitting on a crowded southbound train- 
It happened just the other day; 

I could have sworn that I was rolling back 
As the train beside me slowly pidled away. 

Well, my whole life long it seems I’ve becm on tiuit track. 
With everybody rolling on and me just slipping hack; 

And they don’t wave good-by and they don’t look hack; 

So I guess I’ve gotta keep on keepin on. 
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Some people always say what I should do: 

Now that’s somethin,t; they seem to know so well; 

Ah but it’s what got to do that’s on my mind, 

And they never seem to listcm when I tell. 

But it really doesn’t bother nu' that no one seems to care, 

That the stairs are full of splinters, and my tender feet are bare. 
And I just can’t keep from ihinkiiT there’s trouble everywhere. 

So I g«e.v.v Vvr f'otta keep on keepin on. 

Well, I know >'on wish m\’ tongue' would turn to stone. 

Or that I’d have kt'pt it still the other day; 

I said I’d like to st'e you walk the sea 

And you sank just like' your fei't were made of clay. 

But there’s a mounl;un in the bottom of that sea we flounder in; 
If we’d find that mountain-top we wouldn’t need to swim; 

If we’d found that mountain sooner just think where we could have 
been. 

So I gue.s'.s fre go/Zn keep an keepin on. 

One ship sails e;ist, ami the other .sails west while the very same 
breezes blow; 

It’s the s<‘t of the sail and not the gale that bids them where to go. 
And like tlu' ships of the .s<'a is the way of our fate: 

The .seas ar<‘ getting stormy atid the hour’s getting late. 

If that .ship starts seeping water, you know how to bail; 

You can’t change itu' wc'utlx'r but you sure can change the sail. 
And a harbor looks much In'tler when you’ve made it through a 
gale- 

So I ipte.'i.’i /’oc goZfrt keep on keepin on. 


► Should an individual 

set his own course if the 
prevailing winds blow in 
the opposite direction? 


Paul Simon and Arthur (krfunkeh hath horn in Queens in 1942, 
are a leaditif^ folk-rock team, ((kirfunkel is the arranger.) They 
are known for their originality and sophistication. Simon and Gar- 
funkel also wrote and performed the music for the movie, The 
Graduate. 


J Jim A Rock 

Words and htusic hy Paul Simon 

A winter’s day. I n a deep and dark December. 

I am alone, gazing from my window 

To the strc'cts helow. On a freshly fallen silent shroud of snow. 
Chorus: I Am A Hoek, I am an island. 


From “I Am A Rock" by Paul 
Simon. © 1965 Charing Cross 
Music, Inc. Used with 
permission of the publisher. 
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► Can a person lead a good 
life shut up within himself to 
avoid the pain which friend¬ 
ship sometimes brings? 


Copyright © 1965, 1966 
by Woodmere Music 
Company, Inc. 

Reprinted by permission of 
Douglas Horn, Esq., 

1 Pennsylvania Plaza, 

New York, N.Y. 


Jainism is an Indian religion 
that dates to the sixth 
century B.C. 


IVe built walls. A fortress steep and mighty, 

That none may penetrate. 

I have no need of friendship; 

Friendship causes pain. 

Ifs laughter and ifs loving I disdain. 

Chorus: I Am A Rock, I am an island. 

Don’t talk of love; IVe heard the words before; 

It is sleeping in my memoiy and I won’t disturb the slumber 
Of feelings that have died. 

If I never loved I never would have cried. 

Chorus: I Am A Rock, I am an island. 

I have my books and my poetry to protect me; 

I am shielded in my armor. 

Hiding in my room, safe within my womb; 

I touch no one and no one touches me. 

Chorus: I Am A Rock, I am an island. 

And a rock can feel no pain. And an island never cries. 

Buffy Sainte-Marie, of American Indian descent, was adopted hij 
Cree Indians and raised in Maine ami Massachusetts. She is known 
particularly for poignant protest and folk song^s, hut has also ven¬ 
tured into country and western. 


^Universal Soldier 

hy Buffy Sainte-Maric 

He’s five foot two, and he’s six feet four, 

He fights with missiles and with spears. 

He’s all of thirty-one, and he’s only seventeen, 
He’s been a soldier for a thousand years. 

He’s a Catholic, a Hindu, an atheist, a Jain, 

A Buddhist, and a Baptist, and a Jew. 

And he knows he shouldn’t kill, 

And he knows he always will 

Kill you for me, my friend, and me for you. 

And he’s fighting for Canada, 

He’s fighting for France, 

He’s fighting for the U.S.A. 

And he’s fighting for the Russians, 

And he’s fighting for Japan, 

And he thinks we’ll put an end to war this way. 
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And he’s fighting for deniocTacy, 

He’s fighting for tlu> Reds. 

He says it’s for tlu* pc'ucc' of all. 

He’s the one who nmst decide 
Who’s to live and who’s to die, 

And he never sc'<‘s tlu' writing on the wall. 

But without him how would Hitler have condemned them to 
Dachau; 

Without him (laesar would have stood alone. 

He’s the one who gi\'e.s his body as the weapon of the war, 

And without him all this killin’ can’t go on. 

He’s the univtusal soklier, and he really is to blame, 

His orders conu' from far away no more. 

They conu; from h(‘r(‘ and there, and you and me, 

And, brothers, can’t you set; 

This is not the way we put the end to war. 


Dachau, a town in southern 
Germany, was the site of one 
of the Nazis’ largest con¬ 
centration and death camps. 


Graffiti 

"*Graffitr is a fancy ward for inscriptions on walls. The 
following; ii^raffiti arc taken from a colhation made htj a New Yorker, 
mostly in (ireenuich ViUa^nc and the East Villafr^e. 

We mv tlu‘ people our parents warned us about. 
ijwarw (Udfee Home, 339 East lOih Slreet 

Do not write on walls! 

IWDKHNEATH: 

You want Wi^ should type maybe? 

Forum ('offee Home, Avenue A 

Tliink ethnic. 

BUmpie\s\ Sixth Avenue and I Ith Street 
I love grils, 

UNUKUNKATH THIS SOMF.ONE W1U)TE: 

It's spelled girls. 

1t) WIHCH SOMEONE BEPEIED: 

What about us grils? 

So<?rates eats Hemlock. 

IJon*s Head, 59 ChrMopher Street 

America, rich and arrogant, founded on racism and theft. 
Youll g<‘t yours this stimmer, 1966. 

Ermme Coffee House, 339 East 10th Street 


Robert Reisner, ed., Graffiti 
(New York: Grove Press, 
1968). Reprinted by 
permission of Grove Press, 
Inc. Copyright © 1967 by 
Robert Reisner. 


319 




In an insane world the only sane men are crucified, shot, jailed, 
or classified as insane themselves. 

Le Metro Caffe Espresso, 149 Second Avenue 

Reality is the shifting face of need. 

Le Metro Caffe Espresso, 149 Second Avenue 

There are no answers, only mysteries. 

Le Metro Caffe Espresso, 149 Second Avenue 

Death is Nature’s way of telling you to slow down. 

You are fast becoming what you are going to be. 

I want to be what I was when I wanted to be what I am now. 
Ladies" Room, Ninth Circle Restaurant, 139 West 10th Street 

If I had a wish I would wish that people would stop eating each 
others brains out. 

Ladies" Room, Limelight Restaurant, 91 Seventh Avenue South 

' Take sex, religion, and politics out of the john. 

Engage Coffee House, 339 East 10th Street 

Don’t think everyone who comes in here is clever! Actually the 
owners write all this to pretend this is an 'in” bar—Good try! 
Lions Head, 59 Christopher Street 

My graflSti will fail, 

Because my lipstick’s so pale. 

Ladies" Room, Lions Head, 59 Christopher Street 


1 1 TRIUMPH AND THE GOOD LIFE 

Broadway symbolizes success on the American stage. 
Celebrated in song and story as the Great White Way, it remains 
the ultimate goal of thousands of aspiring playwrights, actors, di¬ 
rectors, and technicians. Even many movie stars, as well as men 
and women who have won reputations in other cities or in off- 
Broadway shows, eventually test their talents in one of Broadway’s 
famous theaters. Moss Hart was one of these men. 

Brooklyn-bom of a poor family who lived in a shabby apart¬ 
ment, Hart went to the public schools and read himself to sleep 
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throughout his boyhood Tlu' theater swept its magic over him 
while he was still a child Beginning as an office boy for a theatri¬ 
cal agentj he graduated to a position as social director of a summer 
camp, director ot a little theater, and finally the author of a play 
which closed on the road. 

Then he met Cu^orgc' S, Kaufman, whose genius as a playwright 
and director had long grat'cd New York theaters. Together, Hart 
and Kaufman toib'd for an (mtirc season on the script of Once in 
a Lifetime, a conuHly about the early days of the movies. Finally, 
the play open(‘d at tlu^ Music Box in 1930, in the depths of the 

Depression, to bc‘ greiHc'd with rave reviews and long lines at the 

box offlc(\ For a man not yc't out of his twenties, no wine could 
be sweeter. 

In tlic^ (»xcta‘pts from his autobiography which follow, Hart de¬ 
scribes this grcait momcait in his life. As you read, think about the 
following qui‘stions: 

1. \\1iii aiiii wli.if iHi'iiii tiMis! to iiarl lie* rcailized that Ills 

j)!a\ was a law V, h.if thivs \oiir aiiswca* imply about his con- 

ccpliull of tfii' life**/ 

2. How aiiilii wa** liri Imw dii.sc tu ollit^rs? 

3. !)oiss aii\ iifhri |iiuff“ssiiiii !ia\f* a iiioiiitaif of Iriiimph like that 

til file tlesitm ' wlial aliiiii} sporls, politics,, llic^ law, medicine, 
bciiip, a liniiM'w ilia' I )o xmi iiccil iiioiiicaifs to siislairi the 

gilt id Idr; 


Opening Night 

From that moment onward, both play and audience took 
on .somethinjJ! of the <iuality of fantasy-it was being played and 
received like a phiywright’.s drc>am of a perfect opening night. The 
perfonnaiK't' w’us i)rilliant and tlut audience matched it in their 
respon.S(*. One of tluf theatre’s most steadfast beliefs is that there 
is never again a sound of trumpets like the sound of a New York 
opening-night uudienet' giving a play its unreserved approval. It 
is a valid belied'. Bitten- we)rds have been written about the first- 
night audience*, hut the* fae't remains that there is no audience ever 
again like* it-no aeidicuce as ke;(.m, as alive, as exciting and as 
overwhelmingly satisfacte)ry as a first-night audience taking a play 
to its heuirl. It c-an unfurl the tricolor of its acclamation and make 
flags setan te) wa\'e* fre)m e-veny box; just as in reverse its dissent 
can seicm to dangle* the Jolly Bogcr from the center chandelier and 
blanket the* auditorium in leadem di.sapproval. . . . 


Moss Hart, Act One (New 
Yofk: Random House, Inc., 
1959), pp. 426, 432-435, 
435-443. Reprinted by 
permission. 


321 




^ Why is it sometimes im¬ 
portant to have approval of 
what one does expressed 
publicly by someone you 
respect? 


Is success in any other profession as dazzling, as deeply satis- 
fying, as it is in the theatre? I cannot pretend to know, but I doubt 
it. There are other professions where the rewards are as great or 
greater than those the theatre offers, there are professions where 
the fruits of success are as immediate, and still others where the 
pursuit of a more admirable goal undoubtedly brings a nobler 
sense of fulfillment. But I wonder if success in any of them tastes 
as sweet. Again, I am inclined to doubt it. There is an intensity, 
an extravagance, an abundant and unequivocal gratification to the 
vanity and the ego that can be satisfied more richly and more fully 
by success in the theatre than in any other calling. Like everything 
else about the theatre, its success is emphatic and immoderate. 
Perhaps what makes it so marvelously satisfying is that it is a 
success that is anything but lonely-everyone seems to share in it, 
friends and strangers alike—and a first success in the theatre is the 
most intoxicating and beguiling time imaginable. No success after¬ 
ward surpasses it. It roars and thumps and thunders through the 
blood the way that second drink seemed to be coursing through 
my veins right now, so that it seemed hardly bearable to have to 
wait until tomorrow to start savoring it. 

I asked someone what time it was and bhnked my surprise when 
I was told it was four thirty in the morning. It seemed but a few 
short minutes since we had waited impatiently for two thirty to 
come to be able to read the first notice in the Times. The morning 
editions appeared very much later in those days, and it was the 
custom to go directly to each newspaper in turn and wait for the 
first copies to roll off the presses. Everyone in the theatre knew 
what time each paper would appear and where to go for them. 
The Times appeared first at about two thirty, the Tribune about 
three, and the Daily News last at four o’clock in the morning. The 
World was far downtown on Park Row and would have to wait 
until tomorrow, but with three ecstatic notices under my arm, the 
World, in more ways than just the name of a newspaper, could 
wait. . . . 

I protested a little during the good-byes, but I was secretly re¬ 
lieved that the others were going now, too, for a childish reason 
of my own. It satisfied my sense of drama to complete the full 
circle of Once in a Lifetime alone with Joe Hyman—the circle that 
had begun with a dinner alone with him before the opening in 
Atlantic City and would end with this dinner alone with him now 
after the opening in New York. It is a childish game I have always 
played and have never been able to resist—a game of arranging life, 
whenever possible, in a series of scenes that make perfect first-act 
or third-act curtains. When it works, and it often does, it lends an 
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extra zest and a keener sense of enjoyment to whatever the occa¬ 
sion may be where my thirst for drama has contrived to make life 
imitate a good third act. It worked beautifully now. 

I cannot recall one word that was exchanged between us, but it 
must have taken a fairly long time to satisfy my sense of the 
dramatic entities, for when we came out of the restaurant it was 
six o’clock in the morning and broad daylight. For the second dawn 
in a row I peered down the streets of a sleeping city, searching for 
a taxi. This dawn, however, was going to usher in an historic 
moment. My last subway ride was behind me. Never again would 
I descend those dingy steps or hear those turnstiles click off another 
somber day behind me. . . . 

No one has ever seen the skyline of the city from Brooklyn Bridge 
as I saw it that morning, with three hit notices under my arm. The 
face of the city is always invested with grandeur, but grandeur can 
be chilling. The overpowering symmetry of that skyline can crush 
the spirit and make the city seem forbidding and impenetrable, but 
today it seemed to emerge from cold anonymity and grant its 
acknowledgment and acceptance. There was no sunlight—it was a 
gray day and the buildings were half shrouded in mist, but it was 
a city that would know my name today, a city that had not turned 
me aside, and a city that I loved. Unexpectedly and without warn¬ 
ing a great wave of feeling for this proud and beautiful city swept 
over me. We were off the bridge now and driving through the 
sprawling, ugly area of tenements that stretch interminably over the 
approaches to each of its boroughs. They are the first in the city to 
awake, and the long unending rows of drab, identical houses were 
already stirring with life. Laundry was being strung out to dry 
along roof tops and fire escapes, men with lunch boxes were coming 
out of the houses, and children returning from the comer grocery 
with bottles of milk and loaves of bread were hurrying up the 
steps and into the doorways. 

I stared through the taxi window at a pinch-faced ten-year-old 
hurrying down the steps on some morning errand before school, and 
I thought of myself hurrying down the street on so many gray morn¬ 
ings out of a doorway and a house much the same as this one. My 
mind jumped backward in time and then whirled forward, like a 
many-faceted prism—flashing our old neighborhood in front of me, 
the house, the steps, the candy store—and then shifted to the skyline 
I had just passed by, the opening last night, and the notices I still 
hugged tightly under my arm. It was possible in this wonderful city 
for that nameless little boy—for any of its millions—to have a decent 
chance to scale the walls and achieve what they wished. Wealth, 
rank, or an imposing name counted for nothing. The only credential 


► Why are marvelous extrav¬ 
agances—a taxi ride, a 
new hat, a night on the 
town—so much fun for 
some people? 
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the city asked was the boldness to dream. For those who did, it un¬ 
locked its gates and its treasures, not caring who they were or where 
they came from. I watched the boy disappear into a tailor shop and 
a surge of shamefaced patriotism overwhelmed me. I might have 
been watching a victory parade on a flag-draped Fifth Avenue 
instead of the mean streets of a city slum. A feeling of patriotism 
however, is not always limited to the feverish emotions called forth 
by war. It can sometimes be felt as profoundly and perhaps more 
truly at a moment such as this. . . . 

I stood in the doorway of the kitchen while I waited for the 
water to boil and gazed at the sleeping figure of my brother on the 
daybed in the dining room, and beyond it at the closed door of 
the one bedroom where my parents slept. The frayed carpet on 
the floor was the carpet I had crawled over before I could walk. 
Each flower in the badly faded and worn design was sharply etched 
in my mind. Each piece of furniture in the cramped dim room 
seemed mildewed with a thousand dotible-edged memories. The 
ghosts of a thousand leaden meals hovered over the dining-room 
table. The dust of countless black-hearted days clung to every 
crevice of the squalid ugly furniture I had known since childhood. 
To walk out of it forever—not piecemeal, but completely-would 
give meaning to the wonder of what had happened to me, make 
success tangible, decisive. 

The goal behind the struggle for success is not always one goal, 
but many-some real, some hidden; some impossible to achieve, 
even with success piled upon success. The goal differs with each of 
us in the mysterious and wonderful way each human being is dif¬ 
ferent from any other, in the way each of us is the sum total of the 
unexpressed longings and desires that strew the seas of childhood 
and are glimpsed long afterward from a safe distancc-a submerged 
iceberg, only the tip of which is seen. . . . 

I awakened my brother by dumping the papers on the bed for 
him to read and then called through the bedroom door to my 
mother and father to get up right away. I gave them barely enough 
time to read the notices and then plunged. “WeTe moving into New 
York today—as soon as you have a cup of coffee—and we’re not 
taking anything with us. We’re walking out of here with just the 
clothes on our backs and nothing else. The coffee’s on the stove, so 
hurry up and get dressed.” 

My mother stared at me and then spoke quietly, as if a raised 
voice at this moment might send me further out of my senses, 
'mere are we going?” she a.sked logically enough. 

'To a hotel,” I said, “until we find an apartment and furnish it.” 
There was a stunned silence and before anyone else could speak, 
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I spoke again, not impatiently but as if what I was saying was 
inarguable. “There’s nothing to pack; we just walk out of the door. 
No,” I added in answer to my mothers mute startled look around 
the room, “not a thing. We leave it all here just as it stands, and 
close the door. We don’t take anything—not even a toothbrush, a 
bathrobe, pajamas, or nightgown. We buy it all new in New York. 
We’re walking out of here and starting fresh.” . . . 

“I’m not walking out of here without the pictures,” my mother 
said with great firmness. 

It was my turn to be astonished. “What pictures?” I asked. 

“AZZ the pictures,” she replied. “The baby pictures of you and 
Bemie and the pictures of my father and my sister, and Bemie’s 
diploma and your letters, and all the other pictures and things 
I’ve got in the closet in that big box.” 

I threw my arms around her and kissed her. I had won. It was 
being accepted as a fact—incomprehensible but settled. 

“One suitcase,” I ordered. “Put it all into one suitcase, but one 
suitcase—that’s all.” 

I looked at my brother, who had remained silent through all of 
this. He handed the papers back to me with a flourish and winked. 
“Don’t you have to give some of the money to George Kaufman?” 
he said. 

“Half,” I replied. “But my share will be over a thousand dollars 
a week.” 

“That’ll buy a lot of toothbrushes,” he said. “I’m going to get 
ready.” And he climbed out of bed. 

My mother and father stared at us as if to make sure we were 
not indulging in some elaborate joke for their benefit. 

“It’s true,” I said soberly. “It’s not a salary. I get a percentage, of 
every dollar that comes into the box oflBce. Don’t you understand 
how it works?” 

Obviously, they did not, and I realized somewhat belatedly that 
it had never occurred to either of them to translate good fortune 
in the theatre into anything more than what my mother’s friends 
defined as “making a good living.” No wonder my proposal had 
sounded lunatic, but now as the belief came to them that what 
I had just said might be the literal truth, they were suddenly seized 
with some of my own excitement. My mother’s reaction was a 
curious one. She burst into a peal of laughter. She had a merry 
and ringing laugh, and it was contagious. My father and I joined 
in her laughter, though we would have been hard put to tell exactly 
what we were laughing at. I was reminded of that moment and 
of her laughter long, long afterward, when I heard someone say, 
“Nothing makes people laugh like money—the rich get wrinkles 
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from laughing/’ It was said sardonically, of course, but it is not 
without an element of truth. Money does generate its own kind of 
excitement, and its sudden acquisition creates an ambiance of 
gaiety and merriment that it would be nonsense to deny or not to 
enjoy. It induces, moreover, a momentum of its own. Everything 
moves with an unaccustomed and almost miraculous speed. . . . 

To everyone’s surprise, including my own, a strange silence fell 
upon us in the taxi, in spite of the fact that my brother read aloud 
the glowing notice in the World, which he had picked up on his 
way to get the cab. . . . 

My mother, . . . silent, took out her handkerchief and wiped 
her eyes. They were not, I suspected, tears of joy for my success. 
They were not tears for the beginning of something, but for the 
end of something none of us could name. Not until we came within 
sight of Brooklyn Bridge did anyone speak. Then, as suddenly as 
it had fallen, the silence lifted. Crossing the bridge, as it had 
for me earlier that morning, seemed to put an old way of life be¬ 
hind us and make inevitable the new one we were rushing head¬ 
long into. We started to talk, all of us at once, almost at the same 
moment, as if crossing the bridge had cut the ties irrevocably and 
was a symbol of entry into a world as dazzling as the skyline in 
front of us. 

Suddenly no one seemed to have an unexpressed thought. Every¬ 
one talked incessantly, oblivious of what anyone else might be 
saying. We were at 34th Street before I thought to glance out 
the window. I had told the driver to take us to the Edison Hotel 
on 47th Street, for no other reason except that it was practically 
around the corner from the Music Box and seemed more of a 
family hotel than any other I could think of; but as the cab moved 
into Times Square, I asked the driver to stop first at the Music Box. 

Even through the rain-splashed windows of the cab, I could see 
a long double line of people extending the full length of the lobby 
from the box oflSce. The line spilled out under the marquee where 
another line was patiently forming under umbrellas. I got out of 
the cab and walked into the lobby and stood gaping at all the 
people. It was not yet half-past nine in the morning. How long I 
stood there, forgetful of everything else but the wonder of that 
line, I do not know, but the box-oj0Sce man, looking up for a mo¬ 
ment to glance across the lobby, caught sight of me and smiled. .. . 

''A year at least,” he said, ‘It’s the hottest ticket in town. What 
can I do for you?” 

I wanted to draw $500.00, I said quickly. “I’m moving into 
town.” 

“Sure, sure-anything you want,” he said. He reached for an 
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I.O.U. slip and rapidly filled it in. ‘'How do you want it?” he asked. 

“A few fifties,” I replied, "the rest in twenties and tens.” 

I signed the slip as he counted out the money, conscious that 
the people immediately in back of me were whispering to each 
other. ‘It is not George Kaufman,” I heard a woman’s voice say. 
“It must be the other one.” 

As nearly as I could, I tried to achieve a look of modesty with 
the back of my head while I waited for him to finish. He pushed 
the rather formidable stack of bills toward me and his smile floodlit 
the box ofiice. “Come around any time,” he said, “well be here for 
a long, long time.” 

I doubled the bills in my fist and walked out and into the taxi. 
Without a word I went through the pretense of counting the money, 
thoroughly aware of the awed silence around me. . . . 

My fatal weakness for standing aside from whatever was hap¬ 
pening around me and translating it into vignettes of drama over¬ 
came me once more. I could hear myself telling the whole story 
to Sam Harris. Unresisting, I let it assemble and take shape in my 
mind. The wait for the notices, the first taxi ride home, the decision 
to walk out and leave everything behind us, the trip back to open 
the windows and let the rain pour in—I could hear myself telling 
it all to him, right down to counting the money in the cab, our 
paroxysm of laughter, and the cab driver turning around to add the 
final touch. I could see myself some time later this afternoon stand¬ 
ing in his oflBce in the Music Box and telling it to him with the 
proper embellishment, making it all come out a rounded, dramatic 
entity. I could see his eyes squint with amusement as I told it and 
hear his soft laughter afterward. I could even, I thought, hear his 
comment. 

“Not bad, kid,” he would say. “Not a bad curtain for a first act.” 

12-13 THE SHORT STORY 
AND SOCIAL JUSTICE 

A democracy of talent pervades intellectual New York 
Although prejudices touch America everywhere, they probably 
play a smaller role in television, the theater, nightclubs, education, 
and the world of literature than in any other set of professions or 
occupations. The uniquely talented generally respect their peers 
regardless of skin color or religious belief. 
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Talented New Yorkers have built a distinguished record in 
America’s long fight for social justice. In the 1920’s, a whole list 
of New York writers and entertainers joined hands to work for the 
release of Nicola Sacco and Bartolomeo Vanzetti, two Italian- 
American anarchists convicted in a notoriously unfair trial of mur¬ 
dering a payroll guard during a robbery. Talented New Yorkers 
supported Franklin D. Roosevelt’s New Deal. Since World War II, 
many of them have thrown themselves into the civil rights move¬ 
ment, giving time, money, and prestige to the ideals it represents. 

New York writers often work for the causes in which they be¬ 
lieve through protest literature. For example, a dozen excellent 
plays, novels, poems, and historical accounts have been written by 
New Yorkers abouf the Sacco-Vanzetti case. In the 1930’s, a stream 
of proletarian novels pleading for social justice flowed from the 
presses. The contemporary civil rights movement has triggered a 
fresh outburst of hterary works. 

Some protest literature hits directly at an issue. Other literature, 
such as the two short stories by Dorothy Parker which follow, 
suggest the same goals in a more subtle fashion. As you read them, 
think about the following questions; 

1. Are these good short stories? Why or why not? What elements 
of literaty craftsmanship can you find? 

2. What cause, if any, does Miss Parker support in these stories? 
Should writers of short stories support causes? 

3. What definitions of the good man, the good life, and the good 
society are implied by these stories? 


Arrangement in Black and White 

The woman with the pink velvet poppies twined round 
the assisted gold of her hair traversed the crowded room at an 
interesting gait combining a skip with a sidle, and clutched the 
lean arm of her host. 

‘^Now I got you!” she said. "Now you can’t get away!” 

"Why, hello,” said her host "Well. How are you?” 

"Oh, I’m finely,” she said. "Just simply finely. Listen. I want 
you to do me the most terrible favor. Will you? Will you please? 
Pretty please?” 

"What is it?” said her host 

"Listen,” she said. "I want to meet Walter Williams. Honestly, 
I’m just simply crazy about that man. Oh, when he sings! When 
he sings those spirituals! Well, I said to Burton, ‘It’s a good thing 
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for you Walter Williams is colored/ I said, ‘or you’d have lots of 
reason to be jealous.’ I’d really love to meet him. I’d like to tell him 
Ive heard him sing. Will you be an angel and introduce me to 
him?” 

“Why, certainly,” said her host. “I thought you’d met him. The 
party’s for him. Where is he, anyway?” 

“He’s over there by the bookcase,” she said. “Let’s wait till those 
people get through talking to him. Well, I think you re simply 
marvelous, giving this perfectly marvelous party for him, and hav¬ 
ing him meet all these white people, and all Isn’t he terribly 
grateful?” 

hope not,” said her host. 

I think its really terribly nice,” she said. ‘^1 do. I don’t see why 
on earth it isn t perfectly all right to meet colored people. I haven’t 
any feeling at all about it—not one single bit. Burton—oh, he’s just 
the other way. Well, you know, he comes from Virginia, and you 
know how they are.” 

Did he come tonight?” said her host. 

No, he couldn’t,” she said, ^’m a regular grass widow tonight. 
I told him when I left, ‘There’s no telling what I’ll do,’ I said. He 
was just so tired out, he couldn’t move. Isn’t it a shame?” 

“Ah,” said her host. 

^ ‘Wait tiU I tell him I met Walter Williams!” she said. “He’ll 
just about die. Oh, we have more arguments about colored people. 
I talk to him like I don’t know what, I get so excited. ‘Oh, don’t 
be so silly, I say. But I must say for Burton, he’s heaps broader- 
minded than lots of these Southerners. He’s really awfully fond of 
colored people. Well, he says himself, he wouldn’t have white 
servants. And you know, he had this old colored nurse, this regular 
old nigger mammy, and he just simply loves her. Why, every time 
he goes home, he goes out in the kitchen to see her. He does, really, 
to this day. All he says is, he says he hasn’t got a word to say 
against colored people as long as they keep their place. He’s always 
doing things for them-giving them clothes and I don’t know what 
all. The only thing he says, he says he wouldn’t sit down at the 
table with one for a million dollars. ‘Oh,’ I say to him, ‘you make 
me sick, talking like that.’ I’m just terrible to him. Aren’t I terrible?” 

“Oh, no, no, no,” said her host “No, no.” 

I am, she said. “I know I am. Poor Burton! Now, me, I don’t 
feel that way at all. I haven’t the slightest feeling about colored 
people. Why, I’m just crazy about some of them. They’re just like 
children-just as ^easygoing, and always singing and laughing and 
everything. Aren t they the happiest things you ever saw in your 
life? Honestly, it makes me laugh just to hear them. Oh, I like them. 


► Shoold people get security 
and pleasure by keeping 
others in an inferior 
position? 
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I really do. Well, now, listen, I have this colored laundress, I’ve 
had her for years, and Fm devoted to her. She’s a real character. 
And I want to tell you, I think of her as my friend. That’s the 
way I think of her. As I say to Burton, ‘Well, for Heaven’s sakes, 
we’re all human beings!’ Aren’t wc?” 

‘Tes,” said her host. “Yes, indeed.” 

“Now this Walter Williams,” she said. “I think a man like that’s 
a real artist. I do. I think he deserves an awful lot of credit. Good¬ 
ness, I’m so crazy about music or anything, I don’t care lohat color 
he is. I honestly think if a person’s an artist, nobody ought to have 
any feeling at all about meeting them. That’s absolutely what I 
say to Burton. Don’t you think I’m right?” 

“Yes,” said her host. “Oh, yes.” 

“That’s the way I feel,” she said. “I just can’t understand people 
being narrow-minded. Why, I absolutely think it’s a privilege to 
meet a man like Walter Williams. Yes, I do. I haven’t any feeling 
at all. Well, my goodness, the good Lord made him, just the same 
as He did any of us. Didn’t He?” 

“Surely,” said her host. “Yes, indeed.” 

“That’s what I say,” she said. “Oh, I get so furious when people 
are narrow-minded about colored people. It’s just all I can do not 
to say something. Of course, I do admit when you get a bad colored 
man, they’re simply terrible. But as I say to Burton, there are some 
bad white people, too, in this world. Aren’t tiu're?” 

“I guess there arc,” said her host. 

‘Why, I’d really be glad to have a man like Walter Williams 
come to my house and sing for us, sometime,” sh(^ said. “Of course, 
I couldn’t ask him on account of Burton, biit I wouldn’t have any 
feeling about it at all. Oh, can’t he sing! Isn’t it marvelous, the 
way they all have music in them? It just scanns to be right in them. 
Come on, let’s us go on over and talk to him. Listen, what shall 
I do when I’m introduced? Ought I to shak(^ hands? Or what?” 

“Why, do whatever you want,” said her host. 

. “I guess maybe I’d better,” she said. “I wouldn’t for the world 
have him think I had any feeling. I think I’d Inittr^r .shake hands, 
just the way I would with anybody else. That’s just exactly what 
I’ll do.” 

They reached the tall young Negro, standing by the bookcase. 
The host performed introductions; tlie Negro bowcid. 

“How do you do?” he said. 

The woman with the pink velvet poppir's extendcKl her hand at 
the length of her arm and held it so for all the world to sec, until 
the Negro took it, shook it, and gave it back to her. 

Oh, how do you do, Mr. Williams,” she said. “Well, how do 
you do. Ive just been saying, I’ve enjoyed your singing so awfully 
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much. IVe been to your concerts, and we have you on the phono¬ 
graph and everything. Oh, I just enjoy it!'’ 

She spoke with great distinctness, moving her lips meticulously, 
as if in parlance with the deaf. 

Tm so glad,” he said. 

‘Im just simply crazy about that ‘Water Boy’ thing you sing,” 
she said. “Honestly, I can’t get it out of my head. I have my hus¬ 
band nearly crazy, the way I go around humming it all the time. 
Oh, he looks just as black as the ace of—Well. Tell me, where on 
earth do you ever get all those songs of yours? How do you ever 
get hold of them?” 

“Why,” he said, “there are so many different— 

I should think you’d love singing them,” she said. “It must be 
more fun. All those darling old spirituals—oh, I just love them! Well, 
what are you doing, now? Are you still keeping up your singing? 
Why don’t you have another concert, some time?” 

‘I’m having one the sixteenth of this month,” he said. 

“Well, I’U be there,” she said. “I’ll be there, if I possibly can. 
You can count on me. Goodness, here comes a whole raft of people 
to talk to you. You’re just a regular guest of honor! Oh, who’s that 
girl in white? I’ve seen her some place.” 

“That’s Katherine Burke,” said her host. 

“Good Heavens,” she said. “Is that Katherine Burke? Why, she 
looks entirely different off the stage. I thought she was much 
better-looking, I had no idea she was so terribly dark. Why, she 
looks almost like—Oh, I think she’s a wonderful actress! Don’t you 
think she’s a wonderful actress, Mr. Williams? Oh, I think she’s 
marvelous. Don’t you?” 

“Yes, I do,” he said. 

“Oh, I do, too,” she said. “Just wonderful. Well, goodness, we 
must give someone else a chance to talk to the guest of honor. 
Now, don’t forget, Mr. Williams, I’m going to be at that concert 
if I possibly can. I’ll be there applauding like everything. And if 
I can’t come. I’m going to tell everybody I know to go, anyway. 
Don’t you forget!” 

“I won’t,” he said. “Thank you so much.” 

The host took her arm and piloted her into the next room. 

“Oh, my dear,” she said. “I nearly died! Honestly, I give you 
my word, I nearly passed away. Did you hear that terrible break 
I made? I was just going to say Katherine Burke looked almost like 
a nigger. I just caught myself in time. Oh, do you think he noticed?” 

“I don’t believe so,” said her host. 

“Well, thank goodness,” she said, ‘iDecause I wouldn’t have em¬ 
barrassed him for anything. Why, he’s awfully nice. Just as nice as 
he can be. Nice manners, and everything. You know, so many 
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colored people, you give them an inch, and they walk all over you. 
But he doesn’t try any of that. Well, he’s got more sense, I suppose, 
lien’s really nice. Don’t you think so?” 

"Tes,” said her host 

liked him,” she said. '1 haven’t any feeling at all because he’s 
a colored man. I felt just as natural as I would with anybody. 
Talked to him just as naturally, and everything. But honestly, I 
could hardly keep a straight face. I kept thinking of Burton. Oh, 
wait till I tell Burton I called him 'Mister’!” 


From Ills Portable 
Doratfiy Parlsr, 

Copyright 1933, 
copyright 2 ; reosivsd 1S38 
by Dorothy Parker. Rapnnted 
by permission of 
The Viking Press, Inc. 

Gutta-percha is a tough 
piastic substance reseniblirig 
rubber. It comes from several 
types of Malaysian trees. 


^ Why should a person 
give presents to loved 
ones? 


Clothe the Naked 

Big Lannie went out by the day to the houses of secure 
and leisured ladies, to wash their silks and their linens. She did 
her work perfectly; some of the ladies even told her so. She was a 
great, slow mass of a woman, colored a sound brown-black save 
for her palms and the flat of her fingers that were like gutta-percha 
from steam and hot suds. She was slow because of her size, and 
because the big veins in her legs hurt her, and her back ached 
much of the time. She neither cursed her ills nor sought remedies 
for them. They had happened to her; there they were. 

Many things had happened to her. She had had children, and 
the children had died. So had her husband, who was a kind man, 
cheerful with the little luck he found. None of their children had 
died at birth. They had lived to be four or seven or ten, so that 
they had had their ways and their traits and their means of causing 
love; and Big Lannie’s heart was always wide for love. One child 
had been killed in a street accident, and two others had died of 
illnesses that might have been no more than tedious, had there 
been fresh food and clear spaces and clean air behind them. Only 
Arlene, the youngest, lived to grow up. 

Arlene was a tall girl, not so dark as her mother but with the 
same firm flatness of color. She was so thin that her bones seemed 
to march in advance of her body. Her little pipes of legs and her 
broad feet with jutting heels were like things a child draws with 
crayons. She carried her head low, her shoulders scooped around 
her chest, and her stomach slanted forward. From the time that 
she was tiny, there were men after her. 

Arlene was a bad girl always; that was one of the things that 
had happened to Big Lannie. There it was, and Big Lannie could 
only keep bringing her presents, surprises, so that the girl would 
love her mother and would want to stay at home. She brought 
little bottles of sharp perfume, and pale stockings of tinny silk, and 
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rings set with bits of green and red glass; she tried to choose what 
Arlene would like. But each time Arlene came home she had bigger 
rings and softer stoc'kings and stronger perfume than her mother 
could buy for her. Sometimes she would stay with her mother over 
a night, and sometimes more than a week; and then Big Lannie 
would come back from work one evening, and the girl would be 
gone, and no woid of her. Rig bannie would go on bringing sur¬ 
prises, and setting tlu'in out along Arlene’s bed to wait a return. 

Big I.anni(' did not know it, when Arlene was going to have a 
baby. Arlene had not been home in nearly half a year; Big Lannie 
told the timr^ in da>’.s. Tlu're was no news at all of the girl until 
the people at tlu' hospital sent for Big Lannie to come to her daugh¬ 
ter and grandson. She was there to hear Arlene say the baby must 
be named RayuKrud, and to sec the girl die. For whom Raymond 
was called, or if for anyone', Big Lannie never knew. 

He was a long, light-colored baby, with big, milky eyes that 
looked right back at his grandmother. It was several days before 
the people at the hospital told her he was blind. 

Big Lanni(! wcuit to c>ach of tlie ladies who employed her and ex¬ 
plained that she could not work for some while; she must take care 
of her graiukson. '1 lit* ladies were .sharply discommoded, after her “Discommoded” means 

steady years, but tiu'y dres.sed their outrage in shrugs and cool tones. inconvenienced. 

Each arrivc'd, sep;irately, at the conclusion that .she had been too good 
to Big Lannie. and had been impo.S(>d upon, therefore. “Honestly, 
those niggers!” each said to her friends. “They’re all alike.” 

Big Lannie' sold most of the things she lived with, and took one 
room with a stov<‘ in it. I'here, as soon as the people at the hospital 
would let ht'r, she brought Raymond and tended him. He was all 
her childnm to her. 

She had always bec'u a saving woman, with few needs and no 
cravings, and sht* had been long alone. Even after Arlene’s burial, 
there was ('nough left for Raymond and Big Lannie to go on for a 
time. Big I/unnie w'as slow to he afraid of what must come; fear 
did not visit her at all, at first, and then it slid in only when she 
waked, wlu'n llu' night hung motionkiss before another day. 

Raymond was a good baby, a quiet, patient baby, lying in his 
wooden box and stretching out his delicate hands to the sounds 
that were light and color to him. It seemed but a little while, so 
short to Big l.annie, before lu^ was walking about the room, his 
hands held out, his fe<‘t (piic'k and sure. Those of Big Lannie’s 
friends who saw him for the first time had to be told that he could 
not see. 

Then, and it s<'('nu*d again such a little while, he could dress 
himself, and open the door for his granny, and unlace the shoes 
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condition for giving 
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from her tired feet, and talk to her in his soft voice. She had oc¬ 
casional employment—now and then a neighbor would hear of a 
day’s scrubbing she could do, or sometimes she might work in the 
stead of a friend who was sick—infrequent, and not to be planned 
on. She went to the ladies for whom she had worked, to ask if 
they might not want her back again; but there was little hope in 
her, after she had visited the first one. Well, now, really, said the 
ladies; well, really, now. 

The neighbors across the hall watched over Raymond while Big 
Lannie looked for work. He was no trouble to them, nor to himself. 
He sat and crooned at his chosen task. He had been given a wooden 
spool around the top of which were driven little brads, and over 
these with a straightened hairpin he looircd bright worsted, work¬ 
ing faster than sight until a long tube of woven wool fell through 
the hole in the spool. The neighbors threaded big, blunt needles 
for him, and he coiled the woolen tubes and sewed them into mats. 
Big Lannie called them beautiful, and it made Raymond proud to 
have her tell him how readily she sold them. It was hard for her, 
when he was asleep at night, to unravel the mats and wash the 
worsted and stretch it so straight that even Raymond’s shrewd fin¬ 
gers could not tell, when he worked with it next day, that it was 
not new. 

Fear stormed in Big Lannie and took h('r days and nights. She 
might not go to any organization dispc'nsing relief, for dread that 
Raymond would be taken from her and put in—she would not say 
the word to herself, and she and her neighbors lowered their voices 
when they said it to one another—an institution. The neighbors 
wove lingering tales of what happened inside certain neat, square 
buildings on the cindery skirts of the town, and, if they must go 
near them, hurried as if passing graveyards, and eam(! home heroes. 
When they got you in one of those places, whispered the neighbors, 
they laid your spine open with whips, and then when you dropped, 
they kicked your head in. Had anyone come into Big Lannie’s room 
to take Raymond away to an asylum for the blind, the neighbors 
would have fought for him with stones and rails and boiling water. 

Raymond did not know about anything biit good. When he grew 
big enough to go alone down the stairs and into the street, he 
was certain of delight each day. He held his head high, as he came 
out into the little yard in front of the flimsy wooclen house, and 
slowly turned his Jface from side to side, as if the air were soft 
liquid in which he bathed it. Trucks and wagons did not visit the 
street, which ended in a dump for rusted bedsprings and broken 
boilers and staved-in kettles; children played over its cobbles, and 
men and women sat talking in open windows and called across 
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to one another in gay, rich voices. There was always laughter for 
Raymond to hear, and he would laugh back, and hold out his 
hands to it. 

At first, the children stopped their play when he came out, and 
gathered quietly about him, and watched him, fascinated. They 
had been told of his afiliction, and they had a sort of sickened pity 
for him. Some of them spoke to him, in soft, careful tones. Ray¬ 
mond would laugh with pleasure, and stretch his hands, the curious 
smooth, flat hands of the blind, to their voices. They would draw 
sharply back, afraid that his strange hands might touch them. Then, 
somehow ashamed because they had shrunk from him and he could 
not see that they had done so, they said gentle good-bys to him, 
and backed away into the street again, watching him steadily. 

When they were gone, Raymond would start on his walk to the 
end of the street. He guided himself by lightly touching the broken 
fences along the dirt sidewalk, and as he walked he crooned little 
songs with no words to them. Some of the men and women at 
the windows would call hello to him, and he would call back and 
wave and smile. When the children, forgetting him, laughed again 
at their games, he stopped and turned to the sound as if it were 
the sun. 

In the evening, he would tell Big Lannie about his walk, slap¬ 
ping his knee and chuckling at the memory of the laughter he 
had heard. When the weather was too hard for him to go out in 
the street, he would sit at his worsted work, and talk all day of 
going out the next day. 

The neighbors did what they could for Raymond and Big Lannie. 
They gave Raymond clothes their own children had not yet worn 
out, and they brought food, when they had enough to spare and 
other times. Big Lannie would get through a week, and would pray 
to get through the next one; and so the months went. Then the days 
on which she could find work fell farther and farther apart, and 
she could not pray about the time to come because she did not dare 
to think of it. 

It was Mrs. Ewing who saved Raymond’s and Big Lannie’s lives, 
and let them continue together. Big Lannie said that then and ever 
after; daily she blessed Mrs. Ewing, and nightly she would have 
prayed for her, had she not known, in some dimmed way, that any 
intercession for Mrs. Delabarre Ewing must be impudence. 

Mrs. Ewing was a personage in the town. When she went to 
Richmond for a visit, or when she returned from viewing the azalea 
gardens in Charleston, the newspaper always printed the fact. 
She was a woman rigorously conscious of her noble obligation; she 
was prominent on the Community Chest committee, and it was 
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she who planned and engineered the annual Bridge Drive to raise 
funds for planting salvia around the cannon in front of the D.A.R. 
headquarters. These and many others were her public activities, 
and she was no less exacting of herself in her private life. She kept 
a model, though childless, house for her husband and herself, rele¬ 
gating the supervision of details to no domestic lieutenant, no 
matter how seemingly trustworthy. 

Back before Raymond was bom. Big Lannie had worked as 
laundress for Mrs. Ewing. Since those days, the Ewing wash tubs 
had witnessed many changes, none for the better. Mrs. Ewing took 
Big Lannie back into her employment. She apologized for this step 
to her friends by the always winning method of self-deprecation. 
She knew she was a fool, she said, after all that time, and after 
the way that Big Lannie had treated her. But still, she said—and 
she laughed a little at her own ways—anyone she felt kind of sorry 
for could always get round her, she said. She knew it was awfully 
foolish, but that, she said, was the way she was. Mr. Ewing, she 
said behind her husband's hearing, always called her just a regular 
little old easy mark. 

Big Lannie had no words in which to thank Mrs. Ewing, nor to 
tell her what two days' assured emplo)mient every week could 
mean. At least, it was fairly assured. Big Lannie, as Mrs. Ewing 
pointed out to her, had got no younger, and she had always been 
slow. Mrs. Ewing kept her in a state of stimulating insecurity by 
referring, with perfect tmth, to the numbers of stronger, quicker 
women who were also in need of work. 

Two days’ work in the week meant money for rent and stovewood 
and almost enough food for Raymond and Big Lannie. She must 
depend, for anything further, on whatever odd jobs she could find, 
and she must not stop seeking them. Pressed on by fear and grati¬ 
tude, she worked so well for Mrs. Ewing that there was sometimes 
expressed satisfaction at the condition of the lady's household linen 
and her own and her husband's clothing. Big Lannie had a glimpse 
of Mr. Ewing occasionally, leaving the house as she came, or enter¬ 
ing it as she was leaving. He was a bit of a man, not much bigger 
than Raymond. 

Raymond grew so fast that he seemed to be taller each morning. 
Every day he had his walk in the street to look forward to and 
experience, and tell Big Lannie about at night. He had ceased to 
be a sight of the street; the children were so used to him that they 
did not even look at him, and the men and women at the windows 
no longer noticed him enough to hail him. He did not know. He 
would wave to any gay cry he heard, and go on his way, singing 
his little songs and turning toward the sound of laughter. 
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Then his lovely list of days ended as sharply as if ripped from 
some bright calendar. A winter came, so sudden and savage as to 
find no comparison in the town’s memories, and Raymond had 
no clothes to wear out in the street. Big Lannie mended his out¬ 
grown garments as long as she could, but the stuflF had so rotted 
with wear that it split in new places when she tried to sew together 
the ragged edges of rents. 

The neighbors could give no longer; all they had they must keep 
for their own. A demented colored man in a near-by town had 
killed the woman who employed him, and terror had spread like 
brush fire. There was a sort of panic of reprisal; colored employees 
were dismissed from their positions, and there was no new work 
for them. But Mrs. Ewing, admittedly soft-hearted certainly to a 
fault and possibly to a peril, kept her black laundress on. More 
than ever Big Lannie had reason to call her blessed. 

All winter, Raymond stayed indoors. He sat at his spool and 
worsted, with Big Lannie’s old sweater about his shoulders and, 
when his tattered knickerbockers would no longer hold together, 
a calico skirt of hers lapped around his waist. He lived, at his age, 
in the past; in the days when he had walked, proud and glad, in 
the street, with laughter in his ears. Always, when he talked of it, 
he must laugh back at that laughter. 

Since he could remember, he had not been allowed to go out 
when Big Lannie thought the weather unfit. This he had accepted 
without question, and so he accepted his incarceration through the 
mean weeks of the winter. But then one day it was spring, so surely 
that he could tell it even in the smoky, stinking rooms of the house, 
and he cried out with joy because now he might walk in the street 
again. Big Lannie had to explain to him that his rags were too thin 
to shield him, and that there were no odd jobs for her, and so no 
clothes and shoes for him. 

Raymond did not talk about the street any more, and his fingers 
were slow at his spool. 

Big Lannie did something she had never done before; she begged 
of her employer. She asked Mrs. Ewing to give her some of Mr. 
Ewing’s old clothes for Raymond. She looked at the floor and 
mumbled so that Mrs. Ewing requested her to talk up. When Mrs. 
Ewing understood, she was, she said, surprised. She had, she said, 
a great, great many demands on her charity, and she would have 
supposed that Big Lannie, of all people, might have known that 
she did everything she could, and, in fact, a good deal more. She 
spoke of inches and ells. She said that if she found she could spare 
anything. Big Lannie was kindly to remember it was to be just for 
this once. 


Knickerbockers, or knickers, 
are loose-fitting short pants 
gathered at the knees. They 
were standard dress for 
American boys from the 
i880's through the 1930’s. 


An ell can be any of several 
units of length, used chiefly 
for measyring cloth. 
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When Big Lannie was leaving at the end of her day’s work, Mrs. 
Ewing brought her a package with her own hands. There, she 
said, was a suit and a pair of shoes; beautiful, grand things that 
people would think she was just a crazy to go giving away like 
that. She simply didn’t know, she said, what Mr. Ewing would say 
to her for being such a crazy. She explained that that was the way 
she was when anyone got around her, all the while Big Lannie 
was trying to thank her. 

Big Lannie had never before seen Raymond behave as he did 
when she brought him home the package. He jumped and danced 
and clapped his hands, he tried to speak and squealed instead, he 
tore off the paper himself, and ran his fingers over the close-woven 
cloth and held it to his face and kissed it. He put on the shoes 
and clattered about in them, digging with his toes and heels to 
keep them on; he made Big Lannie pin the trousers around his 
waist and roll them up over his shins. He babbled of the morrow 
when he would walk in the street, and could not say his words for 
laughing. 

Big Lannie must work for Mrs. Ewing the nt^xt day, and she had 
thought to bid Raymond wait until she c;ould stay at home and 
dress him herself in his new garments. But slu; heard him laugh 
again; she could not tell him he must wait. lie might go out at 
noon next day, she said, when the sun was so warm that he would 
not take cold at his first outing; one of the neighbors across the 
hall would help him with the clothes. Raymond chuckled and sang 
his little songs until he went to sleep. 

After Big Lannie left in the morning, the neighbor came in to 
Raymond, bringing a pan of cold pork and corn bread for his lunch. 
She had a call for a half-day’s work, and she could not stay to see 
him start out for his walk. She helped him put on the trousers and 
pinned and rolled them for him, and she laced the shoes as snug 
as they would go on his feet. Then she told him not to go out till 
the noon whistles blew, and kissed him, and left. 

Raymond was too happy to be impatient. He sat and thought of 
the street and smiled and sang. Not until he hc*ard the whistles 
did he go to the drawer where Big Lannie had laid the coat, and 
take it out and put it on. He felt it soft on his bare back, he twisted 
his shoulders to let it fall warm and loose from them. As he folded 
the sleeves back over his thin arms, his heart beat so that the cloth 
above it fluttered. 

The stairs were diflScult for him to manage, in the big shoes, 
but the very slowness of the descent was delicious to him. His 
anticipation was like honey in his mouth. 

Then he came out into the yard, and turned his face in the gentle 
air. It was all good again; it was all givem back again. As quickly 
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as he could, he gained the walk and set forth, guiding himself by 
the fence. He could not wait; he called out, so that he would hear 
gay calls in return, he laughed so that laughter would answer him. 

He heard it. He was so glad that he took his hand from the 
fence and turned and stretched out his arms and held up his 
smiling face to welcome it. He stood there, and his smile died on 
his face, and his welcoming arms stiJEened and shook. 

It was not the laughter he had known; it was not the laughter 
he had lived on. It was like great flails beating him flat, great 
prongs tearing his flesh from his bones. It was coming at him, to 
kill him. It drew slyly back, and then it smashed against him. It 
swirled around and over him, and he could not breathe. He 
screamed and tried to run out through it, and fell, and it Hcked 
over him, howling higher. His clothes unrolled, and his shoes 
flapped on his feet. Each time he could rise, he feU again. It was 
as if the street were perpendicular before him, and the laughter 
leaping at his back. He could not find the fence, he did not know 
which way he was turned. He lay screaming, in blood and dust 
and darkness. 

When Big Lannie came home, she found him on the floor in a 
comer of the room, moaning and whimpering. He still wore his 
new clothes, cut and tom and dusty, and there was dried blood on 
his mouth and his palms. Her heart had leapt in alarm when he 
had not opened the door at her footstep and she cried out so 
frantically to ask what had happened that she frightened him into 
vdld weeping. She could not understand what he said; it was 
something about the street, and laughing at him, and make them 
go away, and don’t let him go in the street no more, never in the 
street no more. She did not try to make him explain. She took him 
in her arms and rocked him, and told him, over and over, never 
mind, don’t care, everything’s aU right. Neither he nor she believed 
her words. 

But her voice was soft and her arms warm. Raymond’s sobs 
softened, and trembled away. She held him, rocking silently and 
rhythmically, a long time. Then gently she ,set him on his feet, 
and took from his shoulders Mr. Ewing’s old full-dress coat. 


14 A SEARCH FOR IDENTITY 


A single essay can sometimes capture the spirit of an 
age. Pericles’s Funeral Oration reflected the essence of Athenian 
democracy. Lincoln’s Gettysburg Address spoke in similar fashion 
for nineteenth-century American patriots. Winston Churchill’s fa- 
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Stokely Carmichael, 

“What We Want," The lew 
York ie¥lew of Books, 

VoL 7, No. 4 (September 
22, 1966), pp. 5-8. 
Reprinted by permission of 
SNCC. 


mous phrases rallied Britain to help halt Hitlers triumphant 
march through Europe. Words like these have justly won a place 
in history. 

An essay by Stokely Carmichael, although certainly not as famous 
as the words of Pericles, Lincoln, or Churchill, has nevertheless 
come to symbolize the aspirations of many young, black Americans. 
After World War II, the United States seemed to be moving toward 
a society in which blacks and whites shared equal rights. Legisla¬ 
tures, the courts, and executive orders by government officials struck 
down segregation. Sit-ins and protest marches signified widespread 
public support for these developments. Integration became the 
goal of civil rights leaders of all colors and faiths. But despite 
conspicuous triumphs, many doors remained firmly closed to black 
men and women. Slowly at first, and then at an increasing pace, 
young blacks began to caU for a new black nationalism and a so¬ 
ciety in which black men and women could work out their own 
destiny. "Black Power” became the slogan for these young militants. 

No one man speaks for all black militants. The call for black 
power has been heard throughout the nation and in a variety of 
forms. Much of this agitation has centered in New York City where 
nationalists such as Elijah Muhammed and Malcolm X won large 
followings. Among the leading militants is Stokely Carmichael, 
bom in the West Indies in 1942, and raised in New York City. In 
1966, The New York Review of Books published an essay by Car¬ 
michael, who was then national chairman of the Student Nonviolent 
Coordinating Committee (SNCC). Carmichaels essay spoke clearly 
for one segment of the black nationalist movement. As you read 
excerpts from his essay, think about these questions: 

1. According to Carmichael, what do blacks need in order to 
develop a sense of self-worth and of commiiiiity? What would 
be the characteristics of a good man who is a black American? 

2. Why does Carmichael reject white American society? Are his 
charges accurate? 

3. Why does Carmichael refuse to work toward an integrated 
society? How does he define a good society for black Americans? 

4. What sorts of black people would be most likely to agree with 
Carmichael? Which sorts of black people would probably dis¬ 
agree? Wli}^? 

Black Power: A Radical View 

One of the tragedies of the struggle against racism is 
that up to now there has been no national organization which 
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could speak to the growing militancy of young black people in the 
urban ghetto. There has been only a civil rights movement whose 
tone of voice was adapted to an audience of liberal whites. It 
served as a sort of buffer zone between them and angry young 
blacks. None of its so-called leaders could go into a rioting com¬ 
munity and be listened to. In a sense, I blame ourselves—together 
with the mass media—for what has happened in Watts, Harlem, 
Chicago, Cleveland, Omaha. Each time the people in those cities 
saw Martin Luther King get slapped they became angry; when 
they saw four little black girls bombed to death, they were angrier; 
and when nothing happened, they were steaming. We had nothing 
to offer that they could see, except to go out and be beaten again. 
We helped to build their frustration. 

For too many years, black Americans marched and had their 
heads broken and got shot. They were saying to the country, ‘Xook, 
you guys are supposed to be nice guys and we are only going to 
do what we are supposed to do—why do you beat us up, why don’t 
you give us what we ask, why don’t you straighten yourselves out?” 
After years of this, we are at almost the same point—because we 
demonstrated from a position of weakness. We cannot be expected 
any longer to march and have our heads broken in order to say 
to whites: come on, you’re nice guys. For you are not nice guys. 
We have found you out. 

An organization which claims to speak for the needs of a com¬ 
munity—as does the Student Nonviolent Coordinating Committee 
—must speak in the tone of that community, not as somebody else’s 
buffer zone. This is the significance of black power as a slogan. 
For once, black people are going to use the words they want to 
use—not just the words whites want to hear. And they will do this 
no matter how often the press tries to stop the use of the slogan 
by equating it with racism or separatism. 

An organization which claims to be working for the needs of a 
community—as SNCC does—must work to provide the community 
with a position of strength from which to make its voice heard. 
This is tihe significance of black power beyond the slogan. 

Black power can be clearly defined for those who do not attach 
the fears of white America to their questions about it. We should 
begin with the basic fact that black Americans have two problems: 
they are poor and they are black. All other problems arise from 
this two-sided reality: lack of education, the so-called apathy of 
black men. Any program to end racism must address itself to that 
double reality. . . . 

Ultimately, the economic foundations of this country must be 
shaken if black people are to control their lives. The colonies of 
the U.S.—and this includes the black ghettos within its borders, 


Cariniciiael is here referring 
to some of the major black 
ghetto riots of the 
mid-lSSO’s. Four young 
black girls were killed in 
the bombing of a Birmingham, 
Alabama church in September 
1963, four months after civil 
rights demonstrations led by 
the Rev. Dr. Martin Luther 
King, Jr. 
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Ralph j. Bunche, Under¬ 
secretary for Special 
Political Affairs of the United 
Nations, won the Nobel 
Peace Prize in 1950, for his 
work in setling the Arab- 
Israeli War of 1948. To 
many, Bunche became a 
symbol of the black man who 
succeeded in white society. 


► Can any group of people 
who lack political power 
lead a full life? 


The Lowndes County Freedom 
Organization of Alabama, 
started by SNCC under 
Carmichael's leadership, 
was an attempt to build a 
radical political party. 


north and south—must be liberated. For a century, this nation has 
been like an octopus of exploitation, its tentacles stretching from 
Mississippi and Harlem, to South America, the Middle East, south¬ 
ern Africa, and Vietnam; the form of exploitation varies from area 
to area but the essential result has been the same—a powerful few 
have been maintained and enriched at the expense of the poor 
and voiceless colored masses. This pattern must be broken. As its 
grip loosens here and there around the world the hopes of black 
Americans become more realistic. For racism to die, a totally dif¬ 
ferent American must be bom. 

This is what the white society does not wish to face; this is 
why that society prefers to talk about integration. But integration 
speaks not at all to the problem of poverty, only to the problem 
of blackness. Integration today means the man who ‘makes it,” 
leaving his black brothers behind in the ghetto as fast as his new 
sports car will take him. It has no relevance to the Harlem wino or 
to the cotton-picker making $3 a day. As a lady I know in Alabama 
once said, “The food that Ralph Bunche eats doesn’t fill my 
stomach.” 

Integration, moreover, speaks to the problem of blackness in a 
despicable way. As a goal, it has been based on complete acceptance 
of the fact that in order to have a decent house or education, blacks 
must move into a white neighborhood or send their children to a 
white school. This reinforces, among both black and white, the 
idea that “white” is automatically better and “black” is by defini¬ 
tion inferior. This is why integration is a subterfuge for the main¬ 
tenance of white supremacy. It allows the nation to focus on a 
handful of southern children who get into white schools, at great 
price, and to ignore the 94 per cent who are left behind in unim¬ 
proved all-black schools. Such situations will not change until 
black people have power—to control their own school boards, in 
this case. Then Negroes become equal in a way that means some¬ 
thing, and integration ceases to be a one-way street. Then inte¬ 
gration doesn’t mean draining skills and energies from the ghetto 
into white neighborhoods; then it can mean white people moving 
from Beverly Hills into Watts, white people joining the Lowndes 
County Freedom Organization. Then integration becomes rele¬ 
vant. . . . 

White America will not face the problem of color, the reality 
of it. 

From birth, black people are told a set of Hes about themselves. 
We are told that we are lazy—yet I drive through the Delta area 
in Mississippi and watch black people picking cotton in the hot 
sun for fourteen hours. We are told, “If you work hard, you’ll 
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succeed”—but if that were true, black people would own this coun¬ 
try. We are oppressed because we are black—not because we are 
ignorant, not because we are lazy, not because wem stupid (and 
got good rhythm); but because we^re black. 

I remember that when I was a boy, I used to go to see Tarzan 
movies on Saturday. White Tarzan used to beat up the black 
natives. I would sit there yelling, ‘‘Kill the beasts, kill the savages, 
kill ’em!” I was saying: Kill me. It was as if a Jewish boy watched 
Nazis taking Jews off to concentration camps and cheered them on. 
Today, I want the chief to beat hell out of Tarzan and send him 
back to Europe. But it takes time to become free of the lies and 
their shaming effect on black minds. It takes time to reject the 
most important lie: that black people inherently cant do the same 
things white people can do, unless white people help them. 

The need for psychological equality is the reason why SNCC 
today believes that blacks must organize in the black community. 
Only black people can convey the revolutionary idea that black 
people are able to do things themselves. Only they can help create 
in the community an aroused and continuing black consciousness 
that will provide the basis for political strength. In the past, white 
allies have furthered white supremacy without the whites involved 
realizing it—or wanting it, I think. Black people must do things for 
themselves: they must get poverty money they will control and 
spend themselves, they must conduct tutorial programs themselves 
so that black children can identify with black people. This is one 
reason Africa has such importance: The reality of black men ruling 
their own nations gives blacks elsewhere a sense of possibility, of 
power which they do not now have. . . . 

I have said that most liberal whites react to “black power” with 
the question, What about me? rather than saying: Tell me what 
you want me to do and Ill see if I can do it. There are answers 
to the right question. One of the most disturbing things about 
almost all white supporters of the movement has been that they 
are afraid to go into their own communities—which is where the 
racism exists—and work to get rid of it. They want to run from 
Berkeley to tell us what to do in Mississippi; let them look instead 
at Berkeley. They admonish blacks to be nonviolent; let them 
preach nonviolence in the white community. They come to teach 
me Negro history; let them go to the suburbs and open up freedom 
schools for whites. Let them work to stop America’s racist foreign 
policy; let them press this government to cease supporting the 
economy of South Africa. . . . 

Black people do not want to “take over” this country. They 
don’t want to ‘"get whitey;” they just want to get him off their 
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► Does a person need a 
good self-image and psycho¬ 
logical security to love well? 


Albert Camus and Jean-Pau! 
Sarire, French existentialist 
philosophers and authors, 
were read by many young 
people in the 1950's and 
'60's. 


backs, as the saying goes. It was for e.vample the exploitation by 
Jewish landlords and merchants which first created black resent¬ 
ment toward Jews—not Judaism. The white man is irrelevant to 
blacks, except as an oppressive force. Blacks want to ho in his place, 
yes, but not in order to terrorize and lynch and starve him. They 
want to be in his place because that is where a decent life can 
be had. 

But our vision is not merely of a society in which all black men 
have enough to buy the good things of life. When we urge that 
black money go into black pockets, we mean the communal pocket. 
We want to see money go back into the community and used to 
benefit it. We want to see the cooperative concc'pt ax^plicd in busi¬ 
ness and banking. We want to sec black glK'tto residents demand 
that an exploiting landlord or storekeeper sc'll them, at minimal 
cost, a building or a shop that they will own and improve' coopera¬ 
tively; they can back their demand with a rent strike, or a boycott, 
and a community so united' behind them that no one else will 
move into the building or buy at the store. The society we seek 
to build among black people, then, is not a capitalist one. It is a 
society in which the spirit of community and humanistic love pre¬ 
vail. The word love is .suspect; black expectations of what it might 
produce have been betrayed too often. But those wc'ro expectations 
of a response from the white community which failed us. The love 
we seek to encourage is within the black community, the only 
American community where men call each other “brother” when 
they meet. We can build a community of love only wlu'rc wc have 
the ability and power to do so: among hlack.s. 

As for white America, perhaps it can stop crying out against 
“black supremacy,” “black nationalism,” “racism in reverse,” and 
begin facing reality. The reality is that this nation, from top to 
bottom, is racist: that racism is not primarily a problem of “human 
relations” but of an exploitation maintained—cither actively or 
through silence—by the society as a whole. Ciiimus and Sartre have 
asked, can a man condemn himself? Clan whites, particularly liberal 
whites, condemn themselves? Can they .stop blaming us, and blame 
their own system? Are they capable of the shame which might be¬ 
come a revolutionary emotion? 

We have found that they usually cannot condemn thcmselve.s, 
and so we have done it. But the rtihuilding of this society, if at all 
possible, is basically the responsibility of whites—not blacks. We 
won’t fight to save the present society, in Vietnam or anywhere else. 
We are just going to work, in the way we sc*c‘ fit, and on goals we 
define, not for civil rights hut for all our human rights. 
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New York: Ideal and Reality 


STATING THE ISSUE 


New York is not a single culture; it is a hundred, each with 
common elements but each distinct in its own way. Blacks, Puerto 
Ricans, Jews, Italians, Irish, Germans, the old white Anglo-Saxon 
Protestant stock—all these groups and many others—define the good 
man from peculiar vantage points based on lands far removed and 
customs stretching across oceans. No individual could capture aU 
these strands in a single personality. 

The good life encounters similar problems of definition. The 
hippies in the East Village have turned their backs on all of middle- 
class America; the heart of the establishment works in corporate 
oflBces only a few blocks away. The lives admired by these polar 
opposites span the spectrum. To thousands of Puerto Ricans and 
blacks, neither the psychedelic world of the tumed-on generation 
nor the power in the hands of Madison Avenue executives defines 
an ideal life. Many of them want only a steady job, a home free 
of vermin, a good education for their children, and a chance to hold 
their heads high in a society which has long slammed the door of 
opportunity in their faces. 

And what of the good society? New York's ideal culture should 
permit each group in the city to achieve its aspirations at the same 
time. But what one group wants, another opposes; what one needs, 
another refuses to grant. Giving nearly always involves giving up. 
Until man finds a way to repeal this basic fact of living, the ideal 
of the good society can never be achieved for everyone in a diverse 
culture. 

New Yorkers are deeply concerned with the basic humanistic 
questions. To what degree does the city try to open a better life 
to everyone? How much are privileged groups willing to give up 
in order to meet the demands of men and women in the ghettos? 
What is New York and the megalopolis of which it is a part doing 
to merge ideal and reality? These are the questions which we will 
explore in Chapter 3. 


CHAPTER 

3 
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15 THE GEOGRAPHIC SETTING 


Geography determined New York's location. When 
Henry Hudson dropped anchor in 1609, he correctly guessed that 
the mighty river which now bears his name and the deep harbor 
at its mouth held the key to the eastern seaboard and to a vast 
stretch of the interior. The Dutch burghers who settled Manhattan 
Island in the seventeenth century and the English lord who seized 
it from them in 1664 knew they held the kingpin to the North 
American colonies. By 1810, trade had made New York the largest 
city in the United States; the opening of the Erie Canal in 1825 
further spurred growth. Manufacturing, which grew up because 
New York's access to markets and raw materials gave the city a 
competitive advantage, followed in turn. Immigrants poured in 
from every port in Europe and Asia to cluster near the garment 
factories and the docks on Manhattan. Soon the city's population 
spilled over into the Bronx, Queens, Brooklyn, Staten Island, New 
Jersey, and later the outlying counties north of the Bronx and on 
Long Island. Eventually, bridges spanned the rivers and tunnels 
burrowed under them to speed men and materials back and forth in 
trains, trucks, busses, and automobiles. 

As New York grew, its political boundaries changed. Boroughs 
were annexed one after the other until the present five—Manhattan, 
the Bronx, Queens, Brooklyn, and Richmond (Staten Island)— 
were all in the fold. But New York City influences far more territory 
than it annexed. Some people who work in the city live in Con¬ 
necticut or New Jersey and commute each day to the metropolis. 
Air taxis link New York's three major airports to satellite towns. 
Shuttle airlines with a flight every hour during the day connect it 
to Boston and Washington. New high-speed express trains have 
begun to compete for this business. 

New York City is an example of a new phenomenon on the face 
of the earth, an enormous super-city stretching far beyond the for¬ 
mal political boundaries of city or state. In 1961, the geographer, 
Jean Gottmann, revived an old Greek name for a super city- 
megalopolis—and applied it to the urban complex of which New 
York is the center. His term and the ideas it stood for caught on. 
Reading 15 analyzes some of Gottmann's ideas and their implica¬ 
tions. As you read, keep the following questions in mind: 

1. What does the term megalopolis mean? What does the Ameri¬ 
can megalopolis include? 

2. What is the quality of material life in megalopolis? in the 
central cities of the area? 
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j. Oil what gowmnicntkil levO can the society best cope Vtitli 
the problems created by megalopolis? Do we need a new 
polifical entity? 


Megalopolis 

The nature of cities is . . . changing. The metropolis, 
already huge by any earlier scale, is now giving way to the super¬ 
giant city, the megalopolis. The city of even several decades ago 
was a dense tangled knot of humanity. The cities emerging today 
are vast, sprawling complexes of suburbs and beyond these, rings 
of “exurbs,” like the rings around the planet Saturn. 

The city as a social institution reached a high state of develop¬ 
ment in ancient Greece. In fact, the Greeks dreamed beyond their 
powers to build, and they even coined a word for something which 
would not appear on the earth for two thousand years. The geogra¬ 
pher Jean Gottmann tells the story: 

“Some two thousand years before the first European settlers 
landed on the shores of the James River, Massachusetts Bay, and 
Manhattan Island, a group of ancient people, planning a new city- 
state in the Peloponnesus in Greece, called it Megalopolis, for they 
dreamed of a great future for it and hoped it would become the 
largest of the Greek cities. Their hopes did not materialize. Megalo¬ 
polis still appears on modem maps of the Peloponnesus but it is 
just a small town nestling in a small river basin. Through the cen¬ 
turies the word Megalopolis has been used in many senses by 
various people, and it has even found its way into Webster's dic¬ 
tionary, which defines it as a very large city.’ Its use, however, 
has not become so common that it could not be applied in a new 
sense, as a geographical place name for the unique cluster of 
metropolitan areas of the northeastern seaboard of the United 
States. There, if anywhere in our times, the dream of those ancient 
Greeks has come true.” 

The word megalopolis is a combination of two Greek words: 
7nega meaning “great” and polis, meaning “city-state.” In adapting 
it to contemporary use, Gottmann impHes, and rightly so, that the 
cluster of cities along the. northeastern coast of the United States 
is a “great city-state,” with a character and personality all its ovm. 
These cities, from southern New Hampshire, down through Boston, 
New York, Philadelphia, Wilmington, Baltimore, Washington, D.G., 
and Arlington, [Virginia] form an almost continuous single urban 
area. Gottmann describes it further: 


Hebert Ccok and Mitcnell 
Gordon. Urban teerlca: 
Diisiiiffia and Opportunity 
illwj York; The Macmillan 
C'orreany. 1955], pp. 9-12, 
Reprinted by permission. 

Tns quotations in this 
reading are from Jean 
Gottmann, Ylsgaiopolis: The 
Urbanized flarthsastsra 
Seaboard of the United 
States (Mew York: Twentietii 
Century Fund, 1961). 
Reprinted fay permission. 


The Peloponnesus is the 
peninsula on vriiich Sparta 
was located. 
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Bruges, Belgium, was one of 
Europe’s most important 
cities in the thirteenth 
and fourteentii centuries. 


''No other section of the United States has such a large concen¬ 
tration of population, with such a high average density, spread 
over such a large area. And no other section has a comparable role 
within the nation or a comparable importance in the world. Here 
has been developed a kind of supremacy, in politics, in economics, 
and possibly even in cultural activities, seldom before attained by 
an area of this size. 

"This region has indeed a personality’ of its own. ... [It] is 
difficult to single this area out from surrounding areas, for its limits 
cut across established historical divisions, such as New England 
and the Middle Atlantic states, and across political entities, since 
it includes some states entirely and others only partially. A special 
name is needed, therefore, to identify this special geographical 
area. . . . [The] industrialized Midwest, between the Great Lakes 
and the Ohio Eivei*, and the California seaboard form two other 
smaller but nonetheless impressive concentrations of riches, eco¬ 
nomic equipment, and educated people. Across the Atlantic are the 
countries of western Europe, where on both sides of the North Sea 
and English Channel an intensity of urban dynamism comparable 
to that in Megalopolis may soon be attained.” 

The crowding in Megalopolis creates many problems, social, 
economic, and political. But there are also many advantages. The 
problems are serious, but the advantages are great. Gottmann notes: 

"Crowding of population within a small area creates shortages 
of various resources, and most of the crowded people are bound to 
suffer in some ways because of the shortages. To alleviate them, 
to make crowding more bearable and the population happier, ways 
and means of constantly better distribution must be found. Other¬ 
wise no lasting growth can develop, and the whole enterprise will 
soon be doomed. . . . Modem political life and its concepts of 
liberty, self-government, and democracy are the products of urban 
growth, the inheritance of cities in process of growth and develop¬ 
ment-places such as Jerusalem, Athens, Rome, Bruges, Florence, 
Paris, London, to mention only those that have been most studied 
by historians. And the same places, or similar urban centers, have 
contributed most of our scientific and technological developments, 
either because people there were stmggling to solve pressing prob¬ 
lems or because urban societies make possible a leisurely enough 
elite, some of whose members can devote themselves to disinter¬ 
ested research and a search for a better understanding of the 
universe. 

"This urban crowding and the slums and mobs characteristic of 
it may be considered growing pains in the endless process of 
civilization. 
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“In the same way, the picture of Megalopolis is not as dark as 
the outspoken pessimists and frequent protests would seem to paint 
it. Crowded within its limits is an extremely distinguished pop¬ 
ulation. It is, on the average, the richest, best educated, best housed, 
and best serviced group of similar size (that is, in the 25-to-40- 
million people range) in the world. The area is still a focus of 
attraction for successful or adventurous people from all over Amer¬ 
ica and beyond. It is true that many of its sections have seen pretty 
rural landscapes replaced by ugly industrial agglomerations or drab 
and monstrous residential developments; it is true that in many 
parts of MegalopoHs the air is not clean any more, the noise is 
disturbing day and night, the water is not as pure as one would 
wish, and transportation at times becomes a nightmare. Many of 
these problems reflect the revolutionary change that has taken 
place as cities have burst out of their narrow bounds to scatter 
over the open' countryside. In some ways this suburban sprawl may 
have alleviated a crowding that had threatened to become unbear¬ 
able, for residential densities of population per square mile have de¬ 
creased. But new problems have arisen because of the new densities 
of activities and of traffic in the central cities and because the 
formerly rural areas or small towns have been unprepared to cope 
with the new demands made upon their resources. New programs 
are needed to conserve the natural beauty of the landscape and to 
assure the health, prosperity, and freedom of the people. In spite 
of these problems, however, available statistics demonstrate that 
in Megalopolis the population is on the average healthier, the con¬ 
sumption of goods higher, and the opportunity for advancement 
greater than in any other region of comparable extent.” 

The ancient Greeks were among the first to develop cities as a 
positive adjunct to mans life on earth. One of them has said: “The 
city is the teacher of the man.” Another took a diflFerent but not 
wholly contradictory view: . .[N]ot houses finely roofed or the 
stones of walls well-built, nay, nor canals and dockyards, make 
the city, but men able to use their opportunity.” 

The city—and the story of how it has grown—has much to teach. 
Left to their natural course, the pressures our cities are exposed 
to could destroy modem civilization. Understanding and eflFective 
action can build for a future without limits. The problem is to 
build the best of what the past oflFers into the city of tomorrow, 
to eliminate what is bad, and to push forward to higher ground. 

The twentieth-century city is rife with perplexities and complex¬ 
ities. It is a grab-bag of delights and excitements, but it suffers 
from a wide variety of ailments—congested living, overtaxed trans¬ 
portation facilities, confused political organization, and problems 


► ?/nai sort cf extremes 
does this ayerage concea 


> To what degree is each 
individual responsible for 
taking action to improve 
his own city? 
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of economics. Most cities have outgrown their political machinery, 
which once was adequate. They are attempting, often with little 
success, to deal with their ever-growing complexities. Urban and 
suburban life today is a veritable maelstrom of change and chal- 
lenge, of crisis and adventure. 

The difficulties are without precedent. Our population is increas¬ 
ing faster than our planning for the future. By the year 2000, the 
U.S. population could be about double what it is today, nearly 400 
million people. The way things are going now, 85 per cent of this 
multitude will be living in cities—and a far larger proportion than 
at present in megalopolises. 

How will the story end? Will the people living in our super¬ 
cities be able to fashion these new centers of industry and culture— 
of traffic jams and of smog—into rich and satisfying communities? 
Or are these sprawling giants of steel and concrete going to en¬ 
slave those caught in their tentacles? Will the asphalt jungle prove 
in the end to be a trap, or a launching pad into a glorious future? 


16 SOCIAL STRUCTURE 


With few exceptions, every ancient Athenian was Greek 
and every Renaissance Florentine Italian. Like other cities, ancient 
Athens and Renaissance Florence attracted traders, intellectuals, 
and casual sightseers from around the known world, but Greek or 
Italian was the only language to echo around the dinner table. 
Moreover, most citizens were bom in the city except for men from 
the nearby hinterland pulled irresistibly by high hopes of fame 
and fortune. Not so New York. 

The social structure of Athens and Florence revolved around 
classes which primarily followed birth or occupational lines: aris¬ 
tocracy, merchants and manufacturers, shopkeepers, workers, slaves. 
These classes, at least at the top and bottom and especially in 
Florence, opened only when a child was bom. The uniquely 
talented alone could climb the social ladder to hobnob with Floren¬ 
tine aristocrats, but not, of course, to marry their daughters. Each 
member of these classes played a role appropriate to the mng of 
the social ladder on which he found himself. Well-defined norms 
of behavior helped to keep each group in its accustomed place 
and to define the way in which members of one class should treat 
members of another. New York is different. 

For more than a century, Americans expected New York to melt 
its immigrants into a homogeneous American equivalent of Athen- 
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ians or Florentines. Michel-Guillaume Jean de Crevecoeur, a nat¬ 
uralized New Yorker, suggested this idea in his Letters from an 
American Farmer, published in 1782. Israel Zangwill, another 
naturalized New Yorker, popularized it in 1908 in a poor but 
widely-heralded play. The Melting Pot, which ran for months on 
Broadway. School textbooks are full of it. And despite contrary 
evidence abounding on every side, the general public still bows 
at its altar. 

Reading 16 comes from one of the best of an outpouring of books 
and articles written since the mid-1950^s which take issue with the 
notion of a melting pot. These writings argue that New York, as well 
as the United States in general, can best be understood as a society 
whose social structure revolves essentially around ethnic, racial, 
and religious groups, each with its own internal class structure. 
As you read, keep the following questions in mind: 

1. According to this account, what are the major social groups 
in New York City? What seems to be happening to the struc¬ 
ture of these groups in recent years? What may the social struc¬ 
ture be like in a decade? 

2. What does this sort of social structure imply for definitions 
of the good man, the good life, and the good society? 

3. Given this social structure, what should be done to improve the 
quality of the humanistic experiences of New York’s citizens? 


Beyond the Melting Pot 

We must begin with this image of the city. New York is 
more than ten times as large as San Francisco, and twice as large 
as Chicago, but this does not suggest how much more complicated 
it is. For in the affairs of men, twice as large means four or eight 
times as complicated. Twice as large means that the man on top is 
perhaps four or eight times away from what happens on the bottom. 
But attempts at calculation understate the complexity. When you 
have 24,000 policemen in a city, it not only means that you need 
a few additional levels of authorities to deal with them—those over 
hundreds, and five hundreds, and thousands, and five thousands— 
but it also means (for example) that there are enough Jewish or 
Negro policemen to form an organization. And they too can fill 
a hall. 

The interweaving of complexity that necessarily follows from its 
size with the complexity added by the origins of its population, 
drawn from a staggering number of countries and from every race, 


Reprinted from Beyond the 
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Many of the voters who 
supported Wagner in 1951, 
voted ill 1965 for Jonn 
¥. Lindsay, who ran on the 
Repyfclican, IJberol, and 
Indepaiideii! Ciiizeris 
tickets. Although York 
Cilys registered Democrats 
far outnumber its registered 
Republicans, independent 
and liberal Repubiicans— 
like Lindsay and like Mayor 
Fioreilo M. La Guardia in the 
1930's and foO's—can 
sometimes win if toey run 
on fusion tickets. 


makes New York one of the most dijfficult cities in the world to 
understand, and helps us understand why so few books try in any 
serious way to understand it. . . . 

Consider the politics of New York. Major changes are now taking 
place in the city. The power of the regular Democratic party—the 
'"machine''—to name its candidates has been broken. In 1961 Mayor 
Robert F. Wagner, having been denied the nomination, ran in 
opposition to the regular party, and won. To explain what hap¬ 
pened, we have to say that he won with the support of lower-class 
Negro and Puerto Rican voters, and middle-class Jewish voters who 
together were enough to overcome the opposition of Italian, Irish, 
and white Protestant middle-class and upper-working-class voters. 
One could describe his victory and the political transition now 
underway in the city without using ethnic labels, but one could 
barely explain it. For in New York City ethnicity and class and 
religion are inevitably tied to each other. The votes of the poor 
and the well-to-do cannot be understood without looking into the 
question of who the poor and the well-to-do are, without examin¬ 
ing their ethnic background. 

Similarly, to describe the economy of New York fully, one would 
have to point out that it is dominated at its peak (the banks, in¬ 
surance companies, utilities, big corporation oflBces) by white Prot¬ 
estants, with Irish Catholics and Jews playing somewhat smaller 
roles. In wholesale and retail commerce, Jews predominate. White- 
collar workers are largely Irish and Italian if they work for big 
organizations, and Jewish if they work for smaller ones. The city's 
working class is, on its upper levels, Irish, Italian, and Jewish; on 
its lower levels, Negro and Puerto Rican. Other ethnic groups are 
found scattered everywhere, but concentrated generally in a few 
economic specialties. . . . 

The census of 1960 showed that 19 per cent of the population of 
the city were still foreign-bom whites, 28 per cent were children 
of foreign-bom whites, another 14 per cent were Negro, 8 per cent 
were of Puerto Rican birth or parentage. Unquestionably, a great 
majority of the rest (31 per cent) were the grandchildren and great¬ 
grandchildren of immigrants, and still thought of themselves, on 
some occasions and for some purposes, as German, Irish, Italian, 
Jewish, or whatnot, as well as of course Americans. 

Of the foreign-stock population (immigrants and their children), 
859,000 were bom in Italy or were the children of Italian immi¬ 
grants; 564,000 were from the U.S.S.R. (these are mostly Jews); 
389,000 from Poland (these too are mostly Jews); 324,000 from 
Germany; 312,000 from Ireland; 220,000 from Austria; 175,000 from 
Great Britain; almost 100,000 from Hungary; more than 50,000 
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from Greece, Czechoslovakia, Rumania, and Canada; more than 
25,000 from Yugoslavia, around 10,000 from the Netherlands, Den¬ 
mark, Finland, and Switzerland; more than 5,000 from Portugal 
and Mexico. There were more than a million Negroes, and more 
than 50,000 of other races, mostly Chinese and Japanese. From 
almost every country in the world there are enough people in the 
city to make up communities of thousands and tens of thousands 
with organizations, churches, a language, some distinctive cul¬ 
ture. . . . 

Let us introduce some order into this huge buzzing confusion. 
The best way to do so is historically. English stock has apparently 
never been in a clear majority in New York City. In 1775 one-half 
of the white population of the state was of Enghsh origin, but this 
proportion was probably lower in New York City, with its Dutch 
and other non-English groups, and with its large Negro population. 
After the Revolution and the resumption of immigration, English 
and Scottish immigrants as well as migrants from New England 
and upstate New York probably maintained the British-descent 
group as the largest in the city through the first half of the nine¬ 
teenth century. 

In the 1840’s Irish and Germans, who had of course been present 
in the city in some numbers before this time, began to enter in 
much larger numbers, and soon became dominant. By 1855 the 
Irish-born made up 28 per cent of the city, the German-bom 16 
per cent of the city; with their children they certainly formed a 
majority of the city, and they maintained this dominance until the 
end of the century. In 1890 Irish-bom and German-bom and their 
children made up 52 per cent of the population of New York and 
Brooklyn (then separate cities), 

In the 1880 s Jews and Italians began to come in large numbers 
(there were of course sizable communities of both groups in the 
city before this time), and this heavy immigration continued until 
1924, and on a reduced scale after that. 

The Negroes began to enter the city in great numbers after 
World War I, the Puerto Ricans after World War II. 

Thus six great groups have entered the city two by two, in sub¬ 
sequent epochs; and to these we must add as a seventh group the 
^'old stock,” or the ^Vhite Anglo-Saxon Protestants.” The two terms 
are of course not identical, but the overlap among those they com¬ 
prise is great. The “old stock” includes those New Yorkers who 
descend from families that were here before the Revolution. They 
were largely of English, Scottish, and Welsh origin, but also in¬ 
cluded Dutch, French and other settlers from Northwestern Europe. 
It has been relatively easy for later immigrants of the same ethnic 
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and religious background—from Canada and from Europe—to as¬ 
similate to this “old stock” group if they were in occupations of 
high status and of at least moderate affluence. 

What is the relative size of these seven groups in the city to¬ 
day? For all except the Negroes and the Puerto Ricans, who are 
listed separately in the census, it is difficult to give more than a 
very general guess. The accepted religious breakdown of the city 
population, based on sample surveys and estimates by various reli¬ 
gious groups, indicates that less than a quarter of the population 
is Protestant, and more than half of that is Negro. The white Prot¬ 
estants of course include many of German, Scandinavian, Czech, 
and Hungarian origins. It is thus not lik(;ly that more than about 
one-twentieth of the population of the city is “old stock,” or 
“WASP.” Public opinion polls which ask for “national origin” sug¬ 
gest that about a tenth of the population is Irish, another tenth 
German. The same sources suggest that about a sixth is Italian. 
Jewish organizations estimate that one-quarter of the population 
is Jewish. The census reports that Negroc'S form 14 per cent of the 
population, Puerto Ricans 8 per cent. We have accounted for about 
90 per cent of the population. . . . These figures, aside from being 
inexact, .. . assume that everyone in the city can be neatly assigned 
to an ethnic category. Of course this is in large nK'asur(^ myth; many 
of the people in the city, as in the nation, have parents and grand¬ 
parents of two or three or four groups. . . . 

There is also, in New York, a nonethnic city. There arc the fields 
that draw talent from all over the country and all over the world. 
There are the areas, such as Gn'enwich Village where those so 
collected congregate. On Broadway, in the radio and television 
industry, in the art world, in all the spheres of culture, mass or 
high, one finds the same mixture that one finds in every country. 
Those involved in these intense and absorbing pursuits would find 
the city described in these pages strange. Another area of mixture 
is politics. It is true that political life itself emphasizes the ethnic 
character of the city, with its balanced tickets and its special ap¬ 
peals. But this is in large part an objective part of the business, 
just as the Jewish plays on Broadway are part of the business. For 
those in the field itself, there is more contact across the ethnic 
lines, and the ethnic lines themselves mean less, than in other 
areas of the city’s life. . . . 

Religion and race seem to define the major groups into which 
American society is evolving as the specifically national aspect 
of ethnicity declines. In our large American cities, four major 
groups emerge: Catholics, Jews, white Protestants, and Negroes, 
each making up the city in different proportions. This evolution is 
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by no means complete. And yet we can discern that the next stage 
of the evolution of the? immigrant groups will involve a Cathohe 
group in which the distinctions between Irish, Italian, Polish and 
German Catholic are steadily reduced by intermarriage- a Jewish 
group, in which the line between East European, Geman and 
Near East('rn Jevs's is already weak; the Negro group; and a Uite 
Protestant group, which adds to its Anglo-Saxon and Dutch old- 
stock clenu'uts German and Scandinavian Protestants, as well as, 
more ty'pically, the white Protestant immigrants to the city frotii 
the interior. 

The whit(* Protc'stuuts arc a distinct ethnic group in New York, 
one that has probably passi'd its low point and will now begin to 
grow in numbers and probably also in influence. It has its special 
occupatiotis with tlu' customary freemasonry. This involves the 
banks, corporation front offices, educational and philanthropic in¬ 
stitutions, and the law offices who serve them. It has its own social 
world (epilomi-/ed by, but by no means confined to, the Social Regis¬ 
ter). its own (-hurch<‘s, .schools, voluntary organizations and all the 
varied institutions of a New York minority. These are accompanied 
by the charac-tcristic styltss in food, clothing, and drink, special 
family patterns, special psychologic-al problems and ailments. For 
a long while political conservatism, as well as social aloofness, 
tended to keep the \s-hite Protesstants out of the main stream of 
New York polities, much in the w'ay that political radicalism tended 
to isolate* the J<‘ws in the early parts of the century. Theodore 
Roosevelt, when <'aufion<‘d that none of his friends would touch 
New York politics, had a point in replying that it must follow that 
none of his friends w<*re members of the governing classes. 

There has been a r(‘surgence of liberalism within the white Prot- 
e.stant group, in part based on its growth through vigorous young 
migrants from outsith* the city, who arc comspicuous in the com¬ 
munications itidustry, law firms, and corporation ofiices of New 
York. Tlu'se ai-e th<> young people that supported Adlai Stevenson 
and helped lead and .staff llui Democratic reform movement. The 
influence of the white Protestant group on this city, it appears, 
must now grow as its liumbers grow. 

In this large array of the four major religio-racial groups, where 
do the Puerto fti<’ans statul? Ultimately perhaps they are to be 
absorbed in the Gatholie group. But that is a long time away. 
Tlie Puerto Ricans are separated from the Catholics as well as the 
Negroes by color and c-ulture. One cannot even guc.s.s how this large 
element wall u!timat<-Iy r<*Iate it.self to the other elements of the 
city; perhaps it will .serve, in lint! with its own nature and genius, 
to soften tin* sharp lines that divide them. . . . 


► Which seems riskier, to 
marry outside of one’s ethnic 
group or outside of one’s 
religious affiliation? 
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Religion and race define the next state in the evolution of the 
American peoples. But the American nationality is still forming; 
its processes are mysterious, and the final form, if there is ever 
to be a final form, is as yet unknown. 


17 THE ECONOMY 

Manufacturing and trade dominate New York’s economy. 
The census classifies a tiny number of the city’s residents as 
farmers, but overwhelmingly, manufacturing and the exchange of 
goods support the population. In turn, the residents of the city 
demand services, the third major area of employment On this 
economy rests the welfare of the individual including his opportu¬ 
nities for humanistic expression and growth. 

Money cannot assure a rich humanistic culture, but lack of money 
can stifle individual development and atrophy a society. New York 
is the world’s richest city, although its per capita income falls far 
below that of many American suburban areas. The ways in which 
the city spends its tax money and private citizens allocate their 
incomes yield rich insights into the value systems of New York’s 
eight million people. Reading 17 consists entirely of charts and 
tables containing statistical infoimation about New York’s economy. 
Study questions appear with each figure in the reading. 


FIGURE I Land Use, 1959-60 



Unless otherwise noted, all statistics in this reading are from Department of Commerce and 
Industrial Development, City of New York, 1965 Statistical Guide for New York City. 

1. What is most New York land used for? 

2. What does this use of land indicate about the economy? about 
values ? 
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FIGURE II Population Density, I960 



Land Area 
in Square Miles 

Population 

Population 
per Square Mile 

The Bronx 

Brooklyn 

Manhattan 

Queens 

Richmond 

Total, New York City 

43.1 

78.5 

' 22.6 

114.7 

60,9 

319.8 

1,424,815 

2,627,319 

1,698,281 

1,809,578 

221,991 

7,781,984 

33,032 

33,446 

75,072 

15,777 

3,648 

24,333 


1. What is the average population density of your own city? 
Tojvhat degree does a population density as great as Man- 
hattans limit the ability to lead a good life? 


FIGURE III General Economic Characteristics of the Population, I960 



Employed 

Unemployed 

Experienced civilian labor force 

Professional, technical, and kindred workers 
Managers, officials, and proprietors 

Clerical and kindred workers 

Sales workers 

Craftsmen, foremen, and kindred workers 
Operatives and kindred workers 

Private household workers 

Service workers, excluding private hsld. 
Laborers, excluding farm and mine 

Farmers and farm managers 

Farm foremen and farm laborers 

Not reported (employed only) 

3,479,474 
378,400 
294,525 
726,674 
239,702 
358,102 
686,434 
67,850 j 
352,433 
138,954 
734 
1,172 
234,494 

171,926 

9,982 

6,129 

24,532 

8,670 

16,038 

57,673 

3,015 

17,299 

28,276 

70 

242 

Population not in labor force 

Total fourteen years and over 

Inmate of institution 

Enrolled in school 

Other, sixty-five years old and over 

Other, under sixty-five years old 

2,524,461 

55,093 

397,818 

590,941 

1,480,609 



mat do most New Yorkers do for a living? What do these figures 
indicate about the nature of the economy? 
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FIGURE IV Employment and Earnings, 1967 


Category 

Number 
of Employees 

Average Weekly 
Earnings 

AH manufacturing 

849,700 

$106.60 

Durable goods 

199,500 ! 

113.40 

Non-durable goods 

050,200 

104,71 

Contract construction 

105,100 

191,75 

Transportation and Public Utilities 

323,700 


Electric, gas, and sanitary svee. 

26,600 

159,64 

Telephone and telegi'aph 

62,600 

124.57 

(other categories omitted) 



Trade^ 

747,800 

113.09 

Wholesale 

312,400 

Retail 

435,400 

137.03 


89.87 

Finance, Insurance, and Real Estate 

408,500 


Banking 

102,500 

114.70 

(other categories omitted) 



Services and Miscellaneous 

726,400 


Hotels (year-round) 

31,900 : 

83.16 

(other categories omitted) 




Eating and drinking places are excluded. 

Source: Unpublished surc&j of the Neto York State Department of Lahor, Division of Employ¬ 
ment, 1968. 


1. The total employed labor force is about 3.5 million. Tlie figures 
above cover about 3.2 million. IIow much money docs the 
typical New Yorker make each week? 

2. How good a life can a family of four live on a typical income 
if only one family member works? 
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FIGURE V Adequate Budget Costs for a Family of Four (est.), 1967 



Year 

Week 

Food 

1 $2,313 

$ 44.48 

Food at home 

2,001 

38.48 

Lunches at work 

1 

6.00 

Housing 

1,561 

i 30.03 

Rent and heat 

; 1,086 

20.88 

Utilities 

1 137 

2.62 

Housefumishings 

211 

4.06 

Household supplies 

45 

.86 

Launderette service 

83 

1.60 

Clothing and upkeep 

596 

11.45 

Personal care 

170 

3.26 

Medical care 

371 

7.14 

Transportation (non-car owner) 

319 

6.14 

To work 

208 

4.00 

Other 

111 

2.14 

Other goods and services 

Reading material, recreation. 

970 

18.66 

tobacco, education, stationary supplies 

551 

10.60 

Telephone 

77 

1.49 

Life Insurance 

109 i 

2.09 

Union dues 

49 

.95 

Gifts, contributions, misc. 

184 

3.53 

Total, all goods and services 

6,301 

121.17 

Other costs and personal taxes 

1,109 

21.33 

FICA and disability insurance 

306 

5.88 

New York City income tax 

26 

.50 

New York State income tax 

106 

2.04 

Federal income tax 

671 

12.91 

Total cost of the budget 

$7,410 

$142.50 


DepartmenS of Labor, Division of Employ- 


1. What is the quality of a life lived on this budget? 

2. As Figure IV indicates, most New Yorkers make less money 
than the estimated minimum needed for a family of four. What 
would you do in such a situation? If you had to cut, what would 
go first? What, if anything, should the society do about this 
income distribution? 
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FIGURE VI Retail Trade by Selected Types of Business, 1963 


i 

j 

Number of 
Establishments 

Total Sales 

Automotive dealers 

1,097 

$ 790,423.000 

Home furnishing stores 

3,428 

415,678,000 

Radio, television stores 

341 

60,619,000 

Record shops 

181 

18,173,000 

Musical instrument stores 

121 

16,559,000 

Eating places 


1,209,177,000 

Drinking places (alcoholic beverages) 


293,106,000 

Liquor stores 


334,860,000 

Antique stores 

339 

26,755,000 

Secondhand stores 

717 

39,334,000 

Book stores 


32,520,000 

Sporting goods stores 

197 

30,989,000 

Jewelry stores 

1,148 

96,844,000 

Florists 

866 

42,252,000 

News dealers, newsstands 

978 

40,695,000 

Camera, photographic supply stores 

202 

38,281,000 

Hobby, toy, and game shops 

235 

20,407,000 

Religious goods stores 


2,954,000 

Pet shops 

177 

5,175,000 


1. Do these statistics accurately represent income expenditures in 
New York City? What about the statistics for book and record 
stores, for example? 

2. What do these statistics reveal about the New Yorkers con¬ 
ception of the good life? 















FIGURE VII Amusement and Recreation Services, 1963 



Number of 
Establishments 

Total Sales 

Motion picture theaters 

342 

! $ 98,216,000 

Dance halls, studios 

304 

10,120,000 

Bands, orchestras, entertainers 

1,327 

56*503,000 

Dance bands, orchestras, except symphony 

369 

23;844'oo6 

Entertainers (radio, TV), except classical 

917 

16,842,000 

Classical music groups 

41 

15,817,000 

Theatrical presentations, services 

1,026 

196,879,000 

Bowling, billiards, pool 

389 

37 560 000 

Billiard, pool parlors 

180 

3 531 000 

Bowling establishments 

209 

34,029,000 

Commercial sports 

Baseball, football clubs, promoters i 

205 

19 

123,584,000 

Racetrack operation, including racing 
stables 

186 


Public golf courses 

3 

210,000 

Golf clubs, country clubs 

^ 11 

2,691,000 

Other commercial recreation 

175 

11,890,000 

Skating rinks 

12 

716 000 

Swimming pools 

34 

2,773,000 

Boat, canoe rentals 1 

Other 

28 j 

101 

1,182,000 

7,219,000 

Other commercial amusements 

605 

34 414 000 

Amusement parks 

Concession operator of amusement devices 

44 

8 

2,959,000 

a 

Carnivals, circuses 

128 

a 

Coin-operated amusement devices 

Other 1 

146 

9,642,000 

279 

17,879,000 

Total 1 

4,045 

$473,851,000 


* Withheld to avoid disclosure. 


1. How do New Yorkers and New York visitors spend their money 
for recreation and relaxation? 

2. What definition of the good life emerges from these statistics? 
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18 POLITICS 


Athens and Florence governed themselves as city states. 
Not so New York. The complexities of New York government would 
have bewildered either Socrates or Machiavelli. There is a mayor, 
a City Council, a Board of Estimate, five borough president's ofSces, 
a Board of Education, more than a thousand other government 
agencies and authorities, a state government in Albany, a national 
government in Washington, and local governments in three states, 
dozens of counties, and hundreds of towns and cities within the 
metropolitan area of New York, New Jersey, and Connecticut. Get¬ 
ting things done in New York is no easy matter. Problems like 
transportation and air pollution cut across political boundaries. Work¬ 
ing out the budget for New York City alone involves estimating 
what the financial contributions from state and Federal government 
will be. City officials find themselves spending much of their time 
traveling to the state capital of Albany or to Washington, D.C. to 
lobby for funds. Because of New York's size and complexity, many 
observers have questioned whether the city can in fact be governed 
satisfactorily at all. 

The city government alone conducts a tremendous enterprise. 
During most of the Renaissance, Florence had about 70,000 citizens. 
New York City employs more than 60,000 schoolteachers, 25,000 
policemen, and 13,000 firemen. During the fifth century b.c., Athens 
had a total population including slaves of about 245,000. Almost 
300,000 people draw their pay from the City of New York, by far 
the biggest employer in the metropolitan area. New York's annual 
budget of about $6 billion could have built all of Florence several 
times over. 

Just as the political system of Athens and Florence helped to 
shape life in those cities, politics helps to shape New York. Reading 
18 presents a variety of information about politics in the city. As 
you study the tables and read the accounts which follow, think about 
these questions: 

1. For what does the City of New York spend its money? What 
do these expenditures imply for the good life and the good 
society? 

2. How much more money does the city think it needs to cope 
with its problems? How is it trying to get these funds? 

3. How can a citizen get access to big government? Will more 
money solve all the city's problems? If more money will not 
solve the problems, what will? 
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Governing New York 


FIGURE I New York City Expense Budget, 1967-68* 


Legislative 

Council and City Clerk 
General government: City 
Executive, elections, administrative, finance, real 
estate, purchasing, law, recording and reporting, 
planning and zoning, personnel, labor, investiga¬ 
tion and research, public works, broadcasting, 
promotion 

Libraries j 31,860,322 

Education j 1,419,859,135 

Guitural, scientific, recreation, and memorials 8 765 069 

Municipal parks 5i;940,V83 

Public safety 631,740,636 

Police, fire, civil defense, inspection, traffic 
Health and sanitation 686 748 

Social Services, Dept, of (welfare) j X 119 400 986 

’ 41,418,527 

Judicial: City j 242 

Public service and other enterprises I 47 593 Q 2 x 

General government: County I 9 689 091 

Law, recording and reporting i 

Judicial: County 29,945,609 

Human Resources Program (anti-poverty) 119174189 

Debt service 507,389;528 

Miscellaneous 342,480,494 

Total Expense Budget ___ | $5,242,263,173 

’ ^°Yori memorandum. Economic Development Administration, City of New 


$ 1,980,600 

153,289,682 
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FIGURE 11 New York City Capital Budget, 1967-^68^ 


Federal Role In Urban Affairs: 
Hearings before the Subcom¬ 
mittee on Execiitwe 
Reorganization of the 
Committee on Gwernineiit 
Operations, IJ.$« Senate, 89th 
Congress, 2id Session, 
August 1966, Part 3 
(Washington, D.C.: Govern¬ 
ment Printing Office, 1966), 
pp. 582, 586, 598. 


Department or Agency 

City Funds 

Air Pollution Control, Dept, of 

$ 300.000 

Community Mental Health Board 

3,066,667 

Correction, Dept. 

33.578,850 

Education, Board of 

193,868,190 

Fire Department 

5,071,000 

Health Department 

5,487,040 

Higher Education, Board of 

9,371.929 

Highways, Dept, of 

26,508,500 

Hospitals, Dept, of 

51,530,926 

Housing and Redevelopment Board 

9,800,000 

Libraries 

4,177,640 

Marine and Aviation, Dept, of ! 

22,402.950 

Markets, Dept, of 

71,000 

Mayor, OfEce of the 

22,000,000 

Museums and Institutions ^ 

7,068,479 

Parks, Dept, of 

24,133,705 

Police Dept. i 

12,890,859 

Borough Presidents' Offices j 

1,529,000 

Public Works, general i 

27,264,100 

Public Works, pollution control ; 

56,171,598 

Purchase, Dept, of 

4,500,000 

Real Estate, Dept, of 

4,350,000 

Relocation, Dept, of 1 

4,000,000 

Sanitation, Dept, of | 

14,990,000 

Social Services, Dept, of | 

1,037,000 

.Traffic, Dept, of j 

16,896,100 

Transit Authority 

84,543,000 

Water Supply, Board of 

11,367,219 

Water Supply, Gas and Bllectricity, Dept, of 

14,600,000 

WNYC—Municipal Broadcasting System 

355,000 

Total, City Funds 

$ 672,931,472 

Other Funds 

362,593,124 

Total, Capital Budget 

$1,035,524,596 


^ Sowfce: Unpublished mcmormulum of the Mmmomlc Dmwlopmmt Adminis- 


The following passage is an excerpt from a hearing before the 
Subcommittee on Executive Reorganization of the Committee on 
Government Operations of the United States Senate in August, 1966. 

Senator [Robert F.] Kennedy: Now the money aspects have been 
touched upon, but I would like to ask you this. On page 9 you say: 
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There is no solution in New York. The money must come from 
Federal revenues.” 

What do you anticipate are your needs as far as Federal funds 
are concerned in the City of New York? 

Mayor [John V.] Lindsay: I was just studying a brief analysis that 
we have made on that point, because I anticipated that it might be 
raised. We figure that over and above what the city does now with 
its own resources and with Federal and state contributions, over the 
next ten years in the area of $50 billion would be required to make 
this city thoroughly livable, with a quality to life and an exciting 
place in which to live. That is new money. 

Senator Kennedy: You need on the average of $5 billion a 
year. . . . How would it break down? How would you spend it? 

Mayor Lindsay: Well, in the area of housing, for example—for 
clearance and redevelopment-we are talking in terms of $3.5 bil¬ 
lion; rehabilitation and maintenance, $1.7 billion. Capital facihties 
of various kinds, transportation $4 billion; environmental protection, 
nearly $2 billion; schools, in the area of $2 billion. 

Various other programs lumped together, about $3 billion. Basic 
government services—we are talking about operational costs here as 
opposed to capital costs-education, 15; health, about 6; poHce, 6; 
fire, 3. 

Senator Kennedy: Three what? 

Mayor Lindsay: $3 billion total over a ten-year period. Parks 
almost endless, but let’s put it down at $1 biUion. Opportunity de¬ 
velopment, about $3 bilhon. All that will have to go into services- 
again these are operating costs, not capital expenditures-some- 
where between $20 and $25 biUion. I didn’t mention in that figure 
the problem of welfare, which we hope will be a decreasing prob¬ 
lem, as the city renews itself in various areas, but this is a problem 
that is hkely to cost $700 milhon over a ten-year period. 

Senator Kennedy: $700 million what? 

Mayor Lindsay: Per year, which means $7 billion. . . . 

Senator Kennedy: Let me just say in closing, it seems to me that 
in dealing with [these] problems. . . , whether it be welfare or 
problems of poverty, there is no question that jobs is going to have 
to be the answer, and I don’t think that the [Federal] government, 
speaking realistically about it, you talk about the government put¬ 
ting in $5 billion every year for the next ten years, which is ten 
times as much as it is putting in now, as a practical matter if 
jmu put that much in the City of New York, the amount of money 
that you are going to have to spend in the rest of the cities across 
the rest of the country is just astronomical, so as a practical matter, 

I don’t think the answer is going to [come just from] Federal funds.’ 


► What must Americans be 
willing to give up if they wish 
to spend billions of dollars 
on their cities? 
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iise Yoili Tiines (jiing 14. 
3964;. p. 84. .p, 1964 b'? Tiis 
Mew York TLiies Company, 
neprintad by permissicn. 


Walker, v/lio served from 
1925 io 1932, was seen more 
often ill nightclubs than in 
City Hall. He was bright, 
friendly, and popular as a 
symbol of the Roaring 
Twenties, Following investi¬ 
gations into corruption in 
City politics, Walker resigned 
his post under pressure from 
Governor Franklin D. 
Roosevelt. 


The following story from The New York Times describes an 
attempt made by Mayor Robert F. Wagner to give citizens access 
to him. 

Every work day a courier from City Hall goes to a post ofiSce at 
nearby Church Street to pick up an average of seventy-five letters 
of complaint to Mayor Wagner about city affairs. 

Without fanfare, the courier returns to City Hall and delivers 
his parcel to Harold Mayer, legal aide to the Mayor. Mr. Mayer 
reads every letter, makes certain an acknowledgment is sent to all 
writers, and then assigns the complaint to the proper city depart¬ 
ment for action. 

Since Box 100, New York City 8, was set up by the city in 
January, 1961, more than 65,000 New Yorkers have written to Mayor 
Wagner with a wide range of complaints, tips on wrongdoing or 
suggestions for better city programs. 

‘‘We encourage these letters whether the writers identify them¬ 
selves or not,” Mr. Mayer said yesterday. ‘Tn fact, many anonymous 
letters have helped us to act in cases of graft or corruption by 
city personnel.” 

What kind of letters are received? 

Mr. Mayer reported that most letters told of city officials accept¬ 
ing or offering gratuities, city employees moonlighting (working a 
noncity second job), and failure of certain departments to take 
action on complaints, such as street repairs, police protection, or 
building violations. 

“We have made five thousand arrests as a result of tips in these 
letters,” Mr. Mayer said. “Most of the arrests have led to con¬ 
victions.” 

He said some arrests had resulted from letters from fathers who 
complained about sons who were drug addicts and named the 
sellers, or from wives who told of husbands betting away paychecks 
and listed names and addresses of the bookmakers. 

But there are other letters, too, he said. “We once got a request 
from a citizen who said he had autographed pictures of every 
Mayor but James J. Walker. Could we help? he wondered. We 
found a picture and sent it to him, 

Mr. Mayer said the most difficult request was from a writer who 
sent a self-addressed stamped envelope with a request for all the 
literature there was about the city. ‘'That man had no idea how 
much literature we have,” he commented. 

Some citizens took a dim view of Mayor Wagners attempt to 
stay in touch with his constituents. The follotoing passage comes 
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from a fascinating book about Manhattan’s 
ten btj a resident of this area of the city. 


Upper West Side writ- 


Father Browne, who often speaks in cartoons, says that New York 
City government is like the Empire State Building without elevators. 
Somewhere up on top is the administrative apparatus, the public is 
in the basement, and in between is a vast air space occupied by the 
civil service. The consequence of this three-tiered arrangement is 
that the unalEhated citizen lives in nearly total bewilderment about 
his government and, on their side, the administrative officials work 
in general ignorance of what their own bureaucracies are doing to 
the citizen. Presumably it was a suspicion of this latter fact that 
impelled Mayor Wagner to rent himself a private mailbox (Box 
100) to which he asked citizens to write and tell him the truth 
about his subordinates. 

Although there was no reason to suppose that Box 100 was any¬ 
thing but another public-relations effort, some people took it seri¬ 
ously for a time. Peter Slevin . . . of the . . . Stryckers Bay Neighbor¬ 
hood Council, used to send off communications to Box 100 regu¬ 
larly. I wrote to Wagner, I wrote to the commissioner, I wrote to 
everybody,” he says/1 have my own typewriting machine at home, 
and I send letters in complaining about the block, and also the 
whole neighborhood~how it is run ragged and all the different 
illegal things that arc going on. I complain about the police depart¬ 
ment and the narcotics division. 

The only answer they will ever give you if you write to that Box 
100 is a little made-up-in-advance letter of the mayors. The last 
time I wrote him, I complained about the Housing and Redevelop¬ 
ment Board and I put a note on the bottom of my card saying I 
didn t want the madcMip letter, I wanted an answer from the mayor 
himself. Now, what do you think I got? I got the made-up letter. 
It told me that the mayor had turned my letter over to the Housing 
and Redevelopment Board, the same outfit I was complaining: 
about” ^ 


Joseph Lyford, Tiie iirtigi!! 
Cage (iew Yoii; Harper S 
Row, Pyblishers. 19661, pp. 
301-302, Copyright (Z) 1966 
by Joseph P. w/ford. He- 
printed by iiermissioo of 
Harper & Ro'Wj Publishers. 
Father Henry j. Browne, 
presiden! of the Stryckers 
Bay Neighborhood Council, 
has tiled to organize his 
community to fight for izetier 
hoifsirig and city services. 


► Should a citizen expect 
the mayor of liis city to pay 
attention personally to liis 
corriplaiiiis? 


J'f VDKK AND THE GOOD 
-I'JiiTy: A SUMMARY 

Although New York City continues to attract immigrants, 
visitors, bu.sine.s.sincn, job seekers, and students, its appeal as a 
place to lead a full life has dimmed. Yet New York still has the 
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nations best theaters, its most distinguished dance groups, one 
of its best orchestras, some of its most prestigious museums and 
galleries, its best public library, many of its finest restaurants, and 
dozens of other similar attractions. An old cliche—‘'A good place 
to visit, but rd hate to live there’’—sums up one set of judgments. 

New York offers unique richness in each important area of 
humanistic endeavor. No one could possibly exhaust New York’s 
cultural treasures in a lifetime. But millions of New York’s citizens 
live unaware of the great humanistic resources at their fingertips. 
And millions of others have begun to doubt that a night at the 
theater is worth a week on crowded subways in a city no longer 
able to provide clean air, safe streets, good schools, and regular 
trash collection. 

New York seethes with discontent. In ancient cities, slaves or 
a servile working class formed the base of society. If they com¬ 
plained, the elite crushed them. In New York, however, all citizens 
have the right to vote and to participate in public decision making. 
Moreover, no group in New York willingly accepts an inferior 
position in the social structure, as Stokely Carmichael’s writings 
indicate. They struggle universally to lead the good life and to 
shape a society in which that life is possible. 

The article which follows summarizes the problems of life in 
New York in the late 1960’s. As you read, think about the follow¬ 
ing questions: 

1. What iiiafor problems disturb the cit}*? What has caused these 
problems? 

2. What is New York tr}iiig to do to make a good life and a 
good society possible? Wdiat more can be done? 

3. Can typical people hope to lead gratifying lives in the major 
metropolitan areas of a modem megalopolis? 


''Jolin Lindsa/s Ten 
Plagues/’ Time (November 
1, 1968), pp. 20-21, 23-24, 
29. Reprinteci by permission 
from THE, The leelciy 
iewsmagazine, copyright © 
1968 by Time, Inc. 


New York in Crisis 

In Central Park the leaves turned brown and gold in the 
tangy weather that makes lyricists write of 'autumn in New York.” 
On Fifth Avenue an unending parade of shoppers canvassed the 
world’s most elegant bazaar. The Broadway marquees touted yet 
another hectic season. From the Battery to the Bronx, the thud of 
dynamite and the roar of drills accompanied probably the greatest 
construction boom in the history of cities. No other metropolis in 
the world offered its inhabitants greater hope of material success 
or a wider variety of cultural rewards. Yet for all its dynamism 
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and glamour, New York City, day by day, little by little, was sliding 
toward chaos. "The question now,^ said its handsome young Mayor, 
John Lindsay, is whether we can continue to survive as a city/' 
Many New Yorkers shared that somber view. The city s plight, of 
course, was not one of physical survival—though some cynics argued 
that New Yorks complex ills could only be cured if the metropolis 
were razed and rebuilt. Its breakdown this fall was one of spirit 
and nerve, a malaise that affected the tacit assumptions of trust 
and interdependence without which no organism so vast and dis¬ 
parate can possibly function. In what most responsible citizens 
concede to be one of the ugliest situations in memory, strikes and 
the threat of strikes pitted not only union against employer—the 
city-but, worse, black against white, Jew against Gentile, middle 
class against poor. 

In front of City Hall, two thousand picketing policemen yelled 
"Blue power!" and carried signs exhorting "Dump Lindsay" . . . 
Hundreds more paraded in front of twenty of the city's seventy-nine 
precinct stations. Until their union ended the practice at week's 
end, as many as three thousand men, one-fifth of the force sched¬ 
uled for duty, reported "sick" each day with a fictitious strain of 
Asian flu. Cops on duty watched benignly as motorists left their 
cars in bus stops and no-parking zones. Minor complaints were sim¬ 
ply ignored, and traffic became badly snarled. Possibly worst of all 
was the damage done to the conception of law and order, as "New 
Yorks Finest sneered at laws they were sworn to enforce. 

Firemen refused housekeeping duties, such as checking fire 
hydrants and inspecting buildings, and the head of the firemen's 
union warned that the slowdown "could escalate into a full-scale 
strike that would leave alarms unanswered and homes in danger. 

The least dangerous breakdown in public services was the most 
serious. For the third time since September, the majority of the 
citys 58,000 teachers defied state law to go out on strike, and more 
than a million students were denied the vital right of education. 
Teachers marched outside their schools, and children watched as 
picketers traded insults and obscenities with nonstrikers and 
parents. . . . 

. . . .The sad truth is that for most of its millions, New York is 
an increasingly unfavorable habitat Within the past two to three 
years, rents on noncontrolled apartments have risen as much as 
100 per cent-with hikes of 40 per cent and 50 per cent common. 
Still, 800,000 units, a quarter of the city's dwellings, are listed as 
substandard. Replacing them would be a task equal to rebuilding 
two-thirds of blitz-shattered London, and several of the impover¬ 
ished ghettos are as big as medium-sized cities. Traffic is scarcely 


“f^aiaise” means a vague 
sense of ill-being. 


► Should public employees 
who provide essential 
services have the right to 
strike? If not, how can they 
make strong demands for 
for what they think they 
deserve? 

The schools finally reopened 
in late November, 1968. 

To dampen wartime 
inflationary pressures, price 
controls—price ceilings— 
were placed on most New 
York City apartments in 
1943. Controls still apply to 
most low- and medium- 
priced larger apartment 
houses built before 1947. 

By statute, controls are 
supposed to remain as long 
as an apartment shortage 
remains. And the shortage 
shows no signs of abating. 
This explanation of rent 
controls Is highly 
simplified; the intricacies 
of rent controls, however, 
are a frequent topic of 
conversation among 
New Yorkers, who are almost 
always in search of better 
apartments. 
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► Wiiai can an iiiclividyal do 
to keep his city—or the 
halls of his fiigli schuol— 
clean? 


better; every day 3.5 million people crowd into nine square miles 
of Manhattan south of Central Park, the equivalent of transporting 
every man, woman and ehild in Connecticut into Bridgeport and 
out again each day. From the visible evidence, the sanitation strike 
[of February, 1968] might still be on, and blowing papers and 
scattered heaps of filth testify to perhaps the most unkempt city 
on the North American continent. 

Even the construction boom has brought its toll in dirt, noise, 
and the destruction of treasured landmarks and favorite spots. The 
good small restaurants that were the city’s pride are being tom 
down, to be replaeed by fifteen-minute serviec counters in sky¬ 
scraper basements. In the Wall Street area, where building activity 
and crowding are most intense, lines form in front of hot-dog carts 
at lunchtime, and a sign in a Broad Street bookstore reads; "Plcase- 
no browsing from 12 to 2.” Says Architect P(Tcival Coodman: "Size 
can mean healthy growth or cancer. In New York, it’s become 
cancer.” 

New York has always had its detractors, and out-of-towners often 
find odd comfort and perverse joy in discussing its faults and incon¬ 
veniences. But many people who once loved the city are now' regret¬ 
fully finding their passion growing cold. . . .Even Big Business is 
either too big, fragmented, or uninterested to offer the kind of 
leadership it exerts in cities like Pittsburgh and Atlanta. Extraordi¬ 
narily kind on occasion, New Yorkers in the mass can be the rudest, 
surliest, nastiest citizens of America and, with the possible excep¬ 
tion of Paris, the world. . . . 

For the city’s minorities, it is not a question of dullness or 
excitement, but survival in the urban jungle. Properly dissatisfied 
with the inferior education that most of their children were re¬ 
ceiving, the city’s Negroes long ago began pressing for local con¬ 
trol of schools in black neighborhoods. With encouragement from 
Lindsay, the Central School Board last year grudgingly met them 
part way, offering black communities limited autonomy in three 
experimental districts. If the districts succeeded, the prospect was 
that the entire school system—a "pathological bureaucracy” in the 
words of New York University Professor David Rogers—would in 
time be decentralized .so that parents all over the city would have 
a greater say in their children’s future. 

It was a bold, exciting educational venture, and a sensible 
scheme to bring government to the people, particularly to the 
blacks who felt victimized by an impacted intransigent white 
bureaucracy. In practice, however, it met a multitude of small 
problems, and one gigantic roadblock: the United Federation of 
Teachers, the nation’s largest union local (55,000 members). After 
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years of struggling for power, the union felt endangered. Not only 
would decentralization break up the school system, many teachers 
reasoned, it would also break up the union, which would have to 
negotiate with thirty-three local school boards. To many teachers 
and indeed to many members of other unions, the Negroes' demand 
for community control~and the city's limited compliance-was 
nothing less than union busting. . . . 

If the problems of New York can be compared only to the ten 
plagues of Egypt, as Lindsay once claimed in fest, the autumn of 
1968 is cfearly the time of all ten. There are more than a few who 
blame Lindsay himself for spreading the plague. Said Dominick 
Peluso, executive assistant to Frank O'Connor, Democratic City 
Council president and an archfoe of the Republican Mayor: ^^Lind- 
say has taken New York from a city in crisis to a city in chaos." 
The summary is typical, though hardly just: Lindsay's record is one 
of remarkable success and serious shortcomings against overpower¬ 
ing odds. 

During the three years of the Lindsay administration, welfare 
rolls have risen by 40 per cent, to a point where almost 1 million 
people (one out of eight New Yorkers) are on relief. Some city 
officials would accept Richard Nixon's argument that welfare pay¬ 
ments across the country should be standardized, on the theory that 
New York City, with the highest payments in the country, is a 
magnet for the poor of other states and communities. The city's 
budget since 1965 has risen 40 per cent to almost $6 billion, more 
than any state-including the state of New York-spends in a year. 
Real estate taxes have gone up 26^ per $100 (but the assessed 
valuation has risen more than $2 billion), and for the first time the 
city has levied an income tax. Strike has followed strike, and New 
Yorkers can only speculate on what essential service will be cut off 
next. Many of the promising young men who joined Lindsay at City 
Hall left after the first year. 

He has labored heroically to communicate with the blacks in the 
ghettos. The city has had no major racial upheaval since 1964. Yet 
many white New Yorkers feel neglected as a result. In huge areas 
of the Bronx, Brookl 5 m, and Queens, thousands feel that Lindsay 
is interested only in the black and Spanish-speaking slums. Says 
Democratic Councilman Robert Low, a possible candidate for 
Mayor in 1969: "He has concentrated his attention on slum areas 
and raising standards for minority groups, without making the 
middle class feel he offers compensating programs for them." Par¬ 
tially as a result, the white exodus to the suburbs goes on, and the 
dissatisfaction grows. In a secret poll early in October, 42 per cent 
rated Lindsay’s mayoral record as "poor.” 


► When one person in eight 
is on relief, should a society 
require work from those 
among them who are able- 
bodied before it gives 
support? 
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Certainly, much is beyond Lindsay’s or any Mayors control. He 
is not only opposed on many issues by the Democratic City Council; 
the state legislature as well has a degree of control over city poli¬ 
cies that is perhaps without parallel elsewhere in the United States. 
The spectacular hike in welfare rolls is a direct result of heavy 
black migration from the South and a longtime influx of Puerto 
Ricans. Much of the budget, including welfare, is mandated by 
law. Inflation causes union to vie against union in looking to the 
city treasury. '‘When one takes snuff,” says Negotiator Theodore 
Kheel, "the others all sneeze.”. . . 

In cutting through other tangles that choke his city, Lindsay has 
done better than just about anyone else could have. Not always 
appreciated in New York—or in Nelson Rockefeller’s Albany—he is 
hotly'dispute/brmany New generally regarded in Washington offices that handle urban pro- 
York residents. grams as the best big-city mayor in the country. 

One of his biggest accomplishments has been to restore some 
measure of grace to a city not noted for its civility, and to slow, if 
only by a fraction, the numerous forces that make New York an 
increasingly unlivable city. Under Lindsay, the parks have been 
made into attractive recreational centers, with cafes and musicales 
and bicycling on roadways that are closed to cars on weekends and 
holidays. Air pollution has been cut slightly, and the level of design 
in civic architecture has been raised. Plans are being pushed 
through for a great network of new subways, and the grandiose, 
frequently destructive schemes of the expressway builders have, 
for the most part, been restrained from running great swaths of 
concrete through residential areas. 

The city government has been reorganized to follow the simpler 
federal outline, and advanced techniques of systems analysis are 
being applied to bureaucratic procedures that had not changed by 
more than a jot in a century. Still in dire need of money, the 
city’s budget has been brought in line with income. . . . One of 
Lindsay’s less heralded accomplishments is the tapping of the 
federal till with new programs and aggressive lobbying. Since he 
took oflBce, federal outlays to the city have jumped more than 
threefold, to $892 million a year. Yet city residents still pay out 
far more than the city receives, $16 billion a year, or roughly 10 
per cent of all income taxes paid the Federal Government. (They 
similarly pay more to the state than they receive, getting back 43c 
on the dollar.) 

The police department has been humanized. . . .Most important 
of all is Lindsay’s unique rapport with the Negroes and Puerto 
Ricans, a fragile yet invaluable link that the Mayor readily admits 
could vanish in a single night of riot and looting. 


372 









The question that is always asked about New York can be asked 
about any other metropolis in the United States today: Is it gov¬ 
ernable? Under its present antique structure, the answer is quickly 
becoming obvious: it is not 

In part, the problem is one of technology. City lines are mean¬ 
ingless when a commuter, on his everyday ride to work, passes 
through a dozen corporate boundaries from home to office. Neither 
are there limits to the problems technology has created: traffic jams 
and noise, air and water pollution do not stop at the city line. . 

The villain generally is size. Most local governments are either 
too small to deal with big problems, or too big to take care of the 
small. In New York and other major cities, the difficulty is one 
of reaching down. The city is designed to shrink people,says 
Leonard Fein, associate director of the M.I.T.-Harvard Joint Cen¬ 
ter for Urban Affairs, 'so one doesn’t feel plugged in, connected, 
part of a family. So at least then, let’s resurrect the neighborhood, 
the community within the city. That’s what decentralization is all 
about. It s not about schools. It s about neighborhood and plugging 
people in.”. . . 

Plugging people in is the goal of modem planners and urban 
thinkers, just as building grand boulevards and sweeping plazas 
was the dream a century ago. Most urban thinkers envisage a 
graduated form of government. A large regional body would do 
such things as policing the environment, building expressways, and 
providing police. Small organizations would provide services such 
as recreation and education. 

.... A somewhat similar theme was sounded by Leonardo da 
Vinci. To relieve the congestion and bring order to the bedlam of 
sixteenth century Milan, he told its Duke, the community would 
have to be broken down into ten cities of 30,000 people each. . . . 

Since the founding of such cities as Eiidu and Kish in the valleys 
of Mesopotamia 5,500 years ago, the city has been the nerve and 
growth center of civilization. Despite their seemingly insoluble 
problems, cities are more than ever the creative heart of American 
society. Indeed, the city and its compounded quandaries—from the 
problem of race to the issue of law and order—dominate almost 
all social and political debate in the country today. Ultimately, no 
city can solve the problems alone, for they belong to the whole 
society. 

Cities are immensely vulnerable: their technology is fragile and 
their massed populations are interdependent. Yet they also possess 
a stubborn, stunning, and almost blind will to endure. New York 
did not dissolve in chaos last week. It will probably not fall apart 
this week or next, or the week after that. With luck, it will never 
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break down entirely. Nonetheless, a nation that prides itself on 
pragmatism and problem-solving can aflFord only at its peril to 
ignore the immense—and immensely complex—challenge of making 
its cities habitable, enjoyable, and governable. [Lewis] Mumford 
told a Senate committee last year, “Unless human needs and human 
interactions and human responses are the first consideration, the 
city, in any valid sense, cannot be said to exist. As Sophocles long 
ago said: "The city is people.’"' 


20 THE GOOD SOCIETY.- 
HOW TO ATTAIN IT 

In ancient Athens, private citizens contributed ships to 
the navy and built monuments to beautify the streets of the city. 
Through these streets walked 125,000 slaves, the basis of an econ¬ 
omy which gave the elite time and money for civic service. In 
Renaissance Florence, a small number of aristocrats also used their 
fortunes to beautify a city. These fortunes grew from the labor of 
a large working class only a very few of whom were slaves. Neither 
society devoted much effort to improving the daily lives of the poor 
either through private charity or through governmental programs. 

Private citizens have made thousands of contributions to the 
cultural and aesthetic life of New York City. Museums, concert 
halls, and college buildings bear the names of men who donated 
money to build them. Each year citizens launch hundreds of drives 
to solicit contributions for orchestras, the opera, dance groups, and 
similar cultural organizations as well as for charitable work among 
the poor and unfortunate. But the efforts of New Yorkers to bring 
the good life nearer to everyone extend far beyond private giving. 
Many of them take place through government. 

The democratic ethic implies that everyone should have access 
to the good life. No man should be slave to another; no one should 
starve; no one should be forced to live in a squalid slum; everyone 
should have access to free public education of outstanding quality. 
Without decent living conditions, the rich cultural opportunities 
of New York City are a sham. Raising New York to minimum 
standards of health and decency will cost billions of dollars, as 
Mayor Lindsay pointed out to the Congress. Where will the money 
come from? 
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A iiuniber of scholars have set out to answer this question. One 
of the most notable among them is John Kenneth Galbraith, an 
economist, whose theory of social balance has drawn the attention 
of the entire intellectual community. As you read his ideas, think 
about the following questions: 

1. \\1iai is the liu'iiiy of social balance? Why does Galbraith use 
ihvHc words h) ik'scaibc' his ideas? 

2. Caiii \\i* aitaiii f!it^ good soc'iely entirely tlirougli private means 
siic'li as cliti!c‘Oiitribiitloiis, voluntary slum clearance, and 
so fortli? 

3. Chilbraitli apixsils for gnsiler public .spending at the expense 

of |iri\'aic siu'iulin.ij;. About 20 per ceut of the Gross National 
I roduel is now spiiil by i^ovt'ruiiu'iit. Should govcniment spend 
more? if il should, wimt will be the cost in terms of w'hat 
priviilo cili'/cHs irne lo give up? (Do not forget that the GNP 
lias risi ‘11 in nearly evi-ry year since 1933.) 


The Theory of Social Balance 

Thci final problem of the productive society is what it 
produces. Ihis manifests itself in [a], . .tendency to provide an 
opulent supply of some things and a niggardly yield of others. This 
disparity. . .is a cause of social discomfort and social unhealth. 
The line which divides our area of wealth from our area of poverty 
is roughly that which divides privately produced and marketed 
goods and services from publicly rendered services. Our wealth in 
the first is not only in startling contrast with the meagerness of the 
latter, but our wealth in privately produced goods is, to a marked 
degree, the causes of crisis in the supply of public services. For 
we have faiI(Kl to seci the importance, indeed the urgent need, of 
maintaining a balance between the two. 

This disparity bc^tween our flow of private and public goods and 
services is no matter of subjective judgment. . . .In the years fol¬ 
lowing World War 11, the papers of any major city—those of New 
York were an excellent example—told daily of the shortages and 
shortcomings in the elementary municipal and metropolitan serv¬ 
ices. The schools were old and overcrowded. The police force was 
under strength and underpaid. The parks and playgrounds were 
insufficient. Streets and empty lots were filthy, and the sanitation 
staiff was undcTOCiuipped and in need of men. Access to the city 
by those who work there was uncertain and painful and becoming 
more so. Internal transportation was overcrowded, unhealthful, and 
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dirty. So was the air. Parking on the streets had to be prohibited, 
and there was no space elsewhere. These deficiencies were not in 
new and novel services but in old and established ones. Cities have 
long swept their streets, helped their people move around, educated 
them, kept order, and provided horse rails for vehicles which sought 
to pause. That their residents should have a nontoxic supply of air 
suggests no revolutionary dalliance with socialism. 

The discussion of this public poverty competed, on the whole 
successfully, with the stories of ever-increasing opulence in privately 
produced goods. The Gross National Product was rising. So were 
retail sales. So was personal income. Labor productivity had also 
advanced. The automobiles that could not be parked were being 
produced at an expanded rate. The children, though without 
schools, subject in the playgrounds to the affectionate interest of 
adults with odd tastes, and disposed to increasingly imaginative 
forms of delinquency, were admirably equipped with television 
sets. We had difficulty finding storage space for the great surpluses 
of food despite a national disposition to obesity. Food was grown 
and packaged under private auspices. Idle care and refreshment of 
the mind, in contrast with the stomach, was principally in the public 
domain. Our colleges and universities were severely overcrowded 
and underprovided, and the same was true of the mental hospitals. 

The contrast was and remains evident not alone to those who 
read. The family which takes its mauve and cerise, air-conditioned, 
power-steered, and power-braked automobile out for a tour passes 
through cities that are badly paved, made hideous by litter, blighted 
buildings, billboards, and posts for wires that should long since 
have been put underground. They pass on into a countryside that 
has been rendered largely invisible by commercial art. (The goods 
which the latter advertise have an absolute priority in our value 
system. Such aesthetic considerations as a view of the countryside 
accordingly come second. On such matters we are consistent) They 
picnic on exquisitely packaged food from the portable icebox by 
a polluted stream and go on to spend the night at a park which 
is a menace to public health and morals. Just before dozing off 
on an air mattress, beneath a nylon tent, amid the stench of decay¬ 
ing^ refuse, they may reflect vaguely on the curious unevenness of 
their blessings. Is this, indeed, the American genius?. . . 

.... An increase in the consumption of automobiles requires a 
facilitating supply of streets, highways, traffic control, and parking 
space. The protective services of the police and the highway patrols 
must also be available, as must those of the hospitals. Although 
the need for balance here is extraordinarily clear, our use of pri¬ 
vately produced vehicles has, on occasion, got far out of line with 
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the supply of the related public services. The result has been 
hideous road congestion, an annual massacre of impressive propor¬ 
tions, and chronic colitis in the cities. . . . 

But the auto and the airplane, versus the space to use them, are 
merely an exceptionally visible example of a requirement that is 
pervasive. The more goods people procure, the more packages they 
discard, and the more trash that must be carried away. If the ap¬ 
propriate sanitation services are not provided, the counterpart of 
increasing opulence will be deepening filth. The greater the wealth 
the thicker will be the dirt. This indubitably describes a tendency 
of our time. As more goods are produced and owned, the greater 
are the opportunities for fraud, and the more property that must 
be protected. If the provision of public law enforcement services 
do not keep pace, the counterpart of increased well-being will, we 
may be certain, be increased crime. . . . 

In a well-run and well-regulated community, vuth a sound school 
system, good recreational opportunities, and a good police force- 
in short a community where public services have kept pace with 
private production—the diversionary forces operating on the modem 
juvenile may do no great damage. Television and the violent mores 
of Hollywood and Madison Avenue must contend with the intellec¬ 
tual discipline of the school. The social, athletic, dramatic, and like 
attractions of the school also claim the attention of the child. 
These, together with the other recreational opportunities of the 
community, minimize the tendency to delinquency. Experiments 
with violence and immorality are checked by an effective law en¬ 
forcement system before they become epidemic. 

In a community where public services have failed to keep abreast 
of private consumption things are very different. Here, in an at¬ 
mosphere of private opulence and public squalor, the private goods 
have full sway. Schools do not compete with television and the 
movies. The dubious heroes of the latter, not Miss Jones, become 
the idols of the young. The hot rod and the wild ride take the 
place of more sedentary sports for which there are inadequate 
facilities or provision. Comic books, alcohol, narcotics, and switch¬ 
blade knives are, as noted, part of the increased flow of goods, 
and there is nothing to dispute their enjoyment. There is an ample 
supply of private wealth to be appropriated and not much to be 
feared from the police. An austere community is free from tempta¬ 
tion. It can be austere in its public services. Not so a rich one. 

Moreover, in a society which sets large store by production, 
and which has highly effective machinery for synthesizing private 
wants, there are strong pressures to have as many wage earners in 
the family as possible. As always all social behavior is part of a 
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piece. If both parents are engaged in private production, the bur¬ 
den on the public services is further increased. Children, in effect, 
become the charge of the community for an appreciable part of 
the time. If the services of the community do not keep pace, this 
will be another source of disorder. 

Residential housing also illustrates the problem of the social 
balance, although in a somewhat complex form. Few W'ould wish 
to contend that, in the lower or even the middle ineome brackets, 
Americans are munificently supplied with housing. A great many 
families would like better located or merely more houseroom, and 
no advertising is necessary to persuade them of their wish. And 
the provision of housing is in the private domain. At first glance 
at least, the line we draw between private and public seems not 
to be preventing a satisfactory allocation of resources to housing. 

On closer examination, however, the problem turns out to be not 
greatly different from that of education. It is improbable that the 
housing industry is greatly more incompetmit or inefficient in the 
United States than in those countries—Scandinavia, Holland, or 
(for the most part) England—where slums have been largely 
eliminated and where minimum standards of eleanliiu'ss and com¬ 
fort are well above our own. As the experience of these countries 
shows, and as we have also been learning, the housing industry 
functions well only in combination with a large, complex, and 
costly array of public services. These include land purchase and 
clearance for redevelopment; good neighborhood and city planning, 
and effective and well-enforced zoning; a variety of financing and 
other aids to the housebuilder and owner; publicly supported re¬ 
search and architectural services for an industry which, by its 
nature, is equipped to do little on its own; and a considerable 
amount of direct or assisted public construction for families in the 
lowest income brackets. The quality of the housing depends not 
on the industry, which is given, but on what is invested in these 
supplements and supports. . . . 

. . . .By failing to exploit the opportunity to expand public pro¬ 
duction we are missing opportunities for enjoyment which other¬ 
wise we might have had. Presumably a community C!in be as well 
rewarded by buying better schools or better parks as by buying 
bigger automobiles. By concentrating on the latter rather than the 
former it is failing to maximize its satisfactions. As with schools 
in the community, so with public services over the country at large. 
It is scarcely sensible that we should satisfy our wants in private 
goods with reckless abundance, while in the case of public goods, 
on the evidence of the eye, we practice extreme self-denial. So, 
far from systematically exploiting the opportuniticjs to derive use 
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and pleasure from these services^ we do not supply what would 
keep us out of trouble. 

The conventional wisdom holds that the community, large or 
small, makes a decision as to how much it will devote to its public 
services. This decision is arrived at by democratic process. Subject 
to the imperfections and uncertainties of democracy, people decide 
how much of their private income and goods they will surrender 
in order to have public services of which they are in greater need. 
Thus there is a balance, however rough, in the enjoyments to be 
had from private goods and services and those rendered by public 
authority. 

It will be obvious, however, that this view depends on the notion 
of independently determined consumer wants. In such a world one 
could with some reason defend the doctrine that the consumer, as 
a voter, makes an independent choice between public and private 
goods. But given the dependence eflFect—given that consumer wants 
are created by the process by which they are satisfied—the consumer 
makes no such choice. He is subject to the forces of advertising 
and emulation by which production creates its own demand. Ad¬ 
vertising operates exclusively, and emulation mainly, on behalf of 
privately produced goods and services.* Since management and 
emulative eflFects operate on behalf of private production, public 
services will have an inherent tendency to lag behind. Automobile 
demand which is expensively synthesized will inevitably have a 
much larger claim on income than parks or public health or even 
roads where no such influence operates. The engines of mass com¬ 
munication, in their highest state of development, assail the eyes 
and ears of the community on behalf of more beer but not of more 
schools. Even in the conventional wisdom it will scarcely be con¬ 
tended that this leads to an equal choice between the two. . . . 

So much for the influences which operate on the decision between 
public and private production. The calm decision between public 
and private consumption pictured by the conventional wisdom is, 
in fact, a remarkable example of the error which arises from view¬ 
ing social behavior out of context. The inherent tendency will 
always be for public services to fall behind private production. 
We have here the first of the causes of social imbalance. 


^Emulation does operate between communities. A new school or a new high¬ 
way in one community does exert pressure on others to remain abreast. However, 
as compared with the pervasive effects of emulation in extending the demand 
for privately produced consumer’s goods there will be agreement, I think, that 
this intercommunity effect is probably small. 


► Should aroused citizens 
organize advertising cam” 
paigns in behalf of the 
public sector? 
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